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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Circumstances,  which  it  is  not  necessary 

to  state,  having  retarded  the  publication  of  the 
sixth  volume  of  the  Poetical  Register,  the  Editor, 
in  order  to  bring  up  the  work  more  speedily  to 
its  proper  period,  has  been  induced  to  comprize 
two  years  in  the  present  volume*  He  intends^ 
likewise,  to  do  the  same  with  respect  to  the 
seventh  volume,  which  he  is  now  preparing  for  the 

To  his  correspon^en;t8>.  for 'their  assistance,  and 
to  the  public  for'tlle  pptjonnge  which  it  has  sa 
liberally  extended  ^cJ  ;^5r(?  Posticai  Register,  the 
Editor  begs  leave  "Giieeinoie  to  return  his  grateful 
thanks. 

As  it  is  the  intention  of  the  Editor  to  publish, 
the  seventh  volume  early  in  the  ensuing  spring, 
he  earnestly  requests  his  correspondents  to  send  their 
contributions  as  soon  as  possible,  addressed  to  him^ 
at  Messrs.  Rivington's,  St.  Paul's  Church-Yard.. 
He  requests  also  that  they  will  mark  ^'  Fugitive"  oj\ 
such  pieces  as  have  before,  in  anyway,  been  printed. 
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CsLiA,  I  read  thy  melting  eye. 
Thy  check'dy  yet  stealing  iighs  I  hear; 
See  from  thy  cheek  the  roses  fly. 
Or  doiubly  g)ow,  when  Damon's  near. 

Ah>  not  from  that  seducing  glance 
Too  jnashly  drink  the  nectair^d  band! 
Avoid  him  in  the  gpraceful  danca^ 
Nor  listonjo  bis  warbled  slrain ! 

It  helps  not,  it  avails  not  thert^ 
Thy  beauty's  rising  power  to  charm ; 
That  his  pleas'd  senses  own  thee  fair 
Is  yet  thy  too*triumphant  Aarm. 

b2 


Ne'er  to  the  sacred  marriage  shrine 
Thee  fihali  the  haughty  Damon  lead ; 
O  lostj  if  stitl  that  heart  of  thine 
On  latent,  hopeless  wishes  feed ! 

Long  shall  thy ioTe4it-cyes  be  dim 
1( soon  thou  art  not  bravely  free; 
The  dart  shall  not  be  barb'd  for  him 
Which  surely  shali  be  barb'd  for  thee, 

.  ■  ■     •  '     •       •        • 

Amid  the  busy  scenes  of  life 
Proud  Damon  shall  thy  image  lose* 
Forgottefi  iii  Ambition  s  strife, 
Eclips'd  by  Grandeui^s  dazzling  views* 

While  thou  sufH«<i  in  lonely  shades 
Shalt  pale  and  sullen  willows  weave* 
Swelling  the  list  of  hapless  maids 
Who  sigh  disdain'd,  neglected  grieve* 

O !  then  in  time  from  future  woes 

A  shield  in  resolution  seek  ! 

And  twine  no  more  the  thorny  rose 

*Mid  chains  thy  justcr  pride  sfaou'd  break. 

Now,  while  thou  may'st,  the  charm  dissolve 
That  lightens  but  with  transient  ray. 
Since  clouds  are  gathering  to  involve 
This  shining,  faithless,  April  Day, 
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SACRIFICE  OF  PSYCHE. 

From  Psycke;  or,  the  Ltgend  rf  IffCt. 

XT  M&8« 


I. 

And  now  the  royal  sacrifice  prq>ai^df 
The  roilk-wbite  bull  they  to  the  altar  leadf 
Whose  youth  the  galling  yoke  as  yet  bad  spared. 
Now  destin'd  by  the  sacred  knife  to  bleed ; 
When  lo !  with  sudden  spring  his  homi  he  iree^dt 
And  headlong  rush'd  amid  the  frighted  throug» 
While  from  the  smoke-veii'd  shriM  ftjich  sounds  pro* 

ceedy 
As  well  might  strike  with  awe  the  fpul  most  strongs 
^nd  th|M  divinely  spoke  the  ^eav'n*iii«yir^d  ton^;-^ 


It 


On  nuptial  couch,  in  nvptial  vest  arra/d, 
*'  On  a  tall  rock^s  high  summit  Psyche  place; 
*'  Let  all  depart,  and  l^ve  the  fated  maid« 
**  Who  never  must  a  mortal  hymctn  grace. 
**  A  winged  inonster,  of  no  earthly  race, 
*'  Thence  soon  shall  bear  his  trembling  bride  awi^; 
*'  His  power  extends  o^er  all  the  bounds  of  space^ 
**  And  Jove  himself  has  own'd  his  dreaded  sway, 
^  Whdse  flaming  breath  sheds  fixe,  whom  earth  and 
-  heaven  obey/' 
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III. 

With  terror^  anguish,  and  astouishmentp 
The  Orade'lier  wretched  fether  tiears; 
Now  from  his  brow  the  regal  honors  rent, 
And  now  in  frfiiitic  sorrow  wild  a^Mpearsy 
Nor  threaten^  plagues,  nor  punishment  he  fears^ 
Refusing  long  the  sentence  to  ohe^' ; 
Till  Psyche,  trembling,  with  submissive  tears. 
Bids  them  the  s^icrifice  so Jnose  deii^. 
Prepare  the  funeral  couch,  and  leave  the  destined  prey* 


IV. 

Pleased  by  .the  ambiguous  doom  tibe  fates  |fon«l|e^ 
The  angiy  goddess,  and  enamour'd  boy. 
Alike  coutent>  t^ir  varibus  hopes  indulge ; 
He,  stUI  .^cploriiig,  with  iln  anxious  eye» 
Therfuture  jMospect  of  uncertain  joy, 
PlfiDS  bow  &k%  tender  object  of  kis  cave 
He  may  protect  from  threatened  misery, 
^h,  sauiguine'  Love!  so  eft  deceived,  forb^ait^ 
Wttii  ftntedog'tinu  to  punt  lilusvfte  bopeao  iisuf  ^ 


9lit  now  lyhat  lamentations  r^nd  tbe  skie)»|  _ 
In  amETaciBe  wreaths  the  virgin  chpir^ 
With  lo  Hymen  mingle,  funeral  cries  ( 
Lost  in  the  sorrows  of  the  Lvdran  lyre, 
.The  br<;athing  4i,ites'  metodK^ys  no.tes  empire*. 
In  sad  procession  pass  (^  mournful  throng     . 
Extinguishing  with  t^rs  thp  tprchies'  ^ipre; 
.While  the  mut^s  vi0ii|n|Weepii}^  crowds  an;i^ng^  .  , 
By  xmknowu  teAt  oppre^riK,  mcrt^  f4^^  V^9i^£* 


fiut  on  9Vt:cli  scenes  of  terror  a^  disdmy 
The  mournful  Muae  jd^g^ts  mod  loi^g  to  dwell  i 
She  quits,  wefl  plc«i&*d»  the  n^eliMcholy  h^y. 
Nor  vainly  seeks  th^  pAreots'  wo^  to  teU ! 
But  wb9^(  fp  wond^ing  PsycV^en  befell 
When  tbu$  ahaodoQ'd,  let  her  rather  say^ 
Who  shivi^deriog  looks  to  see  sonae  monster  feQ 
Appro£^  the  desert  rock  to  seij^e  his  pirey. 
With  cruel  fangs  devour^  or 'tear  her  thence  away. 

TII. 

When  )o!  a  gentle  breeiia  began  lo  tisf^ 
BreathM  hy  obisdjent  Zepbyis  round'  ihe  naU^    - 
Fannii^  her  b^som  with  its  softest  sight.         ^ 
Awhile  ainong  her  fluttering  rolns  ii  str^y^^ 
And,  bpjdly'-sportive,  latent  charms  display'd  : 
iVnd  tbe^f  as  C^pi4  w»ird»  with  teoderest  care» 
From  the  tall  rqck^  where  weepiog.she  was  latdi* 
With  gi^Rg  n^oti<>n,  through  the  yielding  air. 
To  Pleasure's  blooming  llle  their  lovely  charge  they  bear* 

nil, 

ik  • 

On  the  girepn  bofi^m  of  the  turf  recliii'd#  - 

They  lightly  apw  th'  aiitoi»>bb'd  vdrgin  lay-^ 
To  piax^id  rast  they  sooth  her  troubled  mind; 
Around  h^l^  sUU  with  watchful  Care  they  stayy 
Around  h^r  ^tiU  with  quiet  whispers  play,     ' 
Till  lulling  siui^brrit  bl^  hor  eyelids:  close,   . 
Veiling  with  >ilky  triage  each  bcilliant  ray^    .     A 

.  WAite  spft  tiwqMilUty  diviaely  flow*  ' 

O'er  all  her  soul  serene,  in  visions  of  repose. 


Befrf  shM  she  twt,  and  all-enchanted  gaaed 
On  the  rare  beauties  of  the  pleasant  scene; 
Conspicuous  far  a  lofty  palace  blaz'd 
Upon  a  sloping  bank  of  softest  green— 
A  fairer  edifice  was  never  seen. 
The  high-rang'd  columns  own  no  mortal  hand» 
But  seem  a  temple  meet  for  Beauty's  queen: 
Like  polish'd  snow  the  marble  pillars  stand 
In  grace-attemper'd  majesty  sublimely  grand ! 

Gently  ascending  from  a  silvery  flood. 
Above  the  palace  rose  a  shaded  hill, 
The  lofty  eminence  was  crowned  with  wood  ; 
And  the  rich  lawns  adomM  by  Nature's  skill. 
The  passing  breeaes  with  their  odours  fill. 
Here  ever^blooming  groves  of  orange  glow. 
And  here  all  flowers  which  from  their  leaves  distill 
Ambrosial  dew>  in  sweet  succession  blow, 
And  trees  of  matchless  size  a  fragrant  shade  bestow* 

XI. 

The  sun  looks  glorious  mid  a  sky  sercpe. 
And  bids  bright  lustre  sparkle  oVr  the  tide ; 
The  clear  blue  ocean  at  a  distance  seen. 
Bounds  the  gay  landscape  on  the  western  side  ; 
While  closing  round  it>  with  majestic  pride. 
The  lofty  rocks  'mid  citron  groves^  arise. 
«*  Sure  some -divinity  must  here  reside/^ 
A«  tranc'd  in  some*  bright  vision.  Psyche  cries. 
And  scarce  belieyes  the  bUss,  or  trusts  her  charmed  cyqu 


xxr^ 

When  \o !  a  voice  divinely  sweet  she  hears — 
From  unseen  lips  proceeds  the  heavenly  sound, 
"  Psyche  approach,  dismiss  thy  timid  fears, 
*'  At  length  his  bride  thy  longing  spouse  has  found, 
"  And  bids  for  thee  immortal  joys  abound; 
"  For  thee  the  palace  rose  at  his  command, 
"  For  thee  his  love  a  bridal  banquet  crown'd  ; 
"  He  bids  attendant  nymphs  around  thee  stand. 
Prompt  every  wish  to  serve — a  fond  obedient  band/ 


XIII. 


Increasing  wonder  filFd  her  ravish'd  soul. 
For  now  the  pompous  portals  open'd  wide ; 
There,  pausing  oft,  with  timid  foot  she  stole 
Through  halls  high  dom'd,  enrich'd  with  sculptur*^ 

pride; 
While  gay  saloons  appeared  on  either  side^ 
In  splendid  vista  opening  to  her  sight. 
And  all  witli  precious  gems  so  beautified. 
And  fumish'd  with  sucn  exqui&itQ  delight. 
That  scarce  the  beams  of  heaven  emit  such  lustre  bright. 

XIT. 

The  ainethyst  was  there  of  violet  hue, 
And  there  the  topaz  shed  its  golden  ray, 
The  ehrysoberyl,  and  the  sapphire,  blue 
As  the  clear  a£ure  of  a  sunny  day. 
Or  the  mild  eyes  where  amorous  glances  play  ; 
The  snow-white  jasper  and  the  opal's  flame, 
l*hc  blushing  ruby  and  the  agate  grey. 
And  there  the  g;in  which  bears  his  luckless  name, 
Whose  death  by  rh«bus  mourned,  ensured  him  death- 
less fame. 
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XV. 


There  the  green  emerald,  there  cornelT&iis  glow^ 
And  rich  carbuncles  pour  eternal  light ; 
With  all  that  India  and  Peru  can  shew. 
Or  Labrador  can  give  so  flaming  bright, 
To  the  charm'd  mariner's  half-dazzled  sight* 
The  coral-paved  baths  with  diamonds  blaz^ ; 
And  all  that  can  the  female  heart  delight 
Of  fair  attire,  the  last  recess  displays, 
And  all  that  Luxury  can  ask  her  eye  surveys* 

XVI. 

Now  through  the  hall  melodious  musk:  stoltf. 
And  selt-prcpar'd  the  splendid  banquet  staniis>  - 
Sel^pour'd  the  nectar  sparkles  in  the  bowl ; 
The  lute  and  viol,  touch'd  by  unseen  hands. 
Aid  the  soft  voict's  of  the  choral  bands. 
O'er  the  full  board  a  brighter  lustre  beams 
Than  Persia's  monarch  at  his  leasts  commands  y 
For  sweet  refreshment  all  inviting  seems 
To  taste  celestial  food,  and  pure  ambrosial  streams* 

XVII. 

But  when  meek  eve  hung  out  her  dewy  5tftr| 
And  gently  veil'd  with  gradual  hand  the^y.  , 
Lo!  the  bright  folding  doprs  retiring  ^ 
Display  to  Psyche's  captivated  eye 
All  that  voluptuous  ease  could  e  er  ^upplyi 
To  sooth  the  spirits  in  serene  x^po^^ 
Beneath  the  velvet's  purple  canopy,        .  .         . . 
Divinely  form'd,  a  downy  coupb.affose. 
While  alabaster  lamps  a  milk^  iigl^V4^^i^ 
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A  TRIO 


BY    DR.    DREKNAir^ 


^S^^CB8*C5Bh(K 


HiERE  sits  J P-' ,  and  could  I  but  find 

A  pallet  well  charg'd  with  the  colours  of  mind, 
I  should  venture  to  pa^int,  with  inadequate  plan. 
The  lights  and  the  suades  of  this  great,  little  man* 
Achilles,  'tis  said,  had  a  skin  made  of  steel. 
And  was  Cjallous  to  all,  save  the  kibe  on  his  heel ; 
But  out"  friend  feels,  alt  over,  the  sting  or  the  smart. 
And  wherever  you  touch,  'tis  a  pulse  from  the  heart. 
With  such  sense,  and  such  spyencss,  I  can't  understand 
Why  he  ne'er  feels  an  itch — in  the  palm  of  the  hand* 

Acute,  argumentative,  ngiW,  y^et  strong. 
With  a  heart  aver  right  and  a  head  seldom  wrong ; 
Witk  {Mfisions  too  fprompt  to  «it  q«iet  and  «till ; 
In  hi^  priaci^s  fix'd,  with  a  wandering  will; 
Perplex'd  in  his  creed,  and  too  apt,  so  to  tell  ut; 
In  hi%  hiemdiUi^  a  little  too  lovingiy  jealous ; 
Still^  fta^r  to  get  or  to  g\v%  satisiaetfon. 
He  drives  after  aiotives  and  ipi««es  ^.e  acti4>n. 
No  axiom  so  clear,  t^ivt  ihe'H  make  it  more  plain; 
No  actiixi  so  fair,  bwt  he  likes  to  4?Kplain. 
Too  nice  viUluBiligiH^  too  sincere  for  profession^ 
And  with  meaning  so- i^U  tli^t  he  f«il$  mexpressMiiv  :  ^ 
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For  wlien  crowds  of  ideas  all  strive  to  rush  out, 

Each  must  elbow  his  neighbour  and  shove  him  about  ^ 

But  his  life  and  his  language  have  masculine  merit. 

Both  are  deeply  impressed  with  (he  print  of  his  spirit* 

It  burns  in  his  eyes,  it  enlarges  his  frame» 

And  it  tempers  his  clay,  not  with  water,  but  flame. 

His  words  burst  asunder  the  shackling  oi  art. 

And  the  pen  that  he  writes  with  is  dipt  in  his  heart. 

Tis  not  from  a  fountain  like  this  yon  can  draw 

Any  languid  harangue  of  loquacious  law ; 

Tis  clear  sense  gushing  out,  unconfined,  uncompress*^ 

From  the  pure  and  perennial  spring  in  the  breast 

When  all  was  at  sea,  all  confusion  And  fear, 

Like  the  seaman's  small   needle  he  shew'd  bow  ta 

steer; 
Nor  ever  declin'd  from  the  patriot  direction, 
'Till  the  lightning  of  Grattan  once  hurt  the  attraction^ 
But  the  transient  dip,  and  the  slight  deviation. 
Prove  the  needle  points  true  in  its  natural  station* 


II. 

No  prancing,  curvetting,  episcopal  poney. 

No  desk  petit-maitre,  no  church  macaroni, 

(With  his  curl  carv'd  as  stiff  as  the  top  of  the  crozier, 

And  manners  more  pliant  and  loose  than  an  osier) ; 

But  tall  and  erect,  and  with  resolute  air. 

And  with  head  that  disdains  eVn  one  hypocrite  hair, 

Here  stands  W m  C U,  the  stem  of  our  tabie^ 

A  column  of  prelacy,  stately  and  stable  ; 

The  capital,  doric — and  doric,  the  ba^. 

It  excels  more  in  strength  than  Corinthian  grace* 

Without  flourish,  or  freeze,  or  Parisian  plaster^ 

A  piUar  for  use»  not  a  sbewy  pilaster^ 


IS 

f  ucih  a  pillar,  when  Samson  was  called  out  for^poit^ 
Perhaps  might  have  cav'd  the  whole -Philistine  court* 
Sam  might  crack  ull  his  sinews,  and  bow  witk  hii 

weight, 
But  Will  would  uphold  both  the  church  and  thft 

state. 
On  all  who  dare  shake  that  coivoenient  aUitmcef 
He  bends  his  black  brows,  and  he  scowls  a  defiance. 
Yet  forgets,  while  he  thunders  against  reforraationy'    < 
That  what  f  8  establishment  WAS  innovation. 
Qor  patriots,  alas !  are  all  dwarfish  and  weak,   •'  . 
Too  puny  to  make  aristocracy  quake  ; 
But  O  1  could  tiy  principles  change  to  the  Whig,-. 
Coulds*t  thou  throw  tkem  as  readily  off  as  thy  wig, . 
ThaX  old  tyrant,  called  Custom,  in  vain  would  resisi 
The  momentum  of  such  a  republican  fist : 
His  strong  castle  would  tumble,  like  Jericho's  wall;    '■ 
Aud  his  talisman  broken,  the  giant  must  fail. 

More  solid  than  shining,  more  weighty  than  wordy^^ 
In  the  right,  veiy  stout:  in  the  wrong,  very  sturdy*  ' " 
Both  sud48n  and  sure,  )n  the  grasp  of  conception^      ; 
But  too  fond  of  the  rule,  to  adihit  the  exception. 
Too  tenacious  in  tenet  to  sport  an  opinion. 
Each  dogma  with  him  has  despotic  dominion*      .     ,.[\ 
Too  apt  to  mistake  argumentative -strife. 
And  to  lay  down  a  word  as  he'd  lay  down  his  life.   .  yi 
He  takes  always  good  aim,  but  too  quick  in  the  tiiniati 
He  flushes  the  bird,  and  his  temper  burns  priming. 
His  heart  always  flames  with  good  fuel,  well  fed, 
But  it  sends  up,  at  times,  a  thick  smoke  to  the  head ; 
And  'till  that  clears  away,  'tis  not  easy  to  know 
The  fact  or  the  motive,  the  friend  or  the  foe*. 
Then  take  up  this  tankard  of  rough,  massy  plate, 
Kot  for  fashion  preferred,  but  for  vaiue  and  weighty    . 
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Wiem  yrm  Hft  Up  lh«  crprvTr  tkmt  thhih  of  GutViMff  '- 

And  toke  a  hirdl-pQll  it  the  orHhodcrx  liquor. 
That  keep  btU  a^d  bewrtj  m  etbry  claRiafty. 
Aud  makes  the  poor  Curate  as  proud  as  the  Primate^ 


I." 


Buifwhan>  genius  tLn^judgntent  are  Called  to^  ike  fytSKt'^ 
Make  the  trio  cocnfiiete  and  cement  thenr  with'  MW;^ 
And  for  ttaBte  let  me  call  Miiour  courtly  C<tLLiBctOAV 
Not  the  king  of  his  comfmnyr  ^^  the  pvotectov ; 
Who^witft  easy  hrlarity,  knows  how  1^  sit 
In  a^miiy  convpact  wirth  wisdom  wnd  wilj?      • 
Wilii  tkd  aortto  know  mocb,  wi  thofut  seeming  td  kndW  ]€, 
Joins  the  art  to  hare  wit,  withcuut  straining  ti»  shew  itL 
Forfbis^raiiid  not  ease-harden'd  by  form  or  profs9si«t^t 
Always  yietcb,  witka  sprii^ — andimpeU,  by  cdncttssiM.' 
I'cne-fiolitenessy  like  sense,  is  bcgotteB«  BOt  made,* 
Jffut  aU.:Our  professions  smell  strong  of  a  trade* 
Alf  vocation  is  craft,  both  tbe  black  and  the:  scarlet^t 
The  doctop,.  the.  pkadier,  the  judge,^  and  tll«  harlot* 

No  collector  of  medals,  or  fossils  so  flue; 
He  gathei%  gjbod  fellows  around  his  good"  Wifte, 
No  «:ollector  of  shells,  6t  of  stuffed  alligators, 
But  <W^t!wowleg^l,  unfcather'd',  erect  mtftfon-eateri,      ; 
XKaft  jokt  bean  in  hand  to  drive  r6tind  the  decanter, 
White  the?  bisilop  hob-nobs  with  the  lowly  dissenter* 
Here  the  jJud'dle  of  party  ne^er'riiscs  in  riof, 
Boi^  Of F  of  iTfbanrty  keeps  the  waves  qufet. 
Neither  fttefioii  nw  feuil  hi^  gwSd  hxinronr  espouses, 
He's  the  happj  Merctftio  who  curses  BoiJi  bouses. 
With  *  pretty  plumt)  place,  and'  a  ceflkf  well  sfor'rf, 
MaBc*  bisr  bt)Mr  tti  iSiie  bencfr,  and  bit  liorw  to  the  boirJL. 
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In  (toliiicai  fkitli  knows  how  much  to  helteve. 
And  when  'tis  convenkni  to  iaugh  in  his  sleeve* 
His  sense  is  well  set^  AOt  n  Wdf4  oiif  lif  joint — 
Rather  too  much  in  epigram^  too  much  {or  point. 
With  some  effort,  hi§  iCase — with  some  stiffoi^i  hit 


His  spirit  is  ^ree,  the  expression  is  tense« 

His  brand  on  our  hugsheadfi  he  lawfitlly  puts. 

But  'tis  harder  to  hrand  with  his  wit  all  our  butts. 

Tis  our  Irish  primuia,  our  raw  manufacture, 

Th^.t  keep»liF«ll  thto^  ril  seasons,  nof  needs  ad  inspector. 

Thus  in  mind  and  in  manners,  a  man  '  com  me  il  faut/ 
He  glides  smoothly  thro'  lifcu.  with  a  serpentine  flow. 
That  still  tends  to  a  point,  when  it  seems  to  incline; 
And  th^  curve  gently  blends  n^th  the  rigid  ri^t-lioi.' 


IM"I  '"   "■■  S'"  'If 


■•    ... '.i 

■  ..-,..        .  . ,  •  ■  ">'  '\ 

Would  fe»  fclfew  t  callrtty  ffbm  p^!' ^uft^  ft*f"\| 
Quit  the  land,  mtd  engage  }n  tike  toilr  o^  The  sea :  'f 

You  may  laugjk  whilij  thft  Mlows  rave  roand  J  ''*'.  | 
Since,  trust  me,*  n^  friend,  if  old  yrot^fe  sdy.thli,."' 
The  boisfettmt  Aam  has  tio  dangers  for  yoUy  . 

As  you  nefcr  wttt  hatn  to  bt  drowti'd ! 
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PROPERTIUS. 


*BOOK  THE  FIRST.— ELEGY  THE  SEVENTH* 


To  PmitieuSf  a  Poet. 

BT  THE  LATX  W«  Y&S8TO]f»  BSt- 


» ■ 


Whilb  jou,  my  friend,  in  lofty  epic  stnun. 
Resound  the  warriors  of  the  TMan  plain ; 
And  (so  may  beav^  xny  life  in  peace  prolong) 
Cope  with  the  father  of  heroic  song ; 
Mav  Fate  propitiotU  on  the  labour  smile. 
Unfading  laurels  crown  the  Poet's  toil. 
It's  wonted  course  n^  listless  be^iig  knows, 
A  fruitless  passion,  and  a  song  of  woe^. 
Inspired  by  sorrow,  not  by  wit  or  taste, 
I  mojim  the  prime  of  manhood,  run  to  waste* 
Da/ chases  day,  consumed  in  hopeless  flame, 
I  ,li ve  to  love,  and  seek  not  other  Tame. 
I  bofi^t  to  love  the  fair  of  lettered  minJ, 
He/  pride,  her  scorn  I  boast,  and  words  unkind. 
Let  slighted  lovers,  in  succeeding  ti^me, 
IVith  fix'd  attention  read  th'  impassioned  rhyme. 
On  Klemor3r'8'  tablet  be  the  lore  imprest. 
From  Love's  allurement  to  preserie  the  breast. 
Thou  too-*may  Heav'n  the  fatal  doom  remove! 
But,  should  thy  bosom  feel  the  shafts  of  love ; 
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Then,  thy  seven  chiefs,  and  War  with  horror  plum'd. 
Ah !  wretched  Bard,  shall  be  to  silence  doom'd, 
And  long  oblivion;  while,  with  vain  desire, 
Soft  strains  you  seek,  that  wake  a  mutual  fire. 
Imperfect  utterance  shall  elude  the  heart, 
And  wild  impatience  mock  the  Poet's  art. 
Then  shall  my  verse  allure,  with  greater  charms^ 
Than  all  that  noblest  Poets  sing  of  arms. 
No  youth,  in  silence^  round  my  tomb  shall  stray, 
**  Rest  to  thy  shade — Bard  of  th'  enamoured  lay  T' 
Nor  scorn  me  thou,  for  Love's  delayed  controul 
Torments,  with  usury,  th'  enamour'd  soul. 


PROPERTIUS. 

BOOK  THE  HRST.— ELEGY  THE  ELEVENTH* 

To  Cjfntkia,  at  Bcdcs* 

BY   THE   SAME. 


While  Cynthia  ranges  Baice*s  tepid  shores. 
And  paths  that  great  Alcidea^  trod  explores ; 
Or  seeks  the  regions  of  the  Grecian^  throng. 
Or  thee,  MiBenum^  not  unknown  to  song. 
Do  thoughts  of  me  from  tardy  rest  detain  ? 
for  absent  love,  does  any  place  remain  ? 

*  When  be  broaght  away  the  oxen  of  Geryon,  he  past  Mar 
Cwnue* 
f  Thesprotiau,  who  founded  CHtnir,  near  Bttiit, 

VOL.   VI.  C 
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Or  would  tbc  foe,  with  fcign'd  insidious  love, 
My  Cynthia  from  her  faithful  bard  remove  ? 
May  N-aried  sports  employ  the  careless  hour, 
Nor  leave  thee  vacant  to  the  tempter's  pow'r. 
Now,  may  thy  pinnace  cleave  the  Lucrine  wave. 
And  TetUhras*^  now,  thy  beauteous  nlerabers  lave* 
Oft,  when  her  tender  guardian  is  rcraov'd. 
The  heedless  fair  forgets  how  much  she  lov'd. 
Yet  thou  art  prov'd — I  kuovv  thy  love  sincere. 
But  when  was  passion  free  from  jealous  fear  ? 
O  pardon,  fairest,  should  th'  injurious  strain 
Give  thy  soft  heart  a  hiomentary  pain. 
More  dear,  than  she,  from  whom  my  bcihg  came  ! 
More  dear  than  light,  and  health,  and  vital  dame! 
Thou  art  my  house,  my  parents  thou  alone. 
Thou  only  comfort^  that  rhy  days  have  known ! 
Does  pleasure  gild,  does  sorrow  cloud  the  hour; 
The  colour  of  my  life  is  in  thy  pow'r. 
-Fly,  then,  the  guilty  shore,  th*  envenom'd  air, 
That  wafts  divorces  to  the  wedded  pair. 
Ye  Heav'ns,  from  Baice  modest  virgins  guide. 
Lest  drowning  honour  perish  in  the  tide. 


OMNIA  VINCIT  AMOR. 

>  A  GLEE. 

Though  Music's  sweet  persuasive  art. 

With  tuneful  magic  melts  the  heart; 

1  hough  Wine  may  boast  its  rival  skill, 

To  bid  the  breast  with  concord  thrill ; 

Yet  Love  still  more  reveals  to  me 

Ihe  hidden  soul  of  harmony  ! 

•  # 

•  A  Rirer. 


\ 
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To  J 


Who  said,  *^  I  Care  not  what  the  Crorvd  may  thinks 


BT  BR.  BREKNAK* 


The  crowd,  my  friend,  have  common  sense^ 
They  feel  the  pow'r  of  pounds  and  pence. 

And  as  they  feel,  they  prize  : 
For  wealthy  when  tightly  understood) 
Is  the  best  blessing  of  the  good, 

The  wisdom  of  the  wise. 

What's  wealth  ?     Enough,  and  somewhat  over^ 
Of  this  I  own  myself  the  lover. 

And  who  is  not's  a  ninny: 
What  signifies  the  sun-gilt  cot 
Without  a  pullet  in  the  pot? 

What's  life  without  a  guinea  ? 

It  is  to  sneak  down  from  a  garret, 
To  spungc  on  other's  beef  and  claret, 

To  get,  but  not  to  give.  | 

To  feel  each  rising  wish  repressed, 
The  wish  to  be  by  blessing,  blest, 

But  this  is — not  to  live. 

C2 
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Tis  not  to  sit,  and  con  a  theme, 
Or  in  a  smooth,  pellucid  stream, 

Thy  rueful  phiz  behold : 
And  when  the  lunar  light  has  spread 
A  yellow  radiance  o'er  thy  head, 

To  catch  poetic  gold. 

Whatever  the  cynic  may  pretend. 
Money,  a  means,  but  not  an  end, 

Is  happiness  below. 
Oh !  for  a  mine  of  gold  to  give. 
To  live,  and  to  make  others  live, 

And  clear  the  world  of  woe. 

To  bless  unseen,  unseen  descend 

On  withering  hearts  that  want  a  friend, 

Like  dew-drops  from  above. 
And  oft  both  seen  and  felt  to  pour. 
In  one  abundant  Jove-like  show^ri 

And  fill  the  lap  of  love. 

For  sharper  suff'rings  than  thy  own, 
'Tis  thine,  O  Penury,  to  groan, 

Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  life,  ' 

Thy  cradled  child  unconscious  sleeps. 
But  woe  for  her  who  wakes  and  weeps, 

The  mother  and  the  wife. 

O  fortune  come,  and  crown  my  fate, 
Wafted  along  in  winning  state 

Like  Egypt's  queen  of  old : 
When  frequent  dashfd  the  silver  oars^ 
And  silken  sails  perfum'd  the  shores, 

And  Cydnus  burn'd  with  gold. 
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To  youthy  and  industry,  and  healthy 
She  comeSy  the  sovVeign  good  of  wealth. 

And  ev'ry  blessing  bears : 
But  to  enjoy  her  golden  mean 
It  must  be  felt,  it  must  be  seen. 

And  save  it — from  your  heirs. 


INSCRIPTION 

For  an  Autumnal  Bcmquet  of  Field-Flowers  and  Com. 

ST  T.  PARK,  ESQ. 


To  Flora,  gay  nymph,  and  to  corn-loving  Ceres, 
This  harvest-home  tribute  we  gratefully  twine ; 

On  their  brows  then  fast  bind  it,  yc  tutelar  Lares, 
And  Winter  shall  weave  a  green  chapl^t  for  thine* 

Here  rye  lightly  mingles  with  barley  grown  sere. 

And  oats  that,  pale- waving,  o'ersilver'd  the  ground  ; 

While  each  wheat-sheaf  was  robb'd  of  its  weightiest  ear. 
For  the  wUd  growing  floret  that  blossom'd  around. 

Twine  blue-bells  with  poppies,  that  outblush'd  Aurora, 
And  king-cups  fresh  gather'd,  while  pearly  with  dew : 

Then  take  it,  O  Ceres  I  and  take  it,  O  Flor#  ! 
The  garland  of  Natui'e  may  grace  even  you. 

c  3 
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THE  WAR-SONG  OF  PRUSSIA*. 


Multa  dies  variique  labor  mutabilis  aevi 
Aettulit  in  melius — multos  altema  revisent 
l/usit»  &c  in  solido  nirsus  Fortuna  locavit. 


yxROiu 


I. 

Where  is  now  the  warrior's  breast  ? 
Where  is  now  the  heart  of  flame  ? 
Sleeps  it  still  in  torpid  rest, 
Careless  of  Prussia's  ancient  name  f 
No,  soldiers,  no !  to  arms  we  go, 

To  bathe  our  red-right  hands  in  blood  j 
The  dastard  slave  shall  find  a  grave, 
Scorn'd  by  the  generous  and  the  good, 
Who  basely  turns  his  coward  feet  to  fly, 
Kor  knows  in  such  a  cause  to  triumph  or  to  die  ! 


n. 

Yes,  we  will  still  repel  the  foe. 
Still  stem  the  vile  Usurper's  sway ; 

The  wretch,  whom  yesterday  laid  low, 
May  conquer  yet  another  day  I 

*  Written  (alas!  too  evidently)  previons  to  the  fatal  battle  of 
ftiedland* 


2^3 

Else  what  remain? — ^The  galling  chain. 

The  scoff  of  pride  and  bitter  scorn, 
A  blasted  fame^  eternal  shame, 
.  Our  freedom  lost,  our  laurels  torn. 
And  still,  ere  life  its  hated,  load  resign. 
To  tug  the  tedious  oar,  or  dig  the  slavish  mine ! 


III. 

By  our  hapless  country's  call. 

By  Berlin's  insulted  King, 
By  the  scornful  smiles  of  Gaul, 

Scorn  that  tortures,  smiles  that  sting ! 
By  all  our  foes ;  and,  O  !   by  those 

Who  in  their  country's,  cause  have  shed 
In  many  a  flood  their  dearest  blood. 
Buried  in  Glory's  crimson  bed  : 
By  mighty  Frederick's  soul-inspiring  name. 
By  all  our  former  worth,  and  all  our  present  shame ! 


IV. 

Tremble,  vile  Usurper  !  hide 

Thy  guilty  head  in  dunnest  night; 
Soon  shalt  thou  feel  the  liall  of  pride 
When  slave  and  freeman  meet  in  figh.t  !• 
Tho'  far  and  near,  in  front  and  rear, 

Thy  locust  ranks  enhost  thee  round, 
Some  gen'rous  dart,  thy  veaom'd  heart. 
If  weary  Heav*n  permit,  shall  wound ; 
War's  iron  rule.  Death's  funeral  scream  shall  cease, 
'And  Europe  smile  secure  beneath  the  plume  of  peace ! 

809RINO* 
C  4    / 
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TO  A  TITLED  DESTROYER. 


**  What's  property  ?  dear  Swift !  you  see  it  alter 

From  me  to  you,  from  you  to  Peter  Walter ; 

Or  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyer's  share ; 

Or>  in  a  jointure,  vanish  firom  the  heir ; 

Or,  in  pure  equity  (the  case  not  clear) 

The  Chancery  takes  your  rents  for  twenty  year* 

At  best  it  falls  to  some  ungracious  son. 

Who  cries,  "  My  father's  damn'd,  and  alPs  my  own." 

Shades  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  affbrd» 

Become  the  portion  of  a  booby  Lord !" 

POPI* 


Thou  ruthless  destroyer,  whose  impious  hand 
Has  levell'd  the  bowQ^s  so  belov'd  by  the  Nine, 

For  this  deed  shall  thy  name  lasting  infamy  brand. 
Shall  curses  how  deep,  and  how  bitter,  be  thine ! 

When  laugh  earth  and  heaven  in  their  glories  arrayed. 
To  thy  jaundic'd  eyes  may  the  landscape  still  seem 

Involved  in  a  mournful  and  menacing  shade ; 
Nor  of  joy,  nor  of  hope,  feel  thy  bosom  a  gleam. 

In  thine  ear,  clos'd  for  ever  to  choirs  of  the  grove, 
May  the  ominous  bird  croak  from  evening 'till  morn; 

In  crowds,  shunned  like  pestilence,  lone  may'st  thou 
roye, 
Pursued  by  the  laugh  and  the  whisper  of  scorn. 
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And  when  in  the  grave  thy  foul  carcase  shall  rot, 
May  the  nettle  and  nightshade  wave  rankly  around. 

And  our  ch^dren,  disdainfully  spurning  the  spot. 
Cry  ^*  the  meanest  of  mortals  is  laid  in  this  ground  !'* 

O  impotent  curses  !  for  what  is  to  thee 

Fair  fame,  song  harmonious,  or  nature's  gay  bloom? 
Aught  lovely  or  radiant  thy  soul  loathes  to  see, 

And  lives,  like  a  toad,  amidst  poison  and  gloom. 

But  though  Mammon,  thy  sovereign  master,  thy  heart 
Has  nearly,  I  know,  rendered  callous  all  o'er, 

There  still  is  <5ne  spot  unsecured,  where  the  dart 
Of  Anguish  may  enter,  and  pierce  to  the  core. 

No  prayer  do  I  breathe  that  thy  idoliz'd  gold 

May  be  rent  from  thy  grasp;  'twere  the  prayer  of  a 
friend ; 

For  if  such  a  loss  thou  wert  doom'd  to  behold, 
Either  madness  or  death  all  thy  misery  would  end. 

No :  polluter  of  earth !  long  on  earth  may'st  thou  move 

A  living  anatomy  !  long  be  thy  mind 
CondemiiM  all  the  lingering  tortures  to  prove 

Which  are  felt  by  tJbe  beings  to  avarice  resign^. 

Yes :  for  years,  tedious  years,  of  thy  riches  the  slave  - 
May'st  thou  live ;  and  be  fated  each  hour  to  repine. 

That  thy  hoard  swells  less  fast  than  thy  wild  wishes 
crave. 
That  the  hoard  of  another  is  larger  than  thine* 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  may'st  thou  shudder  and  weep 
As  thou  dream'st  that  thy  treasures  are  melting  away; 

Then  in  agony  start  from  thy  feverish  sleep. 
And  fancy  the  robber  thou  hear'st  at  his  prey. 
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Ever  haunted  by  doubt,  by  suspicion,  and  fear. 

May  each  mortal  thou  mcet'st  seem  a  piuadering  elfy 

And  even  thcAvindness  of  kindred  appear 
By  artifice  prompted,  and  aim*d  at  thy  pelf. 

Nor  end  torment  here.     When  at  length  from  its  clay 
Thy  sullen,  thy  miscreant  spirit  retires. 

Round  the  coffers  ador'd  be  it  destined  to  stray, 
And  feel,  unimpaired,  all  its  earthly  desires. 

Then,  O  pain  worse  than  death  I  scattered  wide  may  it 
view 
Those  hoards  scrap'd  together  with  infamous  care  ; 
While,  carousing  in  midst  of  a  riotous  crew, 
Loudly  scofifs  at  thy  folly  thy  prodigal  heir. 

a*  A.  D* 

Twickenhaau 


ANSWER 


TO  AN  Il^NfDEUCATE  VALENTINE. 


Your  method  of  wooing  a  Nymph  so  divine 
Was  indeed,  my  dear  Colin,  a  coarse  one : 

And  while  you  set  up  to  be  sweet  Valentine^ 
You're  more  like  his  rough  brother  Orsm. 
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EPISTLE 

JFrom  a  Scottish  Emigrant^  settled  in  America^  to  Zar 

Friend  in  Scotland, 

3T    A.    BALFOURy   ESQ. 


To  thee,  long  lost,  but  still  remember'd  friend. 
From  this  lone  world,  these  humble  lines  1  seiid; 
To  happier  climes,  which  I  no  more  shall  see, 
Tho'  half  my  heart  still  hovers  there  with  thee. 
To  chase  the  langours  of  this  dreary  clime, 
I  seek  the  aid  of  heart-composing  rhyme; 
But  ah !  iu  vain  I  court  wild  Fancy's  fires. 
No  object  charms — no  sportive  muse  inspires  : 
And  like  the  hours,  my  listless  strain  must  flow, 
A  tedious  tale  of  sad  protracted  woe  : 
For  oh  my  friend  !  my  rash  resolve  I  mourn, 
And  weep  for  joys  that  never  can  return. 
Ah  hapless  hour!  when  first  in  Scotia's  vales, 
I  fondly  listen'd  to  the  specious  tales 
Of  Independence,  ease,  and  certain  gain, 
On  fairy  fields  beyond  the  western  main; 
Gay  visions  rose,  and  all  my  soul  possest, 
'Till  calm  content  forsook  my  aching  breast; 
The  toils  of  trade  with  cold  contempt  I  spurnjd. 
With  golden  hopes  my  anxious  bosom  burnr'd:  . 
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For  I  had  heard  of  fair  Columlna^s  field??. 
Where  unassisted  Nature  plenty  yields  ; 
Where  choicest  fruits  and  fk)w'rs  spoutanepus  springs 
And  cv'ry  settler  lives — a  rural  king ; 
My  easy  faith  the  flatt'ring  tale  bolicv'dy 
Alas  !  too  late,  I  6nd  these  hopes  deeeiv'd  ! 
When  last  my  foot  press'd  Caledonia's  strand. 
And  you,  my  friend,  held  my  half  trembling  hand, 
Tho'^hope  delusive  play'd  around  my  heart, 
Yet  still  I  lingered,  and  was  loth  to  part : 
I  saw  the  partner  of  my  early  joy 
Lead  on  my  blooming  girl  and  sportive  boy. 
Slow  from  the  shore  tlrey  scal'd  the  vessel's  side. 
My  little  all  launch'd  on  the  rolling  tide ;. 
From  friends  and  country  yudcly  torn  away — 
My  heart  their  home — my  hand  their  only  stay. 
Close  by  the  mast  I  took  my  silent  stand. 
My  fix'd  eye  gazing  on  the  less'ning  land  : 
Till  lost  in  air  the  last  hiU's  distant  blue. 
Then  to  my  country  bade  a  long  adieu ! 
Then  from  my  bosom  burst  the  parting  sigh. 
Again  I  rais'd  my  fond  inquiring  eye* 
That  o'er  the  dim  horizon  rang'd  in  vain, 
A  changeless  scene,  of  sky  and  boundless  main» 

Bright  shone  the  sun,  the  faithless  ocean  smil'd. 
And  kindling  hope  my  pensive  thoughts  beguil'd  ; 
Till  the  dark  tempest  and  the  howling  storm. 
Gave  signs  of  danger  in  most  direful  form. 
Too  soon  confirm'd — alas  1  one  fatal  wave 
Swept  my  lov"d  William  to  a  wat'ry  graven 

No  more  ob  dock  I  mark'd  the  green  wave  glide. 
Or  gently  rippling  ki&s  |he  vessel's  side ; 
Methought  the  hours  on  leaden  pinions  crept. 
And  drows^.wiuds  in  silent  chambers  slept ; 
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My  only  wish  to  leave  the  treacherous  main, 
In  daily  toil  to  banish  mental  pain. 
But  ah  my  friend !  fix'd  to  this  dreary  scene. 
New  griefs  arise,  fre^A  sorrows  intervene: 
My  sanguine  hopes  iike  air-blown  bubbles  spread. 
My  lands — a  forest ;  and  my  home — a  shed ; 
To  clear  the  ground  and  shape  the  infant  farm. 
Were  ccaseiess  labour  for  a  giant's  arm ; 
The  axe,  the  spade,  unwearied  he  must  wield. 
Whose  task  is,  not  to  tillj  but  make  the  field. 
The  groaning  wood  must  to  his  strokes  resound. 
For  room  to  form  the  mansion's  narrow  bound  ; 
When  strength  and  toil  the  scanty  spot  has  dear'd, 
Of  rugged  logs  the  humble  hut  is  rear'd ; 
With  painful  haste,  in  rudest  order  thrown,  ^ 
And  architecture's  ev'ry  grace  unknown ; 
No  tow'ring  chimney  guides  the  smoke  away, 
No  pendent  sash  receives  the  morning  ray; 
We  think  not  here  of  kitchen,  parlour,  hall. 
No  place  is  private,  and  disorder  all ; 
Innum'ro us  chinks  g^e  round  the  rustic  formi 
Whose  walls  expel  not,  but  invite  the  storm ; 
And  doubly  keen  th«  bitter  tempest  blows, 
Frc>m  wastes  deep  buried  in  eternal  snows  : 
For  hoary  Winter  reigns  majestic  here, 
in  stormy  grandeur  claiming  half  the  year: 
And  when  reluctantly  he  leaves  his  throne. 
Not  less  de^pptic.  Summer  rules  his  own : 
Impervious  woods  exclude  the  gentle  gale. 
Whose  cooling  breath  would  glad  the  thirsty  vale; 
Reflected  rays  with  scorching  fervour  shine, 
'Till  Nature  sicken,  and  her  children  pine. 
Such  are  the  blessings  of  this  boasted  clime, 
For  a^es  buried  in  the  womb  of  time; 
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And  wliercsoc*er  we  turn  our  anxious  gasre^ 
Each  feature  still  its  infancy  pourtrays : 
If  we  its  wilds  and  woody  desarts  scan. 
The  brutal  tribes  dispute  the  right  with  man; 
O'er  his  dark  poison  broods  the  vengeful  snake^ 
And  alligators  haunt  the  reedy  Iake» 

But  worse  than  these,  and  ah !  more  dreadful  far. 
The  native  Indian  wages  barb'rous  war ; 
InuiM  to  hardships^  famine,  floods  and  fire^ 
No  dangers  frighten,  and  no  toils  can  tire. 
A  faithful  friend,  but  a  determin'd  foe. 
Time  may  retard,  but  not  prevent  his  blow ; 
Staunch  as  the  blood-hound  to  his  destrn'd  prey} 
Heart-si ck'ning  horrors  mark  his  carnag^d  way ; 
His  keener  optics,  on  the  printless  grass 
Can  trace  the  footsteps,  if  a  white  man  pass, 
Then  luiHcing  patient,  'till  the  midnight  gloom, 
The  direful  war-whoop  peals  the  victim's  doom ; 
At  the  dread  yell  deep  forests  echo  round, 
Each  bosom  thrills  and  shudders  at  the  sound ! 

Here  humid  fens  and  long  extended  swamps, 
Wide  o'er  the  scene  diffuse  unwholesome  damps ; 
Their  baneful  dews  relax  life's  active  springs, 
And  chilling  ague  shakes  his  fev'rish  wings  ; 
Contagion  fiiesi  with  pestilential  breathy 
And  sallow  hue — the  harbinger  of  death. 

Ah  me  I  my  friend,  why  do  I  live  to  tell,  ' 
'Twas  thus  the  partner  of  my  bosom  fell  ? 
Fled  is  the  smile  that  soften'd  ev'ry  ill. 
And  cold  the  tongue  that  whisper'd  comfort  still ! 
Sad  Avas  the  stroke,  and  as  I  mourn'd  the  blow. 
Fate  plung'd  medeeper  in  the  gulph  of  woe  I 
My  infant  Anna,  latest  pledge  of  love, 
Tmit  round  my  knees  with  fond  afTection  strove^ 
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One  fatal  morn,  far  in  the  wild  wood  stray'd, 
All  searcti  was  Vain  within  its  boundless  shade — 
Death  seLzM  the  fiow*ret,  midst  the  gloomy  wild— 
And  my  sad  heart  of  its  last  hope  beguila ! 
Thu^  0  er  my  griefs  an  exile  doom'd  to  sigh, 
No  prospect  brightens  to  my  joyless  eye ! 
The  hapless  land  that  gave  these  griefs  to  flow 
AffoFds  no  friend  to  soothe  a  strangei^s  woe. 

Perhaps,  some  breast  that  pants  with  Freedom*s  flame. 
And  heaves  with  rapture  at  her  sacred  name, 
May  deem  that  place  a  paradise  below 
Where  Independence  lifts  her  dauntless  brow. 
What  is  this  bliss,  so  much  Columbia's  boast  * 
*Twas  hapless  Selkirk's  on  Fcrnandes'  coast ! 
Tho*  bounteous  Nature  smiling  own'd  his  sway, 
No  joy  was  his,  to  hail  the  rising  day  : 
So  here  seq«cster'd,  each  man  lives  alone, 
The  sweets  and  social  ties  of  life  unknown ; 
I'he  chords  of  sympathy  are  here  untied, 
By  lust  of  wealth,  and  independent  pride; 
No  gen'rous  feeii«gs  ht?re  expand  the  soul. 
Self  all  the  care,  that  self  is  deem'd  the  whole ; 
£ach  for  his  wants  must  on  himself  rely. 
Nor  look  for  friends,  but  such  as  wealth  can  buy. 
Ah !  how  unlike  that  land  I  left  behind, 
Whose  sca-girt  shores  still  haunt  my  restless  mind  ; 
Where  age  was  chearful,  while  the  nymphs  and  stains 
With  jocund  health  strayM  lightly  o'er  the  plains : 
Oft  when  the  sun  sinks  in  the  distant  west, 
1  wistful  gaze,  with  sadd'ning  thoughts  opprest ; 
'Till  all  my  soul  absorbed  in  Fancy's  dream, 
I  waft  my  blessing  on  his  sinking  beam, 
That  faflcs  irom  me,  to  light  that  happier  shore. 
Those  native  vales  I  shall  behold  uo  more ! 
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Ye  Scotian  swains,  still  to  my  bosom  dear, 
(As  now  can  witness  this  descending  tear,) 
Be  warn'd  by  him  who  rashly  dar'd  to  roam ! 
And  prize  the  bliss  that  hovers  round  your  home. 
And  may  the  griefs  that  prompt  this  plaintive  tale^ 

Be  ever  far,  from ^'s  peaceful  vale : 

Or  if  a  sigh  some  gentle  breast  must  swell, 
Be  it  for  him,  who  writes-^A  long  Farewell ! 


VENUS'S  WILL. 

TO — . 

Tnmi  the  French  of  Rousseau, 


Advakced  in  years,  the  goddess  Venus 
Sought  in  a  holy  cloister  rest, 

Bequeathing,  dearest  maid,  between  us^ 
AH  that  her  goddessship  possessed. 

Of  an  executor  the  duty 

She  trusted  to  her  eldest  son : 

But  he,  sad  rogue !  seducM  by  beauty. 
Injustice  to  my  right  has  done. 

Unfairly  he  the  Cyprian  treasures 
Allotted  to  his  mother's  heirs; 

To  you  he  gave  the  smiles  and  pleasures^ 
To  me  he  left  the  tears  and  cares. 


R.  A.  DAV£XPORT. 
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EPITAPH* 


His  toltiehi  accomtirem  doms,  ct  f imgar  inani 
MoDcre.  yifta» 


X 


Td  tke  Memory 
H P- 


Iat»  of  his  Majesty's  Royal  Navy, 

who. 

After  six  Yea^  of  Difficulty  and  Danger, 

and  at  the  Momt^nt  of 

mspiring  to  a  itt&rt  elevated  and  happier  Rask 

in  his  Profession, 

ftU  a  Victim  to  the  Ravages  of  an  unrelenting  FeT«^ 

August  tl,  1B07,  in  the  twentieth  Year 

of  his  Age* 
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£oRV  to  excell  in  every  nobler  part, 
The  ardent  spirit,  AM  the  feeling  heart  ^ 
Tkis  form'd  with  native  candour  to  engage^ 
And  th(^  to  give  an  hero  to  the  age ! 
Sought  by  the  valiant,  by  the  good  approv^d^ 
In  death  lamented,  as  in  life  belov'd^  ^ 

Go,  Henry,  go, — thy  storms,  thy  perils  o'er# 
Enjoy  that  <;alm  thy  lot  forbad  before  ; 
Go, — and  'midst  scenes  of  never-fading  yputh 
Reap  the  rewards  of  purity  a^d  truth. 
What  tho'  thy  laurels  wither  in  their  bloOm, 
And  Hope  despondent  sickens  o^er  thy  tomb ; 
Tho'  Fancy  cheers  no  more  the  opening  fi^ne, 
But  vainly  pictures  what  thou  xoouldst  ho^  bcfsn; 

VOL.  VI.  JD 
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Yet  while  Remembrance  bids  our  sorrows  flow, 
(Eternal  source,  yet  solace  of  our  woe !) 
Bright  from  her  stores  a  gleam  of  rapture  starts^ 
To  sooth  the  ills  her  chastening  power  imparts. 
Yes,  honor'd  youth !  thy  merits  shall  remain 
In  sweet  memorial  to  relieve  our  pain ; 
Thy  life  uiistainM  with  falsehood  or  with  crime. 
Thy  virtues  destin'd  to  an  happier  clime, 
These  fondly  cherish'd  shall  remain,  and  prove 
A  bliss,  no  t^me^  no  fortune  can  remove. 

W,   T^ 


TO  A  LADY. 

When  first  I  knew  thee  thou  wast  kind, 

Oh !  who  so  kind  could  be ! 
But  all  thy  kindness,  now  I  find, 

Was  worst  of  cruelty. 

For  hadst  thou  then  disdained  me — sure      ^ 

I'd  been  too  proud  to  love; 
And  so  the  griefs  I  now  endure 

Had  ne^er  been  doom'd  to  prove. 

Thus  who  from  earliest  youth  has  dwelt 

Amidst  eternal  snows. 
The  Heavens  can  brave — no  suffering  felt. 

Though  fierce  the  north  wind  blows. 

Not  so  who  all  his  hours  has  past 

Beneath  $oft  summer  skies ; 
Expose  him'  to  the  wintry  blast 

He  shivers,  droops,  and  dies. 

S.  W.  X. 


3& 
MfLECTIONS  ON  tHii  ApAGB, 

'*  'Twill  be  gO  one  a  hundred  Years  het^J* 


A  HtTiTDRisD  years !  o'er  all  the  earth 
I'd  \vhat  a  change  shall  they  give  birth  ! 
The  term,  tho'  but  a  little  space. 
In  ancient  Time's  continuous  race  ; 
Yet  this  contracted  narrow  span 
Includes  the  destiny  of  man-^ 
His  blooming  rise,  and  riper  day, 
The  prime  •?  manhood,  and  decay  j 
His  widest  plans^  and  valiant  de^ds, 
And  the  bright  glory  that  succeeds ; 
His  wishes^  fears,  and  hopes  contains^ 
And  all  his  pleasures,  and  his  pains ; 
They  live^  they  flourish^  and  they  die^ 
Within  the  fleeting  century  ! 

Ah !  what  are  men^  so  full  of  boast  ? 
Another  frail  ephemeral  host^ 
Of  larger  size,  and  longer  day^ 
Than  those  that  sport  in  every  ray : 
As  flowers,  that  bloom  a  longer  While^ 
Whose  lengthen'd  summer  yet  must  faij  ; 
Like  moonbeans  dancing  on  the  lake, 
^ill  flitting  rays  theif  place  forsake; 
Their  fate  prolonged,  tho'  not  so  bright. 
And  then  for  ever  sink  in  nights. 
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Untitirabei^d  years  the  mountains  lastf 
Unnumbered  years  the  rocks  stand  fast. 
The  rivers  rufi  from  age  to  age, 
Nor  .waters,  nor  their  force  assuage ; 
Even  trorks  uprear^d  by  feeble  men. 
The  pyramid,  and  lofty  iJEme, 
Survive  their  founder's  quicken'd  fate. 
And  last  illustriously  great ; 
Attest,  while  time  its  circuit  runs. 
The  wor^ip  of  succeeding  sons. 
And  as  they  drop  by  turns  away, 
Intomb  within  their  well-worn  clay  ; 
While  on  the  templeVifroht  ^pears 
The  grey  moss  of  a  thousan^years  I 

A  hundred  years  !  within  that  term^ 
Destruction,  with  a  giant  arm. 
Shall  ravage  wide,  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  sweep  off  ev6ry  living  soul ; 
Those  countless  millions  of  each  clime, 
IVho  snatch,  to-day,  the  joys  of  time, 
And,  active^  eager,  bustle  on 
Thro'  busy  life,  shall  all  be  gone  ; 
And,  ere  a  century  pass  away, 
Changing,  or  changed  to  kindred  clay. 
Beneath  their  stones,  or  hillocks  green. 
Shall  be  as  they  had  never  been ! 

.Shall  even  our  metnory  expire, 
Shall  thus  be  quench'd  our  living  fire  ? 
Will  not  thei  phcenix  Fame  spring  forth^ 
And  give  our  being  second  birth  ;> 
Our  names  go  down  to  times  to  comie. 
And  heal  the  ravage  of  the  tomb  t 
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No ;  see,  even  here,  the  fiction  fail, 
And  lasting  fame  a  fabulous  tale; 
The  clouds,  that  gather  on  the  sky, 
Thro'  that  long  night,  a  century , 
At  last  so  thick  a  gloom  produce, 
That  lesser  stars  their  light  refuse ; 
And  even  the  moon,  that  orb  so  bright, 
Liabours  to  pierce  thro'  tenfold  night. 

The  many  dying,  die  to  rot, 
And  are  immediately  forgot ; 
Of  all  who  hoped  for  fame,  alive. 
How  few  survive,  or  should  survive! 
A  few  short  years  a  name  may  last, 
Fame's  Crump  be  blown,  and  loud  the  blast, 
But  weaker  sounds  it  every  day. 
Until  at  last  it  die  away ; 
Thus  life  and  fame  togethet  fall^ 
And  perish  Uieir  memorial ! 

So  in  a  winter's  radiant  even. 
When  sparkle  in  the  vault  of  Heaven 
A  thousand  stars  of  brilliant  hue, 
And  promise  to  be  lasting  too ; 
Yet,  lone  before  the  dawn  of  day. 
The  feeble  beams  have  stole  away^ 
They  swift  evanish,  one  by  one, 
And  leave  to  shine,  and  shine  alone. 
The  morning  star,  that  victor  brisht, 
That  triumphs  in  the  field  of  nignt  I 

Where  is  the  fair,  who  charmed  so 
The  youths  a  hundred  years  ago? 

P  3 
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Who,  vainly  pronely  froze  with  a  frowii| 
Or  smiled  to  enliven  half  the  town; 
^Mid  minor  beauty  shone  more  bright. 
The  Jovely  Venus  of  the  night ; 
And  fondly  hoped,  that  true  the  tale, 
Which  told  her  triumphs  ne'er  would  fail ; 
That  future  youths  should  toast  her  ns^me, 
And  beauties  envy  half  her  fame, — 
Haply  she  saw  her  head  grow  grey, 
While  others  bore  the  palm  awayj 
She  iiv'd  her  time,  her  fame  is  gone. 
And  even  her  very  name  unknown. 

So  hath  it  fared  with  valour  high. 
And  bravest  dee^s  of  chivaliy ; 
And  marty  a  warrion  loiig  laid  lowy        ' 
In  courage  great  as  Marlboro', 
i^ow  sleeps  unnamedj,  unknown,  unbless^d^ 
In  common  undiflinguish'd  rest. 

Shay  this  oblivion  of  the  tomb, 
The  foresight  of  a  future  doom. 
The  soul's  each  noble  purpose  thwart, 
And  chiU  the  ardour  of  the  heart  ^ 
Curb  Fancy's  wing,  aspiring  high 
To  steeps  of  Immortality  2 
Shall  then  we  fold  our  arms,  and  wait 
iThe  coming  winter  of  our  fate  ? 

No :  let  life's  summer  honoiirs  glow^ 
And  let  the  opening  roses  blow, 
To  deck  the  riieads,  and  scent  the  air. 
And  render  Nature  doubly  fair. 
While  glide  the  hours  that  sw^ll  our  a^e^ 
The  season  of  our  pilgnniage. 
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A  deaper  boon  let  lull  our  careSp 
Than  shouts  of  fame  a  thousand  years ; 
The  heaving  heart  and  weeping  eye, 
Sweet  proofs  of  tenderest  s)impathy ; 
Be  these,  thro'  life,  our  easy  aim, 
More  soothing  than  a  deathless  name. 

The  upright  soul,  by  virtue  fired. 
The  honest  mind,  by.aJl  adnxired  ; 
Mild  gentle  manners,  without  art, 
That  flow  spontaneous  from  the  heart, 
like  springs  from  an  untroubled  source^ 
That  cherish  all  around  their  course ; 
A  life  led  out  of  public  view, 
And  known  but  to  o.  chosen  few ; 
A  heart  that  Igves  that  circk  small, 
But  breathes  benevolence  to  all ; 
Grows  old,  by  all  who  know  approved, 
By  friends  revered,  by  kindred  loved  ; 
This  heart, — this  man  shall  smiling  die. 
And  hallowed  be  his  memory ! 
The  tears,  that  fall  upon  hi$  clay. 
Shall  not  be  quickly  wiped  away  ; 
But  when  iremembirance  gives  to  view 
The  picture  of  a  man  so  true, 
The  gathering  drops,  and  deepening  sighs 
Shall  oft,  and  sadly  pleasing  rise; 
While  breathes  a  prayer  from  every  breast^ 
"  O  that  were  mine  such  tainted  rest/' 

BBIVBf^XOBi  VaytM%%  fS,  1805* 
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CATS  PAW. 

4n  AnHent  Historical  Famify  Battad^  m  whU  once  hefd 

a  memorable  four-footed  Matrmi  at  H  ■■ Holl^  i^ 

fkefamom  County  of  BMcks. 

B7  THS  &£y.    MOSBS  BROWNB*, 


FusSy  the  prime  princess  of  her  puck, 
The  loveliest  piece  of  white  and  black 

Of  all  the  purring  kind; 
|ler  fur  was  glossed  ^'itb  sabl&:]et 
And  Ermine-snow :  Disaster  yet 

May  royal  beauty  findr! 

^was  on  a  day,  ill-destined  sure ! 

No  day  is  Man  or  Cat  secure- 
She  left  her  Guardian's  ]ap ; 

The  rooms  wide-vandering  unrestrained 

She  came»  for  so  the  Fates  ordain'd| 
Where  stood  a  baited  trap. 

Of  guile-laid  cheese  to  rob.  the  gin. 

Too  fsLT  she  taps-her  paw  within,  - 

Up  flew  the  treacherous  spring ; 
Mice  that  peep'd  squinting  from  their  holes 
Could  not  help  shouting  firom  theii:  souls  :^^; 

Huzza !  boys,  save  Sie  King ! 


*  Formerly  Bfinister  ef  Olney  in  BuckinglMiaikirei  aod  koCM 
|»y  fome  poeucal  prodvc^nsv 
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HumbuggMy  and  vex'd»  you  well  may  thinki 
ScofTd  Knaptoe  could  but  sit  and  blink 

In  patience  as  became  her ; 
Her  ruminating  mind  grew  sad. 
Disgrace  so  foul  might  have  drove  mad     * 

A  cat  less  wise  though  tamer. 

Her  face  she  cunningly  composM, 
Sat  stilly  lookM  prim,  as  if  she  doz'd. 

The  more  her  shame  to  smother ; 
Yet  whisp'rihgy  bloodily  she  swor^^ 
Ye  dogs  and  ev'ry  vermin  whore, 

I'll  mark  you,  son  and  mother ! 

Ah  !  PusSy  with  cheese  no  more  make  freej 
My  moral  cotterwauU  to  thee. 

And  thus  in  me>cy  cries  out — 
Had  these  scrub  pesterers  of  the  house 
The  heart  or  tourage  of  a  louse» 

Zooks !  the/d  have  clawed  thy  eyes  out* 

BBQ5StE9S9toBB9ES9SQ 


EPITAPH  ON  COLBERT, 

MINISTER  OF  LOUIS  XIV. 
from  the  Trench. 

H^&ii  lies  the  father  of  taxation : 
May  Heaven^  his  faults  forgiving, 
'  Grant  him  repose ;  which  he,  while  Iiving|„ 
Wo\»ld  neter  grant  the  nation, 

A*  A.  D* 
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LAKELANDS : 

A  POEM. 

Originally  writienfor  Inscription  in  a  Country  Residence 

in  the  Vicinity  ofDubUn. 

» 

BY  WILUAM  W^BJty   ESQ, 


O  Bos*  itmdnn  ego  te  «8picio,  Hndmqite  JiuotMt       / 
Kunc  veterum  libris,  nunc  sonmo  ^t  uiert^l9US,bori8« 
Ducere  soUic^ts  jacunda  oblivi^  vite  { 


The  original  intention  of  the  writer  was  confined  to  a  simple  trani* 
lation  of  the  quotation  from  Horace  which  is  given  as  the 
motto*  for  the  purpose  of  inscripti(m  in  an  octagon  building  in 
a  favourite  recess  of  his  grounds.  Failing  to  satisfy  himself  i)i 
this  design,  his  ideas  extended  to  a  shorf  paraphrase ;  but  the 
result  of  bis  cha^gjc  of  plan  will  be  found  in  the  piesent  pub<> 
lication.  The  circumstance  is  mentioned  as  accounting  for  the 
form  of  address  which  the  composition  assumes^  as  well  as  some 
other  peculiarities  of.  niaiinejri  which  it  hm  not  been  4eeme4 
essential  to  remove. 


SES 


Bid  ST  thou  me  welcome  stilL  glad  seat  of  ease ! ' 
And  breathe  thy  shades  their  hallowed  power  to  please. 
As  stHl  my  fond  wish  woos  tl^^ir  covert  blest. 
And  deej^ly  heart^Ioyd  feels  thy  home  of  resf ! 
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What  tho'  not  thine  the  boast  of  wide  domaint        ^ 
^or  gorgeous  wonder  stablish  here  her  reign ; 
Tho'  not  for  thee  Creation's  proud  array ; 

'  For  thee  nor  Ocean  waves  expand  their  sway, 
Nor  o'er  thy  bead  in  mad  disorder  wild 
And  savage  waste  the  eternal  granite  pil'd  ;  10 

For  thee  no  sweep  of  frowning  forest  near, 
No  devious  wizard  haunt  of  gloom  and  fear ; 
Not  thine  the  giddy  heights,  the  headlong  steeps, 
Nor  chasms  that  snuddering  yawn  to  midnight  deeps; 
Fantastic  scenes  !  with  living  force  imprest  15 

Of  mystic  influence  o'er  the  human  breast ! 

^  Nor  these  high  honors  thine  !  oh  barely  free 
From  City  concourse  and  from  rabble  glee ! 
free  from  the  clouded  dust,  the  clattering  noise 
Of  City  parties  and  their  Sunday  joys ;  20 

The  scenes  where  ceaseless  throng,  at  wealth's  loud  call, 
The  bricH-red  villa  and  the  sad  stone  wall : 
jScap'd  too  from  City  taste  !  whose  meddling  hand 
With  cumbrous  frippery  deforms  the  land, 
Marshals  its  n^imic  gauds  in  dull  parade,  25 

i^  >a|np'd  up  briqk-pool  and  spruce  starv'd  cascade; 
i^ids  Chinese  bridge  or  Chinese  temple  flare. 
Or  old-new  Qothic  nick-nack  rise  in  air ; 
Nor  knows  the  country  its  primaeval  green, 
While  emdpus  inasonry  usurps  the  spene  I  30 

Yet  peace  to  such  !  nor  he^ds  thy  just  disdJMQ 
These  laboured  whin^sies  of  the  sons  of  g^n. 
Not  here  intrudes  their  sad  tumultuous  care. 
Nor  frivolous  joys  thy  bosoni'd  quiet  share- 
for  h^  not  nature's  self  here  rais'd  her  shrine  i      .  95 
Breathes  not  around  thee  all  her  calm  benign  ? 
Her  steps  of  peace  serenest  raptures  trace. 
And  thriUifig  airs  her  living  presence  grace. 


Wide  spread,  behold !  for  thee  her  various  stores 

With  fond  munificence  profuse  she  pours ;  40 

O'er  thy  loved  home  her  emerald  mantle  throws, 

While  woods  sequestering  veil  its  soft  repose  ; 

Or  bold  contrasting  swells  the  russet  train 

Of  uncouth  downs  or  rudely  wild  champaign, 

Where  not  a  tree  o'erlooks  the  expanse  austere,        4^ 

And  not  a  sound  breaks  on  its  peace  severe. 

Save,  simplest  sounds  !  the  sheep-belFs  tinkling  call. 

Or  insect  hum,  or  streamlet's  rippling  fall ; 

A  world  of  solitude !  whose  large  control 

To  thrill  extatic  wakes  the  accordant  s6ul.  50 

No  envious  fence  here  checks  the  excursive  range. 

As  gathering  round  successive  glories  change. 

Far  as  yon  triple  cloud -topt  rock  *  ascends, 

Or  lengthening  mountain  range  still  onward  bends, 

O'er  wastes  where  erst  my  loitering  youth  has  strayed  55 

To  trace  each  wild  recess,  each  devious  glade, 

Each  witching  charm  of  Wicklow's  fairy  reign, 

Each  thrilling  maze  of  Powerscourt's  proud  domain^ 

Each  heath-clad  steep  that  Liffey's  fountain  crowns. 

Each  fearful  cliff  whose  lowering  menace  frowns      60 

O'er  the  wild  lake  f  beneath  far  shadowed  deep, 

And  guard.s  the  horrors  of  its  awful  sleep : 

Qt  in  fond  change,  to  gaze  with  searching  eyes 

Where  northern  Mourne's  bleak  forms  aspiring  rise. 

Or  thwart  the  ocean  waste,  mark  Snowdon  rear        6S 

His  hoary  mass  mid  the  blue  fields  of  iair 

Distinct,  with  mighty  nameless  summits  more, 

That  watch  sublime  the  British  sister  shore. 

Ye  long'lost  joys  of  ao  inactive  ease ! 

IDreams  of  romance  !  your  raptures  still  can  please| 

•  Three-rock  Mountain. 

t  LoQgh  Brayi  X^nggellaw,  Gl&iideki3gb»  &Ct 
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As  8till  at  Memory's  call  your  glories  rise  71 

And  meaning  phantasies  salute  my  eyes  !, 

Nor  yet  unfeeling  fate  my  step  bewrays, 

Though  mersM  in  toiling  life's  distracted  maxe^ 

From  your  charmed  haunts  estrang'd,  far  off  to  roami. 

Or  lost  to  you  to  fix  this  favoured  home.  TS 

Px)nd  with  its  scenes  your  ties  of  lo^Te  unite. 

As  swelling  fair  your  boundaries  strike  my  sight. 

And  oft  allure  my  willing  feet  to  climb 

IVith  unfatiguiug  toil  their  heights  sublime  :  80 

One  various  rapturous  hour  those  heights  can  gain. 

One  changeful  hour  restores  this  calm  domain. 

Mid  whose  bland  shades  the  eye  retraces  o'er 

Each  ample  range  my  footsteps  mark'd  before. 

Or  won  by  present  charms,  exulting  roves  85 

O'er  fields  of  bliss  and  native  pride  of  grovea. 

And  sure  no  fields  can  boast  a  livelier  green. 
No  bowers  can  smile  with  gladness  more  serene, 
No  spring-drest  sod  feed  more  refreshing  airs, 
No  rural  powers  be  sooth'd  with  holier  prayers^        JO 
Than  thine,  lov'd  seat  1 — Does  here  some  inmate  God  ♦ 
With  conscious  radiance  cheer  his  pleas'd  abode  f 
Or  does  this  potent  calm  that  broods  arouiKi„ 
This  thrilling  awe  that  clothes  the  answering  ground^ 

*  Alludes  to  ^e  Iniscription  on  a  bench  near  a  stream  in  a 
seqnesteved  part  of  the  grounds — imitated  from  Grajf's  .Od«  t 
written  in  the  Album  of  the  Chartreuse  monastery : 
«  £t  hujus  etiam  est  secreti  Religio  loci ; 
**  Nativa  et  hsc  qooque  fluenta  Numen  habet*'* 


t  Oh  Tu,  seTeri  religio  loci, 
Quocunque  gaudes  nomine  (non  leve 
Nativa  nam  certe  fluenta 
IKumen  habet.  veteresque  Sylvas** 


\ 
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This  burst  of  throbs  that  thro'  the  bosom  dart  $3 

And  with  strange  rapture  agitate  the  heart, 
/proclaim  that  here  some  mightiest  hero  laid 
Midst  sympathising  glories  glads  his  shade  ^ 
Some  sacred  chieftain  of  the  times  of  old. 
Whose  fame^  whose  death,  by  history  unenroll^d,     100 
This  high  mysterious  worship  large  repays 
Beyond  the  uncertain  strains  of  mortals'  praise ! 
Sure  is  his  meed  through  gathered  years  on  years, 
Drear  boundless  wastes,  where  even  Tradition  fears 
With  desperate  wing  her  course  forlorn  to  sweep     105 
Or  claim  the  secrets  of  the  hideous  deep : 
Still  yet  she  dimly  points  to  yon  cold  plain  * 
Where  kindred  silence  now  and  torpor  reign> 
Where  erst  the  sons  of  war  fierce  contest  waged. 
Where  slaughter  madden'd,  where  fell  havoc  raged,  110 
Whence  awful  borne  in  sorrowing  warrior  state 
Mid  these  near  shades,  the  victor  chief  elate 
Bless'd  their  repose  with  parting  hallowed  breath, 
And  with  high  transport  hail'd  a  hero's  death. 
Ages  uncounted  since  have  worn  away,  115 

And  whelm'd  that  fane  long  lost  in  black  decay, 
Memorial  rais'd  by  pious  hands  in  vain 
When  Heaven  sent  peace  had  calm'd  each  hostile  train^ 
Close  where  these  garden  yews  uphold  their  shade, 
And  clustering  bones  reproach  the  intruding  spade :  120 

•  "  Near  the  four-mile  stone  is  Moreen  (or  Margaret^s)*  a  most 
«  pleasing  situations  it  is  within  three  miles  of  the  sea,  of  which 
«  it  has  a  gsand  view,  also  of  the  city  and  adjoining  county  for 
**  many  nmes.  This  place  is  remarkable  for  having  a  desperate 
"  battle  fought  in  it  some  centuries  ago  by  two  of  the  neighbour- 
**  ing  families,  who  on  their  revenge  being  satiated,  mutually 
*'  agreed  to  erect  a  church  in  the  vaUey  where  the  engagement  loos 
'*  had,  and  from  thence  called  the  cross-church  of  Moreen.*' 

WiiMu'c  Fostcbaise  CorapaiiioDi  p.  391* 
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Wth  Nature's  incense  still  bis  sleep  is  btest^ 
Creation's  reverence  watches  o'er  his  rest 

Why  else,  thou  chosen  greatly  favour'd  scene. 
Thy  secret  charm,  thy  changeless  smile  serene  ? 
The  cheering  breath  that  woos  thy  conscious  bowers. 
The  nameless  witcheries  of  thy  blissful  hours  ?         IfS 
Why  thus  assign^  with  partial  guardian  care 
Each  envied  gift  thy  bounds  exclusive  share? 
Whence  the  mild  soil  with  living  bounties  stor'd. 
Or  bosom'd  fossil  wealth  its  veins  afford  ?  130 

Boons  which  for  thee  parental  earth  benign 
Rich  pours,  impregncd  by  genial  power  divine, 
'^hat  brooding  fond,  her  sluggish  bosom  warms 
And  each  dull  particle  with  life  informs. 
Spreads  the  gay  bloom  that  wraps  thy  vivid  plain,  135 
And  with  proud  honor  clothes  thy  rural  reign. 
Awe-struck  even  untaught  hinds  revering  own 
The  sacred  wonders  of  its  mystic  throne. 
Whose  high  pre-eminence  still  smiles  supreme, 
While,  pressing  fervent  round,  rich  splendors  stream, 
Swell  with  their  willing  pomp  its  ample  state,  141 

Nor  mix  their  fortune  with  its  favour'd  fate. 
Even  dungeon'd  pleasure-ground  of  yon  demesne 
Wakes  but  the  throb  of  pardoning  pity's  pain. 
While  hid  from  thee  its  motley  fabricks  rise,  145  * 

And  tedious  boundary  walls  fatigue  the  eyes ; 
Harmful  alone  its  gloom  where,  thwart  those  woods, ' 
Howth  smiles  rejoicing  midst  his  pomp  of  floods, 
Thine  only  then,  while  winter's  storm  bereaves 
Yon  mean  ash  branches  of  their  envious  leaves  ;      150 
Discourteous  guard  of  that  forbidding  line 
Where  just  their  acres  with  thy  acres  join. 
Yet  why  on  cureless  ills  vain  murmurings  waste, 
Or  plaining  brood  o'er  wrongs  of  lordly  taste  ; 
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Oh  blest  in  yon  horizon's  various  ronnd,  155 

Biess'd  in  that  mountain's  long  retiring  bound ; 
Bless'd  in  the  smile  of  Anville^  woodclothed  sweep. 
And  forest  crown  of  haughty  Merion's  steep^ 
That  o'er  its  subject  regions  towering,  shields 
From  city  smoke  and  care  thy  sacred  fields ;  l60 

And  through  the  seasons'  ever-circling  Jtrain, 
Hoar  winter's  frown  and  summer's  roseate  reign, 
Bless'd  still  supreme  in  each  bright  joy  that  knows 
The  endearing  transport  of  thy  home  repose ; 
The  proud  exuberance  of  thy  glowing  lawn,  l65 

Its  breezy  swell,  its  cherish'd  shades  withdrawn  ; 
Thy  frequent  streams  that  with  perennial  wave 
And  lingering  reverence  the  sooth'd  meadows  lave, 
In  murmuring  peace  their  genial  progress  take, 
Or  smile  expansive  in  their  bosoming'  lake,        '      170 
Around,  above,  whose  lucid  sladness  spreads, 
'And  radiant  glories  o'er  the  landscape  sheds ; 
Clothes  thy  mild  woodwalk  gloom  or  terrace  gay 
With  each  lov*d  colouring  of  the  chang^ul  day. 
With  brifihten'd  splendor  cheers  the  orient  beam, 
Or  breathes  fresh  magic  o'er  eve's  parting  gleam,    176 
To  each  calm  glade  gives  animation's  mien. 
And  wakes  to  glow  and  life  the  wondering  scene ;  . 
That  sure  to  more  than  thee  its  joy  displays, 
While  holier  inmates  greet  its  jocund  blaze :  IM 

Full  sure,  as  borne  on  evening's  fragrant  breeze 
Joins  the  soft  murmuring  of  the  heaving  seas. 
Such  hymn  as  custom'd  forms  *  erst  chaunted  clear. 
With  heaven-lov'd  spirits'  mingling  strains  I  hear. 
While  at  each  sacred  swell  syrophonious  flows         185 
The  charm'd  accordance  of  earth's  pleas'd  repose ; 

*  Kilmacud,  the  Irish  appellation  of  the  place  genenUy,  ine«&t 
*•  The  Church  of  the  Friars." 
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!that  as  I  hear^  bids  wake  each  great  desire, 

And  kindles  into  ^Idvr  seraphic  fire  ; 

Gives  each  vain  discord  of  the  breast  to  cease. 

And  stills  each  human  passion  into  peace ;  I9O 

iThrough  the  thrill'd  heart  while  purest  transports  roll, 

To  highest  heavenward  aim  conforms  the  souh 

Blest  seat!  from  thee  diurnal  drudge  while  bome^ 
And  from  thy  shades  of  peace  regretful  torn  ; 
Tom  from  each  joy  that  glads  thy  social  dome^       195 
Each  fond  endearing  charity  of  Home ; 
Torn  from  the  influence  of  her  charm  seren& 
That  beams  high  felt  o^er  all  thy  conscious  scene, 
Her  sympathy  that  spleen's  dread  power  beguiles^ 
And  meed  rich  priz'd  of  her  approving  smiles  ;       200 
Prom  thy  whole  hoard  of  bliss  while  doom'd  to  part, 
Bind  still  thy  spells  afound  my  secret  heart, 
Nor  eW  suspend  their  soft  constraining  power 
Mi4  the  vext  gloom  of  Care's  recurring  hour  : 
Through  crowds,  through  smoke,  through  fretful  can- 
kering toil,  205 
Through  all  vicissitude  of  human  coil, 
£ach  fever'd  throb,  each  fiercer  wish  control, 
And  fix  thy  empire  o'er  my  willing  soul ; 
Dispel  vain  fears,  all  earth-bom  hope  refine, 
And  raise  the  mortal  to  a  height  divine.  210 

Since  such  the  fervors  that  thy  peace  invest. 
Such  their  sure  influence  o'er  thy  votary's  breast, 
Bid  thou  me  welcome  still,  glad  seat  of  ease, 
And  breathe  thou  still  thy  hallowed  power  to  pleas«  t 


yOL*  Tli 
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THE  DREAM. 


Through  many  a  night,  with  wakeful  sight 
I  watch'd  the  taper's  sickly  gleam^ 

Till  Sleep,  in  pity,  closed  my  eyes, 
And  brought  me  such  a — such  a  dream  t 

Methought,  whilst  my  poor  heart  was  ventinf 
Its  griefe,  so  often  breath'd  in  vain, 

I  mark'd  thy  scornful  soul  relenting, 
And  saw  thee  w^ep — to  see  my  pain* 

And  when,  this  pity  i^o  improve^ 
My  rising  hopes  I  d^ared  to  n^me ; 

X  heard  thee  chide  my  trembling  love, 
Yet  whisper — ^Ah  f  I  feel  the  same* 

Oh  then  how  fondly  I  caressM  thee ! 

How  wildly  gazed  Upon  thy  charms  ! 
How  madly  to  my  bosom  press'd  thee  ! 

And  died-— aye,  died  within  thine  arms  t 

Thus — thus  Ij  triumphed,  haughty  fciif, 
In  spite  of  all  thy  barbarous  pride  I 

Thus  did  thy  very  scorn  prepare 
The  very  raptures  it  denied ! 

Henceforth  my  soul  shall  comfort  borrow 
From  this  dear,  fleeting,  fancied  bliss  ; 

Shall  patient  bear  its  days  of  sorrow. 
In  hopes  of  one  more  night  lik^  this. 

8.  W.  U 
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A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE 


To  p««»«*  ^•••••••^  Ew. 


* •  '    ' ■    •      r 


Sh'ovld  I  resolve  in  verse  to  writey 
*  (In  Pallas'  and  Apollo's  spite)^ 
I  fear  no  mortal  man  would  chujse 
My  homely  pages  to  peruse ; 
But,  with  a  thousand  bitt'rest  curses. 
Damn  both  the  po^t  and  his  verses* 
Yet  have  I  often  tried  your  patience 
With  vague  allusions  and  translations  ; 
And  tho'  I  write  as  never  roan  did,  , 

Still  have  1  found  you  cool  and  candid  ; 
To  you  then,  free  from  cynic  sneer^ 
I  scribble  without  thought  or  fear, 
Nor  (tho*.  unaided  by  the  Muse) 
'  Tremble  at  Critical  Reviews ! 
And  now,  altho'  f  with  nose  disjointed, 
Au  desespoir,  quite  disappointed, 
I,  as  from  hence  you'll  understand, 
llave  boldly  "  takea  pen  in  handf' 

*  In  Pallas  spite — umxk  Mine^TiU 

f  With  nosi  di8J«itited<->-«a  allnnoirto  ^  old  wKJ^  «Tow 
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To  tell  yoU)  in  a  sad  narratiorii 
The  horrors  of  my  situation  : 
Hence  do  not  falsely  form  conjectures 
Of  some  as  yet  unheard-of  lectures ; 
*  Or-wish  to  know  what  acquisitions 
I've  lately  made — of  impositions. 

Tho*  plagued  to  death  with  dbputations 
And  Ciceronian  declamations ; 
Trust  me  that  ills  far  worse  surround  me, 
Perplex,  tease,  vex,  distress,  confound  me : 
Worse  e'en  than  those  which  poets  say, 
(^Horace,  and  others  of  his  day), 
T  '*  The  thief  Prometheus  once  attended, 
"  When  he  from  Heav'n  with  fire  descended,' 
Know  then,  that  love's  the  sole  occasion 
Of  my  desponding  situation, 
And  that  the  sumfnit  of  attraction 
Has  well-nigh  brought  me  to  distraction : 
But  since  'tis  your's,  as  all  can  tell, 
The  clouds  of  sorrow  to  dispel ; 
A  truth,  who  doubts  (if  ought  there  be 
Who  dare  dispute  your  pleasantry). 
Send  them  to  Brazen-nose,  to  Towers, 
He'll  vindicate  your  comic  powers  ! 
And,  should  a  disbeliever  crave  it. 
Would  of  this  truth  make  affidavit, 
"  That  tho'  o'erwhelm'd  with  storms  of  woe, 
t  Or  sighs  steal  out,  or  tears  should  flow  ;* 

•  Or  wish  to  kiiow.    Tu  nc  qussieris  scire. — Hnr. 
t  For  particulars  of  thttt  unfortunate  gentleman  see  H«r.  Od.  -9. 
or  Ovid  at  large. 

I  Or  sighs  steal  out,  &c. 

**  Njow  ugla  t^dX  out  and  tears  begin  to  flow." 

Fope.  — £ssaj  on  Critif  it|p« 
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/ 

Yet  spite  of  sorrow,  when  you're  present, 
Should  he  be  hang'd  he  must  look  pleasant.^ 

With  you  then  shall  )ny  hours  be  spent 
In  quips,  and  cranks,  and  merriment ; 
And  Care  (if  e'er  he  should  attack  us). 
We  will  resist  with  potent  Bacchus. 
But  when  the  spring,  all-genial  season, 
Has  buddihg  foliage  spread  the  trees  on^ 
We  will  nobiscum,  aut  amicis, 
•  "  Sail  ev'ry  evening  up  the  Isis ; 
'*  Or  rather,  should  it  please  our  taste« 
**  In  phstons  to  Woodstock  haste.*^ 

Here  as  I  waste  the  midnight  oil, 
And  vainly  till  Parnassian  soil,   ^ 
Wrapt  in  a  melancholy  gloom 
I  mourn  my  love's  untimely  doom. 
While  undisturb'd  by  festive  sound 
Here  sacred  silence  reigns  around, 
Save  where  some  Fellow  of  the  College 
Visits  the  dome  of  classic  knowledge, 
Which  once  fair  Cloacma's  seat, 
Is  now  the  Muse's  dun  retreat ; 
Or  save,  where  on  the  house-top  sprawlingi 
Wrapt  in  ecstatic  caterwawling. 
The  tabby  race,  in  am'rous  play, 
Pass  many  a  pleasing  hour  away. 

Oh  would  Calliope  descend. 
My  humble  verses  to  befriend ; 
Or  would  the  maid  of  form  divine 
Inspire  my  breast  with  fire  like  thine, 

tViy  ev'niDg»&c    Navibus  atqae 

Quadnipi  pttiiniis  beni  TiYfr».-4I(ifw 

sa 


Then  would  I  sing  of  heroes  taken,   ■ 
^Who  CQ\\]d  not  widely  save  their  bacon. 
Of  Hareouri  who,  by  *  aid  of  Pallas, 
Surprised  great  chieftains  in  his  sallies ; 
Would  tell  of  SuUiyap's  fs^m'd  island, 
Where  ships  stuck  fast  upon  the  dry  land  | 
And,  to  the  squadron's  great  confusion, 
Sir  PctfT  t  met  with  a  contusion.  J    .. 
Or  would  the  gracious  maid  Uranuf 
Grant  me  to  sing  of  fair  Titania ; 
Then  would  I  treat  of  light-heel'd  fairies 
Trippjpg  Hwixt  Radcliffe  SMid  St.  Mary's  ; 
While  some  with  fist  and  stick  belabour, 
Aided  by  mouth  and  pipe,  the  tabor ; 
Some  from  the  acorn  sip  the  dew, 
And  soine  at  Corpus  visit  you. 

But  soft,  me  thinks  a  voice  I  hear 
§  That  checks  me  in  my  bold  career, 
Bids  me  attend  to  Wisdom's  rule, 
Nor  out  of  season  play  the  fool. 
Yet  may  I  safely  tune  my  string 
While  trifling  themes  like  these  I  sing ; 
But  oh  !  would  Fate  for  once  propitious 
Grant  me  th'  enjoyment  of  my  wishes, 
II  In  humble  track,  and  at  a  distance, 
Devoid  of  Clio's  kind  assistance, 

*  "By  aid  of  Pallas,    ^ut  ope.Palladcs,— Hp^, 
t  Met  with  a  -contusion.   See,  if  the  reader  think  it  worth.  wlu|% 
Ihat  gnllant  Commapder's  Letter. 
^  This  Epistle  was  written  during  the  American  war^  MHi 

f  That  checks  met  &c.    Phoebus  volentem  prslia  me  lo^ui 

Increpuit. 
(  At  a  distance.    Longo  sed  prQximiui  iqtervalle* 
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The  loftier  strains  I  fain  would  folloW| 
Of  you,  Bathonitfs  *,  gr«at  Apollo. 
Sweet  bard  of  Avon,  be  my  guide. 
As  down  the  stream  of  Fame  I  glide  ; 
But  if,  by  adverse  tempests  tost, 
My  bark,  ill-fated,  should  be  lost, 
Drop  the  soft  tear  o'er  my  remains. 
And  mourn  my  loss — in  elegiac  strains* 


THE  DEXTEROUS  EVASION- 


The  Doctor  was  just  on  the  very  last  stair 
Towards  the  room  of  his  Son,  when  of  doxies  a  pair 

Escaped  by  the  opposite  door; 
Whilst  the  youth  had  just  time  to  lay  hold  of  a  book| 
And  in  it — assuming  a  sanctified  look^- 

He  began  most  intently  to  pore. 

When  the  Doctor  l^eheld  him,  he  cr/d,  overjoyM, 
**  To  see  you,  dear  Richard,  thus  wisely  employed. 

Your  aflfectionate  father  much  pleases. 
But  what  were  you  reading?  ¥our  Blackstone?'' "  Why, 

No,  Sir, 
I  was  merely  beguiling  an  hour  or  so,  Sir/' 

**  But  with  what?"  "  Why  some  Fugitive  Pieces!^ 

*  (irMt  ApoUo.    Maguut  Ap«Uo« 
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BLINDNESS : 

A  POEM. 

BT   TBE    LATE   ANNA    SEWARD** 


Long,  for  my  circling  years,  the  Lord  of  Day 
Illum'd  Creation  with  his  glorious  ray  ; 
And  long,  of  Youth  and  Health  the  rosy  hours 
Saw  liberal  Toil,  with  promisory  powers, 
Preparing  against  faded  age  the  peace 
Of  modest  competence,  when  strength  might  ceas«« 
Then,  as  with  cheerful  hope  my  earnest  sight 
Imbib'd  the  blessings  of  the  sacred  light. 
Slow  on  that  sight  the  mists  prelusive  stole. 
Dim,  and  more  dim  the  gathering  shadows  roll, 
Till,  with  the  last  thick  drop,  the  visual  boon 
Sank  into  darkness  'mid  the  blaze  of  noon ! 

How  have  I  lov'd  the  changeful  year  to  trace^ 
Each  laughing  beauty,  each  terrific  grace ! 
To  see  gay  Spring  her  vital  influence  pour. 
Green  the  bleak  field,  and  gild  the  balmy  shower; 
Tint  the  young  foliage  with  her^tenderest  hue. 
And  feed  the  opening  flowers  with  richest  dew, 

♦  Vnit  Poem  was  written  in  February,  1806,  at  the  request  of 
an  ingenious  Engraver  and  Drawing-ma&ter,  who  lost  his  sight  bj 
the  gutta'serena  in  his  i^Sth  year,  and  was  therefore  obliged  ta 
change  his  profession  for  that  of  Music,  under  the  patronage  of  th# 
Pf:CB£Sft  OF  Lesd9« 


CharmM  did  I  mark  bright  Summer  climb  the  iky. 
Leave  half  the  river's  pebbly  channel  dry ; 
On  breathing  meads  the  tufted  hay-cocks  pile, 
Till  the  ripe  Year's  consummate  glories  smile* 

View'd  jocund  Autumn  rear  her  rival  sheaves, 
With  gold  and  purple  tip  the  unfaded  leaves ; 
Crown  amber  mornings  with  serenest  noons 
And  night's  dark  zenith  with  protracted  moons  ; 
Shake  the  rich  fruit  from  every  loaded  bough. 
And  with  the  wheaten  wreath  adorn  her  brow ; 
'Till  colder  gales  the  pal'd  horizon  roam, 
And  stain,  and  smear  the  gold-empurpled  bloom ; 
While  sweeping  mists,  conglobing  as  they  pass. 
Bend  with  their  silent  drops  the  long,  coarse  grass, 
And  turn,  as  on  screened  plat  it  timid  blows, 
To  livid  hue  the  lone  and  lingering  rose ; 
Bare  the  rude  thorns  on  all  the  russet  hills, 
And  crust  with  ice  the  borders  of  the  rills. 
Pensive  I  mark'd  when,  with  reverted  eyes, 
Disordered  garments  and  foreboding  sighs. 
The  Is&tfuir  Season  left  hill,  dale,  and  plain, 
The  yielded  victims  of  the  Iron  Reign. 

Saw  Winter  rove  the  desolated  heath, 
Swol'n  floods  arresting  with  petrific  breath ; 
Send  round  the  mountains  all  his  winds  to  howl, 
Pale  the  slow  morn,' and  bid  the  long  night  scowl : 
Bat  oft  the  glowing  hearth,  the  neat  repast, 
I  saw,  I  felt  deride  his  power  to  blast ; 
Since^  if  without  the  furious  tempests  pass, 
Boom  thro'  the  vales,  and  rattle  on  the  glass, 
Within  was  the  gay  talk,  the  flowing  bowl. 
And  Friendship's  smile,  that  summer  of  the  soul* 

Ah,  dear  vicissitudes !  to  me  ye  live 
Only  on  Memory's  record ;  yet  ye  give 
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Tbt  retrospective  pleasure,  ne'er  to  rise 
In  the  sad  Few  of  ft?cr-rayless  eyes. 
Whose  infant  orbs,  not  opening  on  the  light, 
From  light  maternal  sprung  to  ceaseless  night ; 
Lost  to  their  sense  each  charm  boon  Nature  showt. 
That  dawns  and  spreads,  that  varies  and  that  glows. 

Then  grateful  let  me  prove,  indulg'd  to  find 
Exemption  from  those  pangs  which  rack  the  mind, 
Springing  from  foil'd  solicitude  to  reach 
What  Genius  cannot  paint,  nor  Wisdom  teach; 
Pangs  which  the  fruitless  thirst  to  know  inspires 
With  ever  craving,  never  fed  desires. 

Comparing  thus  severer  with  severe, 
Arrested  be  my  groan j  exhal'd  my  tear! 
Yet,  yet  Creation  stands' a  bTank  to  mc^ 
Her  face  now  cover'd  with  a  sable  sea  ! 
Still  am  I  dooni'd  thro'  life's  rough  paths  to  stray; 
A  long,  dep^iv'd,  and  desolated  way ! 

But,  to  relieve  inevitable  woes. 
To  my  internal  sight  auspicious  rose 
A  beauteous  pair ;  Music,  the  Maid  sublime. 
With  stores  increasing  from  the  morn  of  Time ; 
Such  melodies  as,  slowly  rising,  stole 
On  Saul's  distracted  sense  with  sweet  controul, 
Till  frantic  Rage  and  fell  Despair  were  flown. 
And  Hope  resum'd  her  abdicated  throne. 

So  Music  it  was  thine,  by  high  behest, 
To  sooth  and  tranquillize  the  stormy  breast. 
Ere  Harmony  began  her  mazy  rounds, 
Blending  accordant  and  discordant  sounds, 
'Till,  thro'  the  ear,  the  mingled  currents  roll. 
One  sweet,  one  perfect,  one  revolving  whole  i 
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MARIA; 

OR* 

THE  MOTHER'S  DIRGE. 

DIRGE  THE  FIRST. 
^Y  WILLIAM  CAREY,  ESQ, 


7rom  bubbling  streams,  or  s^Hings  that  riai 
In  mountain  grot,  or  willowy  vale, 
Bring  water,  while  I  close  these  eyes, 
And  kiss  these  lips  so  cold  and  pale. 
From  tufted  grove  and  shadowy  glen^ 
Untrodden  by  the  feet  of  men,  x 
From  sedgy  banks  and  fragrant  fields 
Bring  every  flower  that  Nature  yields ; 
And  scatter  every  breathing  sweet 
On  lov'd  Maria's  winding  sheet. 

Blest  Spirit,  newly  freed  from  pain, 
"While  o'er  thy  faded  cheek  I  bend, 
Belov'd,  and  watch'd,  and  wept,  in  vain, 
A  moment  more  thy  flight  suspend. 
Behold,  while  hovering  on  thy  wing, 
With  water  from  the  silver  spring 
I  wash  thy  limbs,  I  spread  thy  bier ; 
And  lay  thee  down  with  many  a  tear. 
Clad  in  thy  shroud  of  spotless  white, 
To  slumber  tkrough  thy  weary  night. 
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Thy  tender  smile,  thy  soothing  voice. 
Thy  playful  innocence,  no  more. 
Thy  fond,  fond  mother  shall  rejoice: 
Thy  little  dreams  of  joy  are  o'er. 
Of  all  the  graces  of  thy  mind, 
No  token  wilt  thou  leave  behind  : 
No  trace  of  thee  will  soon  remain, 
But,  in  this  breast  a  mother's  pain  ; 
A  mossy  grave,  an  humble  stone, 
To  tfeU  thy  years  and  name  unknown. 


MARIA ; 

OR, 

THE  MOTHER'S  DIRGE. 
DIRGE  THE  SECOND. 

BY  THE  SASIE. 

How  fragrant  is  the  breath  of  Spring ; 
The  lark  and  linnet,  on  the  wing, 
Their  wi^l-wood  carrols  sweetly  sing  : 

Oh  list,  how  sweet,  my  Daughter  1 

The  morning  sky  is  ting'd  with  gold, 
The  landscape  lovely  to  behold, 
The  groves  their  vivid  buds  upfold— 

Awake,  arise,  my  Daughter  | 
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Art  thou  so  fast  in  slumber  bound  ?  .• 

And  is  tby  chamber  so  profound  ?  :  i 

So  barr'd  from. light  and  clos'd  from  sound  j^ 
So  cold  thy  bed,  my  Daughter  I 

No  sun  thy  narrow  house  can  cheer:  >  ,*'/ 
No  spring,  no  summer,  there  appear.,  *. 

No  change  of  seasons  marks  the  year,  '■  .     . 
No  voice  is  heard,  my  Daughter  !* 

No  play-mate  can  to  thee  repair; 
Thy  bed  no  lov'd  companion  share ; 
The  worm  alone  has  entrance  there, 

The  silent  worm,  my  Daughter ! 

Of  late,  I  mark'd  on  Avon's  side, 
The  bending  lilly's  silver  pride 
Reflected  in  the  chrystal  tide : 

And  thought  on  thee,  my  Daughter  1 

Alas,  in  one  revolving  hour 

A  chilling  blast,  an  angry  show'r. 

Beat  down  the  lovely  ruin'd  flow'r — 

How  like  thy  fate,  my  Daughter  I 

Thy  spring  is  past — it  swiftly  fled— 
For  pain  and  sorrow,  on  thy  head, 
The  vial  of  affliction  shed, 

And  blighted  thee,  my  Daughter ! 

But  ah,  the  graces  of  thy  mind. 
Thy  sense  and  gentleness,  combinM, 
Thy  looks  of  love,  and  voice  so  kind. 
Can  1  forget,  my  Daughter  ? 
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Since  I  must  quit  this  fatal  plat^. 
Oh  could  I  once  more  view  thy  face, 
And  fold  thee  in  a  last  embrace, 

And  press  thy  hand,  my  Daughter  I 

Or,  could  I  ope  thy  lowly  shrine, 
And  lay  my  burning  cheek  to  thine, 
Th«  world,  1  think,  I  could  resign. 

And  sleep  with  thee,  my  Daughter  ! 


MARIA; 

OR, 

THE  MOTHER'S  DIRGE. 
DIRGE  THE  THIRD. 

BT  THE 


TTwAS  at  this  hour,  this  heavy  hour. 
But  yesterday  'twas  at  this  hour, 
The  beams  of  noon  serenely  shining, 
When,  yielding  to  the  fatal  Power, 

My  sweetest  Flower 
Proop'd  low  her  head,  her  life  resigning, 

I  watch'd  her  eye— ;-that  beauteous  eye, 
I  watch'd  the  sun-set  of  her  eye, 
'Till  Death  o'er-shadow'd  ev'ry  feature. 
I  caught  the  long-drawn,  struggling  sigh| 

The  pkintive  cry, 
And  last  de^  mo9t^  ^  parting  natur«. 
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Oh  lovely  May  !  sweet  month  of  May, 
Twas  in  the  merry  month  of  May, 
That  Heav'n^bestow'd  my  pi^cious  treasare; 
1  kiss'd  her  new-born  tears  away, 

And  bless'd  the  day, 
With  all  a  mother's  pride  and  pleasure*' 

How  bright  my  child,  my  dearest  child ! 
While  suckling  thee,  my  dearest  child, 
The  days  of  joy  to  joy  succeeded  I 
When  Hope  upon  my  Angel  smil'd, 

,      The  Winter  wild 
Passed  howling  o'er  my  roof  unheeded. 

Three  years  my  breast,  my  flowing  breast^ 
Three  years,  I  gave  to  thee  my  breast ; 
The  fountain  of  thy  sweet  nutrition  :^ 
My  bosom  was  thy  halcyon  nest. 

Thy  nightly  rest. 
The  haven  of  thy  lov'd  fruition. 

In  Loda's  bowers,  her  sunny  bowers. 
Light  wreaths  I  wove  in  Lodas  bowers, 
For  thee  upon  the  turf  reclining ; 
Green  buds  refreshed  by  genial  showers, 

With  wild-wood  flowera 
the  cose  and  hyacinth  entwining. 

But  now,  no  more,  ah  never  more, 
Thy  smile  shall  gladden  me  no  more. 
Thy  pale  remains  from  me  they  seven 
To-morrow — sweetest  child,  adieu ! 

From  mortal  view 
The  grave  i^all  cover  thee  for  ever. 

HANTi,  18p7. 


I-  -1 


TO  A  LADY. 

SENT  WITH  HAMMOND'S  LOVE  ELEGIES. 


liET  costly  presents  win  the  fickle  fair, 

Let  heaps  of  wealth  the  sordid  bosom  move ; 

To  thee,  my  Marian,  no  such  gifts  I  bear ; 
I  have  no  wealth,  no  treasure-r>but  my  love* 


II. 


Yet  take  (all  I  can  give)  these  tender  plaints 
That  breathe  from  Hammond's  sweetly-mournful 
tongue ; 

Such  as,  beyond  what  Fiction  feebly  paints, 
Nature  inspires,  and  her  Tibullus  sung* 


III. 


Oft  shalt  thou  steal  to  read  in  secret  here, 
When  from  all  else  but  love  thy  thoughts  are  free ; 

Oft  shalt  thou  drop  the  sympathizing  tear, 
And  while  thou  pityest  Hammond,  think  of  mc. 


IV. 


Oft  too'  whilst  I  in  sorrow  waste  my  youth 
A  wretched  exile,  far  from  thee  and  bliss, 

Thou'lt  kiss,  perhaps,  these  pledges  of  my  truth  ; 
O  HaaVn !  that  I  could  int^cept  that  kiss! 
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V. 

O  !  whilst  on  earth  she  bends  her  modest  eye, 
That  I  could  gaze  upon  those  blushing  cheeks ! 

That  I  could,  fix'd  in  silent  rapture  by. 

Fondly  devour  each  nectar'd  word  she  speaks  ! 

VI. 

O  ineffectual  vows  !  O  cruel  doom  ! 

From  all  my  soul  holds  dear,  so  soon  to  part  ? 
Meantime,  perhaps,  some  lovelier  youth  may  come 

And  drive  me  hopeless  from  my  Marian's  heart. 

vn. 

Yet  restj  too  credulous  heart !  my  Marian  swears, 
That  none,  but  me,  shall  in  her  bosom  reign ; 

Farewell  then,  now  farewell  to  all  my  cares ! 
Farewell  to  love-lorn  Hammond's  plaintive  strain* 


EPIGRAM. 

TO  A  DULL  STORY-TELLER. 

You're  proud,  because  when  you  relate 
Your  dull,  long-winded  stories, 

From  those  who  chance  to  hear  you  prate 
Of  laughter  lotid  the  roar  is,  ^ 

But  check  your  pride,  egregious  calf  I 
Believe  my  words  are' true — 

It  is  not  at  your  tale  they  laugh. 
They  only  laugh  at  you. 

TOL.  VI. 


( 


66 
RUINS  OF  ATHENS. 

BY  THE  REV.  HENRT  BOYD, 

TRANSLATOR   OF   DANTS* 


ARGUIVCENT. 

Introdaction.  General  proposition  and  division  of  the  subject. 
Situations  most  favourable  to  freedom.  Origin  of  Athenian  li* 
berty.  Effects  of  the  Hepubrfcan  Spirit.  Causes  of  the  corrup- 
tion of  their  Orators,  Poets>  and  Philosophers,  wkh  its  iufluenoe  oa 
their  moral  opinions. 


,  Oh  !  for  a  voyage  to  th'  Antipodes, 
Where  over  day's  fair  eye  ter  flimsy  toils 
•  The  giant  spider  of  Iberia  spreads  ! 
To  see  him  trembling  for  the  pendent  woof. 
And  watching  anxious,  on  the  waving  verge 
Of  his  detested  snares,  with  blood  distain'd 
Of  poor  Peruvian  flies,  lest  with  bdd  plume 

'  The  British  eagle,  soaring  to  the  sun, 
Should  wing  too  near  his  long  aerial  flight 
And  sweep  his  meshes  to  the  winds  away ! 
Ye  Equinoctial  Isles  !  Ta,proband 

^  And  Java  !  send.  Oh  send  your  opiate  drugs 

*  Written  in  the  summer  of  1T90,  at  the  time  of  the  dispatt 
with  the  Spaniards,  about  the  trade  of  Nootka  Sound. 
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Of  drowsiest  potency,  the  ninds  to  lull 

Of  these  fallen  tribes,  lest  from  their  torpid  traiio» 

Britannia's  thunder  wake  them !  Envious  night 

Oh !  draw  your  wide  Cimmerian  curtain  round 

Tenfold,  lest  on  the  optics  of  the  soul 

Deep-seal'd,  tiie  day  star  send  her  glance  afar 

And  trouble  their  repose !  For  in  the  beam 

Those  phantoms  flutter  with  unwelcome  wingy 

Which,  like  the  forms  that  haunt  the  assassin's  dnaaniy 

Proud  Despotism  abhors, — The  sense  of  wrong. 

Vindictive  zeal  and  anger,  manly  scorn 

Of  adulation,  love  of  equity, 

And  feeling  for  th'  opprest;  for  these  expand 

The  mind's  infantine  powers,  and  bid  them  grovT 

Soon  to  gigantic  size,  like  the  blest  touch 

Of  bright  IthurieFs  spear,  by  Milton  sung.  ' 

With  amorous  ditties,  such  as  Hindoo's  God 
Breathes  in  sweet  magic  o'er  the  softened  clime, 
Compose  their  slumbers  !  Her  enervate  notes 
The  Gallic  muse  will  lend,  which  >sooth'd  the  dwaini 
Of  Narbonne  and  Tolosa's  tribes  of  yore, 
*  They  can  be  spar'd,  for  now  the  Gallic  muse 
Flings  by  the  Lydian  flute,  and  thro'  the  trump 
Breathes  the  long  Eleutherian  strain,  that  wakef 
yThe  startled  nations  round,  to  royal  ears 
Discordant,  as  the  screech  owFs  fatal  dirge 
Which  sung  the  fall  of  f  Duncan.     Oh!  what 
change ! 


*  Some  warm  expressions  in  favour  of  the  aspect  whicliy  in 
1790»  the  Gallic  revolation  seemed  tx>  exhibit  will,  perhaps^  b« 
pardoned  by  those  who  contemplated  it  nineteen  years  ago. 

t  Macbeth, 
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*  ■ 

The  royal  Pedagogue  has  lost  hU  rod  !• 

Uh  school  is  all  tiroke  loose  !  the  very  wal& 

Long  echoing  to  his  pupils'  groans,  are  Laid 

Flat  as  the  battlements  of  Jericho  ! 

Ah  ill-starr*d  tutor,  was  it  then  for  thee 

To  let  thy  train  forsake  thy  rigid  lore, 

To  join  the  Saturnalia  of  the  West 

And  catch  contagion  from  that  *  madding  band. 

Which  claimed  a  right  of  gamboling,  unknown 

To  thee  and  thine  ?     And  now,  like  swarming  beet 

They  "  sport  amid  the  liquid  noon,"    Elate 

With  most  triumphant  minstrelsie,  they  scorn 

The  Dust  abundant  by  thy  minions  iiung 

To  check  their  wifld  excursions,  and  allure 

The  rebels  to  their  hives.     The  tinkling  tones 

Redoubling  from  Sequana,  and  the  din 

From  Xiger's  banks  they  scorn !  for  hark,  afaf 

The  Belgian  swarm  has  burst  away  !  no  moro 

They  dread  the  winged  harbingers  of  ill. 

Ah  !  may  the  rovers  find  the  genuine  flowers 

That  give  the  rich,  mellifluous  store,  belov'd 

By  gods  and  men  !  for  much  I  fear,  the  lovt 

Of  freedom  long  deny'd,  may  lead  them  on 

To  taste  their  bane  in  those  seducing  fields 

Where  grow  the  venom-breathing  flowers,  adorn'd 

With  lovely  petals,  whose  alluring  scent 

Spread  desolation  thro*  the  Attic  hives 

And  laid  Hymettus  waste  !     Oh  for  the  muio 

Of  Maro,  to  direct  your  roving  flight 

Where  no^gay  blossom  lures  the  busy  kind, 

To  vegetable  poison,  for  the  sweets 

Of  the  wild-breathing  thyme  !     Had  he  but  liv*d 

These  wonders  to  behold,  to  spy  the  rise 

*  The  Americani. 
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Of  Freedom  in  the  west,  while  Tyranny, 
Terrific  Dog  star  !  rising  with  the  sun, ' 
And  blasting  half  the  zones,  with  lamp  revers'd 
And  half  extinguished  fires,  sullen  retreats 
To  set  in  Indian  seas,  and  shun  the  breath 
Of  the  sweet  balmy  Zephyr^an  mom. 
His  lyre  had  then  no  gentle  pseans  tun'd 
To  Capias  *,  nor  his  consecrating  spell 
Embalmed  a  man  of  blood.     Yet  still  from  him 
Why  may  not  we  his  lucid  order  learn 
At  least,  altho'  his  raptures  be  deny'd  ? 
Why  may  not  we,  tho  with  a  rustic  hand 
Limn  a  rude  sketch  of  his  didawc  strain — 
His  theme  must  yield  to  ours,  for  cultur'd  fields 
Are  less  than  cultured  minds.     Alas !  the  waiit 
Of  one  whose  song  could  dignify  the  theme ! 
Yet  we  may  tell  beneath  what  genial  star 
(As  the  majestic  long  Platonic  year 
Circled  her  constellations)  in  the  soil 
Of  the  prolific  mind,  the  lib'ral  seed 
Was  sown  with  sapient  hand  ;  how  tall  it  greVf 
And  mantled  o'er  the  Attic  Hills  ;  how  soon 
The  kindly  germs  of  intellectual  growth 
With  genial  coalescence  grafted  there. 
Acknowledged  the  paternal  stock,  elate 
With  Amaranthine  blooms ;  what  care  produced 
The  legislator  and  the  soldier's  breed 
Renown'd  for  patriot  valour ;  how,  at  last 
Fair  Freedom's  lamp  went  out ;  what  genial  causi^ 
Its  splendor  best  relumes,  (as  Maro's  +  swain 
By  immolated  steers  the  swarms  renew'd 
Which  Nemesis  destroy'd  ;)  what  cautious  skill 
The  propagation,  tendence,  nutriment 

*  Jluj^ustus.  f  Arist»uSf  fee  Virg.  Geo.  ^ 
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Of  this  ethereal  seminary  claim, 
Which  gives  immortal  vigour  to  sustain 
The  varying  seasons,  till  old  tyrant  Time 
Sooth'd  by  her  charms,  his  deadly  scythe  resigns* 

Conduct  me,  Clio !  not  to  vine»ciad  hills, 
Pasture  of  herbage  deep,  nor  genial  mould 
That  loves  the  plough^  and  pays  the  peasant's  toil 
'Till  his  wide  granaries  refund  the  store  : 
It  was  not  there  that  Freedom  first  drew  breath, 
Tho'  sometimes  there  she  dwells.    Oh  may  she  dwell 
Long  on  the  banks  of  Liger  !  may  she  learn 
To  love  the  lowin£s  of  the  lusty  droves 
And  sport  amid  |pi  vines  !     But  on  the  verge, 
The  sea-beat  verge,  where  old  *  Cecropia's  hiUg 
Over  th'  iEgean  look  with  barren  frown, 
With  +  us  she  first  saw  light.     Even  now  she  loves 
With  light  step  o'er  the  lofty  range  to  stray, 
From  the  hill's  breezy  brow  to  catch  the  gale,  - 
And  listen  to  the  carols  of  the  lark 
Which  wakes  the  toiling  train.     She  loves  to  brace 
The  nerves  of  her  laborious  band.     From  toil, 
From  hard  necessity  she  bids  them  learn 
How,  from  encroaching  despots  to  defend 
Their  pittance,  dearly  earn'd,  and  firmly  hold 
With  grasp  of  steel.    Tho*  in  th'  ungrateful  soil 
The  vegetable  tribes  in  pigmy  files 
Scarce  colonize  the  long  extended  hills. 
And  clothe  their  giant  limbs  with  scanty  robe^ 
Let  not  their  naked  majesty  be  scorned ; 
For  there,  by  sharp  necessity  compress'd. 
Like  fiame  by  frost,  with  unoppressive  mightj 
The  mental  energies  ascend  the  sky, 

*  Attica,  so  called  from  Cecropst 
t  Via.  in  Europe. 
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*  And  oft,  like  meteors,  o'er  the  cultur'd  pluQ 
Terrific  hang.    But  from  the  lighter  hand 
Of  hifti,  who  from  the  long,  luxuriant  vale 
Her  tribute  culls  with  ease,  unnervM  by  dread 
The  cheap-earned  blessing  falls,  as  cheaply  lost ;  • 
Scared  at  the  free-man's  angry  look  he  flies. 
The  freeman,  in  the  bounty  of  the  plain 
Battens  Ut  ease,  till  slackening  sloth  untwines 
Those  nerves,  that  huri'd  the  lance,,  or  bent  the  bow. 
Meantime  to  barren  hills  exil'd,  the  slave 
From  toil  new  strength  obtains,  the  vig'rous  task 
Invigorates  the  mind,  and  down  by  hordes 
Destructive  as  the  torrent  from^fce  heights 
Of  Appenine,  on  their  degen'rate  foes 
Once  victors,  down  at  once  the  vanquished  come. 
And  vengeance,  vengeance  fires  the  cultured  plain* 

'Twas  at  that  season  when  the  pampered  sons 
Of  Israel,  scorn'd  their  Theocratic  law, 
And,  drunk  with  licence,  or  in  love  with  change. 
Clamoured  for  monarchy,  just  as  the  lamp 
Of  Liberty,  to  mortsd  vision  lost, 
Extinguished  seeme^!  on  Carm el's  lofty  brow. 
Or  in  mid  ocean  setting,  far  above 
The  windy  contest,  and  conflicting  brine, 
An  Angel  bore  it  with  unruflied  beam 
To  fair  Cecropia's  shore.     (A  nobler  freight 
Than  his,  who  wafted  o'er  the  Mgean  main 
His  deities  from  Ida  to  the  strand 
Where  the  wide  Tuscan  roars.)  *Twas  then  he  saw, 
He  saw,  and  pitied,  from  Boeotia's  plains. 
By  a  fell  band  of  Thracian  pirates  driven 
Her  antient  habitants  f  in  flying  hordes, 

*  Frequent  invasions  of  Asia  by  the  Scythians. 
t  This  is  an  historical  fact. — See  Fausanias  in  Atdcis. 
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O'er  wide  Cecropia's  limits,  o'er  her  hillf 

In  wild  precipitance,  till  stretch'd  afar 

Below,  th'  interminable  waste  of  waves 

(Shipless,  or  by  the  solitary  sail 

Of  Corsair  only  crost)  impos'd  a  pause 

On  their  disastrous  flight.     Not  like  the  host 

Of  Israel,  when  the  Red  Sea  stop'd  their  course. 

Did  they  long  stand  aghast,  but  on  their  foes 

Turn'd  head  and  stood  at  bay.    For  mid  their  bands. 

In  show  like  a  plebeian  militant, 

Walk'd  their  new  guardian.     "  Stop  your  flight,** 

he  cries, 
**  Turn  on  your  fell  pursuers!  Yonder  pass 
*'  Seize,  and  prevent  the  torrent  of  your  foes 
"  Who  to  the  rocky  porch  innum'rous  pour, 
"  Which  seems  to  court  their  entrance.     From  yon 

brow 
**  That  glooms  above  the  valley,  downward  sweep, 
"  And  bid  invasion  tremble!  At  yon  pass, 
**  Where,  with  fraternal  frown,  the  hostile  hills 
**  Menace  above  their  heads,  prevent  their  habte, 
"  And  under  rocky  ruin  thund'ring  down, 
Their  ranks  o'erwhelm  1"  They  heard,  their  swelling 

hearts 
In  full  concordance  to  the  descant  bold, 
Danc'd  a  new  measure :  Like  the  rallying  storm, 
Which  midst  two  mountains  eddies  on  the  plain. 
They  doubled  on  their  foes.    Their  trembling  foes 
Over  the  long  vales  fled  in  loose  array. 
Or  left  their  lives  behind.     Anon  the  song, 
Of  triumph  rises,,  but  the  Paean  soon 
Was  dash'd  with  discontented  murmurs,  breath'd 
From  mingled  voices  roundJ    "  Why  o'er  those  hills 
**  Delightless  roam,  or  with  repeated  toil, 
w  Force  the  delusive  glebe  to  render  up 
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**  Her  scanty  boon,  ambiguous,  hard  to  gaiHi 

**  And  easy  lost?  Why  not,  with  better  hopes 

"  And  better  omens,  while  security 

**  With  night  and  peace  combinM,  have  wrapt  our 

foes 
**  In  deep  Elysian  charm,  with  close  intent 
**  And  stealthy  pace  fall  on  them,  and  expell 
**  (As  late  expell'd)  the  ruffians  from  our  homes, 
^*  And  to  our  homes  return  ?'* — But  now  began 
A-  louder  strain,  as  from  no  mortal  voice, 
Deep  as  the  thunders  prelude  heard  afar. 
And  solemn  as  her  tones.     "  Be  those  bleak  hills 
*'  Your  home  for  ever !  Here  the  sweeping  storms 
**  Will  bring  you  health  and  vigour,  high  resolves, 
*'  Aspiring  thoughts,  and  mental  energy,    , 
**  Upon  their  frory  pinions.    Court  no  more 
**  Tanagra's  bowers  of  bliss,  the  green  retreats 
**  Thro'  which  Ismenos  wanders  to  the  main 
**  Enchanted,  ling'ring  on  with  sweet  delay ; 
**  There  live  the  Syrens,  there  the  Lotos  grows, 
**  Of  which,  whoever  tastes,  renounces  straight 
**  The  glorious  image  of  the  gods  in  man, 
**  His  mem'ry  and  his  worth.     Be  that  revenge, 
*'  To  see  your  foes  in  these  Circaean  toils 
**  Entangled  more,  as  each  revolving  moon 
**  Marks  their  embarrassment,  till  time  itself 
**  Without  your  toil  destroys  them,  or  presents 
An  easy  prey." — ^They  listen'd  and  obey'd. 
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Soon  rose  their  hamlets  on  the  breezy  hills. 
The  Mother  city  by  the  toiling  main 
In  rustic  pomp  ascends,  unknown  to  fame : 
For  yet  the  length  of  the  Piraean  walls 
Slept  in  the  quarry,  and  the  Attic  name 
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No  startling  panic  to  the  neighboring  tribes 

Brought  in  the  sound.    The  long  Hymettian  vales^   . 

Each  held  her  band  of  harmless  villagers, 

Whose  sole  ambition  was  to  turn  the  glebe. 

To  prune  their  olives,  or  their  flocks  attend, 

Or  on  a  festive  morn,  in  ruftic  glee, 

To  foot  the  green  sward  morrice,  or  to  share 

The  smoking  victim  by  the  simple  Fane. 

These  future  arbiters  of  nations,  doom'd 

To  bear  the  freighted  thunders  of  the  state 

From  old  Pelorus  to  the  Caspian  bound, 

Nurst  by  content,  with  unambitious  *aim. 

Followed  their  task  inglorious,  nor  perceiv'd 

That  unextinguishable  spark  within 

With  horrible  displosion  doomM  to  shake 

The  thrones  of  Elam,  *  to  their  basis  deep.     , 

Oft  with  mute  rapture,  on  the  ^gean  wave, 

Its  fluid  mirrour  to  the  purple  dawn, 

Unfolding  wide,  they  gaz'd,  unconscious  then 

Of  their  own  dawning  triumphs,  yet  involved 

In  Time's  prolific  womb,  o'er  these  blue  waves. 

And  mid  those  cloud-cap'd  isles,  to  break  away. 

In  glory  like  the  springing  mom.     But  now 

^gides'  t  mind,  the  glowing  thought  inspires 

To  raise  his  people  o'er  the  neighb'ring  tribes, 

To  bid  them  taste  the  deep  enchanting  cup 

Of  liberty,  and  feel  their  powers  expand  v 

From  the  nectareous  draught.     From  woody  haunts 

The  valley's  deep  recess,  the  sunny  hill 

And  river's  brim,  much  wondering  at  the  call,  . 

They  reach  the  city ;  here  the  mountain  tribes 

Salute  their  brethren  of  the  shore,  and  learn 

*  Persia,  t  Theseus. 
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From  them  in  rustic  wonderment,  the  tale 

Of  tilings  beyond  the  deep.     The  distant  bands 

Late  by  the  deep  morass  or  rocky  mound. 

Or  swelling  river,  each  from  each  disjoin'd, 

In  hostile  inroad  oft  commingling,  meet 

In"  amity  at  last.    Love's  rosy  dawn 

Dispel^  th*  unsocial  gloom.    The  rustic  bard, 

Whose  song  had  charm'd  the  village,  half  confused 

And  flush'd  with  modest  diffidence,  his  lyre 

For  a  more  num'rous  audience  strings  anew. 

The  woodland  orator,  who  pleaded  oft 

The  cause  of  the  wrong'd  hamlet,  wielding  bold 

His  petty  thunders  in  the  rustic  ring 

Of  sun-burnt  sages,  thunder-struck  himself 

Mute  and  benumbM,  a  theatre  surveys 

IVhose  vastitude  appalls  him.     But  when  fate 

Had  clos'd  the  reign  of  Codrus,  'and  the  laws 

Were  sanctioned  by  the  people's  vote,  he  learu'd 

A  bolder  key,  and  taught  the  ductile  crowd 

To  spurn  at  kings.     O  muse,  attune  thy  lyre 

To  bolder  measures !  dart  thy  visual  ray 

Beyond  the  limits  of  a  mortal's  glance^ 

To  that  dark  region,  where  the  spirits  dwell, 

Whose  potent  breath  in  this  sublunar  scene 

Swells  up  th^  imperial  bubble,  till  it  breaks 

Spontaneous,  or  before  a  stronger  gale 

Evanishes  to  nothing.    There,  a  power 

Malignant  still  to  man,  averse  to  worth,  v 

To  virtue,  and  to  happiness,  beheld 

Th'  unfolding  glories  of  Cecropia's  state, 

Then  thus,  pernicious  in  his  views,  addrest 

The  Denizens  of  darkjiess,  leagu'd  of  old 

With  him,  to  dash  the  councils  of  the  just, 

With  mingled  venom,    ^'  Haste !  inspire  the  crowd 
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««  With  dread  of  lordly  rule!  inflatD  their  pride, 

*^  Kindle  their  claims,  till  on  the  brink  they  stand 

«'  Of  wildest  Anarchy,  thus  to  defeat 

**  The  views  of  our  great  enemy,  and  turn 

•*  His  favoured  purpose  from  its  noblest  aim. 

*'  (As  always  was  our  use) — cross  not  his  views 

**  But  seem  to  second  them,  and  iili  the  sail 

**  With  every  breath,  till  the  encreasing  storm, 

•*  O'ersets  the  vessel  of  the  state.     Their  claims 

<^  Of  freedom  shall  inflate  their  pride,  till  earth, 

*^  Sea,  air,  and  even  the  ample  cope  of  heav'n, 

•*  Seem  all  too  little  for  their  dignity, 

•*  While  Duty  is  forgot,  or  only  lives, 

**  Among  the  sages  of  the  wrangling  schools 

**  Contemn'd,  except  the  few  and  scanty  rules, 

**  By  strict  necessity,  or  fate  impos'd ; 

**  Without  whose  powerful  bond,  society 

*^  And  law,  would  sink  in  dissolution  lost. 

"  So  shall  the  name  of  freedom  be  revil'd 

**  And  heaven's  best  blessing  for  th'  abuse  despii'd%" 

Noyr  the  dark  ^ell  the  demagogue  inspires, 
And  wins  it  passage  thro'  the  kindling  crowd ; 
Beneath  the  soft  adulatory  breeze, 
In  ev'ry  breast  the  genial  notion  spreads, 
Of  his  own  consequence,  the  claims  of  man, 
The  thought  that  scorns  dcpendance,  love  of  trutli^ 
Hate  of  tyrannic  sway,  then  thirst  of  pow'r 
To  curb  all  tyrants,  while  the  demon's  hand, 
Ambition's  tares,  and  love  of  conquest  sow*d,  *. 
Midst  the  celestial  growth.    Another  form 
The  wizard  no\Y  assum'd ;  in  suppliant  guise. 
From  fair  Ionia's  flowery  verge  he  came. 
With  loud  complaints  of  Persian  tyranny, 
And  ill  beseeming  bonds  by  Grecians  worn. 
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Then,  ^  wafted  on  the  cool  nocturnal  breez«^ 

That  ushers  in  the  dawn,  ideal  pomp 

Of  oriental  triumphs,  beauteous  slaves, 

Barbaric  gems  and  gold,  the  rustling  pride 

Of  Asian  looms,  with  gaudy  interchange 

Haunted  their  dreams.    And  there  the  viewless  hand 

Bade  the  cool  Zephyr  thro'  the  spicy  grove 

Whisper  at  will ;  and  all  the  mingled  stores 

Of  the  Assyrian  summer,  with  the  pride 

Of  India's  aromatic  world,  beneath 

The  buming^line,  displayed.    The  gorgeous  view 

Kindled  imagination,  woke  the  flame 

Of  young  ambition,  from  her  slumbers  call'd 

The  dormant  fiend,  pale  avarice,  ne'er  again 

To  know  a  tranquil  hour.     "  To  arms !  to  arms  I** 

The  thronging  passions  call'd :  to  arms  they  flewf 

1"  Niphates  trembled,  and  the  horny  flood 

Of  Tigris,  shrunk  beneath  his  oozy  bed, 

To  hear  the  distant  din:  the  distant  din 

Was  not  an  empty  menace.     In  the  flames 

Of  Sardis  the  Memnouian  towers  beheld 

Their  coming  doom :  soon  levied,  but  in  vain. 

From  distant  Susa  to  the  Hellespont 

The  congregated  East  her  fury  spent, 

On  martial  Europe.    That  unmanly  crowd 

Was  stubble  to  the  flame  which  burst  abroad 

Involving  land,  and  main.    And  now  the  pride 

Of  conquest,  and  of  independance,  wak'd 

By  stern  collision,  in  the  mutual  shock 

Of  popular  contention,  took  the  lead 

And  humbled  Greece  herself,  while  far  above 

*  litflttcftce  of  the  InTasion  of  Persia  on  the  Greekiu 
t  Connencemeut  of  the  Peniaa  wtr. 
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Its  former  pitch  their  intellectual  powers. 

Alike  sublim'd  in  science  and  in  taste 

Majestic  rose.     Religion  yet  preser/d 

Some  influence  o'er  the  soul ;  her  lifted  hand 

Still  to  the  bleeding  patriot  shew'd  the  palms,       ^ 

That  shade  Elysium,  and  the  wreaths  prepared 

To  bind  his  beamy  locks  beyond  the  tomb. 

Still  in  the  temple  nurst,  the  tuneful  bard, 

Paid  for  his  education  by  his  lyre, 

To  heav'nly  themes  attun'd,  and  virtuous  lore, 

"Which  warm'd  alike  the  soldier  and  the  sage. 

In  studious  groves  inspir'd,  or  fighting  fields, 

To  win  the  meed  of  everlasting  fame. 

But  other  poets  with  their  mortal  strains 

Forgetful  of  their  heav'nly  origin, 

And  privilege,  profan'd  them  both,  and  fed  '• 

The  vilest  passions  with  Circaean  song, 

Bland,  or  incentive;  and  the  sacred  lore,    / 

Which  first  the  savage  tribes  their  duties  taught 

Forgot,  or  scom'd.     The  heav'n-taught  orator 

With  fulminating  power  possessed,  to  rouse 

The  bury'd  majesty  of  mind,  that  scorns 

The  despot's  frown,  and  from  his  lion  gripe 

Reclaims  the  spoils  of  man,  with  magic  speli 

Oft  call'd  the  wand'ring  particles  to  life, 

That  frame  the  rising  state :  his  warmth  inspired 

The  moulded  form.     With  Promethean  fire 

Instinct,  the  glorious  resurrection  rose 

Ancf  shook  the  world.     But  far,  oh  far  unlike 

His  boasted  sire,  the  bpurious  demagogue, 

In  periods  all  mellifluent  as  the  stores 

Of  antient  Hybla,  puur'd  hib  varied  strain! 

He  luird  them  withs^oft  topics  fram'd  lo  soothe 

Their  swelling  pride ;  or  fir'd  with  fanc/d  wroDgi: 
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He  taught,  that  o'er  the  falKn  to  tyrannizey 

Oppress,  and  plunder,  to  their  stores  to  brin^ 

*  Th'  accumulated  riches  of  the  isles, 

That  mourned  the  loss  in  vain,  was  what  they  owM 

Their  own  supernal  worth,  their  well  earned  post, 

As  guardians  of  the  state.    The  lesson  fell 

Not  in  unheedful  ears,  Ambition  learned 

Beneath  the  sacred  mask  of  liberty 

To  roam  at  large,  and  Avarice  close  b^ind^ 

Usurp'd  the  reverend  form  of  public  care. 

Now  moody  discontent  bejjan  to  fire 
The  plundered  provinces,  vindictive  rage 
liOurb  in  the  red  horizon  round,  nor  less 
The  sons  of  Athens  with  undaunted  brow^ 
Beheld  the  gathering  storm.     By  hx  too  mean 
For  Attic  pride  it  seem'd  to  own  a  fault, 
Or  promise  retribution.     Right  and  wrong 
(Imaginary  limits  !)  were  forgot, 
Or,  if  remember'd,  scorn'd.    The  claims  of  state 
The  claims  of  pride,  (their  sole  criterion  now, 
Of  moral  arbitration,)  urg'd  them  on 
The  menace  to  anticipate,  f  and  dare 
(Tho'  foremost  in  offence)  the  first  to  wield 
The  keen  vindictive  sword.    Then  roam'd  ab)road 
In  all  its  tyrant  majesty  the  pow'r. 
Of  savage  iNDEPENDSifCE,  unrestrained 
By  virtue  or  religion.     Ruthless  deeds, 
Which  level  humankind  beneath  the  tribes 
That  roam  the  moonlight  wilds  in  search  of  bloed^ 
Disgraced  the  triumphs  oi  the  Grecian  world. 

*  During  tbe  Persian  war,  the  Athenians  were  ^ntm^ted  witb 
tbe  collection,  from  tbe  different  states,  of  the  ta^s  to  carr^r  it  on. 
Their  abase  of  this  power  was  a  principal  occasion  of  tbe  succeed*, 
iog  civil  wan  of  Greece. 

t  Vide  Thwydid.  I*  U 
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Beneath  the  vizor  of  their  country's  lore, 

Ambition  burn'd,  with  overweening  pride. 

And  keen  exterminating  rage  unquench'd 

With  less  than  seas  of  blood,  tho'  unincens'd 

By  any  wrongs,  but  dire  necessity 

Of  war  alone.     Their  clear,  enlighten'd  headS| 

And  hearts,  with  hatred  fir'd,  a  spectacle 

Of  hideous  contrast  to  the  loathing  eye 

Of  heaven  presented.    In  less  ample  bound. 

And  still  less  ample,  (in  her  love  to  man) 

Heaven  gave  her  rage  to  range.     In  vain  she  strove 

To  subjugate  the  oriental  powers ; 

When  virtue  left  her  shores,  her  sway  had  been 

No  blessing,  but  a  curse.     In  vain  she  tryed 

Her  freedom  to  preserve,  when  justice  fled 

And  moderation  was  no  more.     What  then 

Was  freedom  to  a  madding  multitude 

Unprincipled,  by  every  demagogue 

That  knew  the  Syren  spell,  calm'd,  or  enfiam'd 

At  vnW  ? — ^What  was  it  but  the  ruffian  law 

Which  ^ol  gives  the  winds.    When  Corus  storms^ 

'*  BonEAS,  and  Cacias,  and  Aroestes  loud  V* 

Such  was  the  fam'd  Athenian  Liberty, 
When  *  the  mild  sun  of  Aristides  set 
And  left  her  dark,  at  random  to  direct 
The  steerage  of  the  state,  and  such  must  be 
For  ever  the  result,  when  popular  pride 
Or  popular  frenzy  by  the  soothing  charm 
Of  artful  demagogue,  or  bard  enflam'd 
Soars  to  a  moon-struck  height.     We  still  must  onm 
That  oft  conspicuous,  every  mental  charm 
Blooms  in  the  genial  soil :  fair  intellect 

*  When  the  influtnce  of  bis  coiuieli  was  lotL 
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And  fancy  there ^heir  golden  fruits  display 

In  wild  luxuriance  to  the  charmed  gaze,       ^ 

There  talents  were  not  lost.     No  merit  pin'd 

.Unknown.     Emerging  on  the  buoyant  flood 

Of  wide  fermenting  freedom  up  they  soar 

And  wanton  in  the  tempest ;  but  with  them 

Ascend  the  passions  too  and  give  the  scene 

A  double  tint  of  horror.    There  the  claims 

Of  man,  in  his  extravagance  of  pride 

Or  drunk  with  rage,  in  wildest  conflict  meet ; 

And  all  are  heard  in  turn,  and  all  in  turn 

Prevail.    The  milder  offices  of  love 

The  fruits  of  social  compact,  which  adorn 

And  dignify  the  man,  are  ail  contemn'd, 

Postponed,  or  quite  forgot — ^Yet  heaven  fbrefend 

The  Muse  should  taint  with  blame  those  heavenly 

boons. 
Given  to  her  parent  Freedom,  tho'  disgrac'd 
By  wild  excess,  for  oft  the  noblest  things 
Degenerate  to  the  worst.    Heaven  meant,  perhaps, 
By  proud  Ambition's  splendid  scenes,  (her  claims 
Tho'  heightened  by  vindictive  rage)  to  rouse 
The  dorttiant  thought,  the  vapid  mind  to  wake 
Its  fires,  to  bid  the  mental  engine  play, 
And  give  it  that  unwearied  spring,  designed 
The  grandest  movements  to  support.    The  Bard 
And  Demagogue  with  potent  breath  combined  * 
Her  vital  energies  presory'd.    But  here 
Had  moderation  given  her  cooling  drop 
Too  soon,  to  check  the  process,  had  the  state 
Sunk  in  the  dead  calm  of  domestic  bliss. 
And,  listening  to  the  lore  of  virtue,  furl'd 
Her  banner,  and  her  (;ivic  garland  flung    . 

*  See  Foitscript  to  the  Fo«nu 
▼OL.  VI.  *  « 
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Away,  perhaps  the  disappointed  worlrf 

Had  never  heard  the  animating  call 

Of  eloquence,  had  ne'er  enjoy'd  the  strain 

Of  Sophocles^  or  his,  whom  *  Pclla  nurst^ 

Or  t  nis,  whose  javcHn-  pierced  the  Tyrant's  \\nt9 

At  Marathon.    Fair  science  and  the  arts. 

Perhaps  had  languished  in  their  favourite  clime. 

They  love  to  lift  their  proud  heads  in  the  storm ^ 

And  wave  sublime  amid  the  windy  war 

Of  popular  fury  and  contending  states. 

From  the  conflicting  clouds  that,  justling  seem 

To  brew  destruction  to  the  subject  world. 

They  drink  the  nimble  lightning,  and  return 

Th'  electric  bounty  with  ambrosial  fruits^ 

Beyond  whatever  bent  Hesperia's  boughs. 

HsKCE  bright  examples  to  the  following  time» 

Hold  out  their  animating  lamp,  and  light 

The  spark  of  Emulation.     Heiice  the  tribes 

Of  Thule  catch  the  academic  glow. 

In  viewless  wafture,  o'er  opposing  climes. 

Yety  what  avails  each  intellectual  charm » 

The  fervid  emanations  of  the  soul 

Met  all  in  bright  assemblage^  all  sublim'd^  .;    - 

Ay  art  and  nature  all  intensely  bent,  '^ 

To  some  grand  purpose? — All  is  vanity-— 

An  idiots  breath ,  that  labours  to  exalt 

A  bubble  in  the  suli,  when  virtue  fail» 

To  give  the  grand  consolidating  charnv 

On  pure  Religion  raised,  her  firmest  base. 

Oh  Pallas,  «worshipp'd  by  Cccropian  swains^ 
Patron  of  independence,-  arts  and  arms, 
All  hail !  the  touch  of  thy  celestial  spear 
Gave  to  the  Attic  mind  cstcpaimon  due 

^  Earipidcsk'  t.  JEasihyloifi^ 
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¥hy  bright  associations  to  receive, 
And  in  one  comprehiensive  view  to  blend 
Fai*  distant  things,     ^o  vulgar  images 
PlayM  on  their  kindling  fancies^  and  enlarg^ii 
(Not  with  a  gradual  slow  ambiguous  hand) 
Their  apf^rehensions,  but  with  plastic  touch 
From  grandest  objects  grouped  with  happiiest  skilly 
Sublimed  their  mental  laculties,  and  raisd 
To  Demigods,  these  favourites  of  the  skies. 
Caught  for  a  moment  in  the  tyrant^s  net 
They  spurnM  th'  insidious  wile^  2lnd  broke  away^ 
Like  the  young  lion  from  the  silken  snare.     ' 
The  mighty  image  of  their  brethreii^s  wrongs 
Came  in  the  visions  of  the  night,  unhid, 
And  troubled  their  repose.     In  contrast  bright 
With  them  the  pictur  d  scenes  of  glory  came 
Conqtiest  and  wide  dominion,  and  the  spoils 
Of  Persia,  borne  above  the  swelling  surge, 
With  most  triumphant  wafture.    Thencie  t&e  glow 
Of  moral  indignation^  with  the  hopes 
Of  wild  ambition  mingling  in  the  mind^ 
Due  fermentation  gave,  the  noblest  fund 
For  gen'rous  deeds  or  glories ;  mix'd  indeed 
With  baser  lees.     Biit  thei^  terrestrial  dregs^ 
Gave  colour  and  consistence  to  the  whole ; 
Due  byas  and  direction ;   else  debasM 
Within  the  nameless  verge  of  savage  life. 
Or  broken  down  in  s^nrit,  they  had  quaked 
Before  some  homebred  tyrant.    Ye  who  tend 
The  first  disclosures  «f  th^  ingenuous  mind, 
With  castioUs  hand  the  iioble  germs  unfold! 
Warm  them  with  all  that  opes  the  mental  powers. 
Fair  prospects^  noble  claims,  exiamples  bright. 
Like  spring  inspiring  vegetable  life^ 
Benignant  breathing  o'er  a  waste  of  blooms  ! 

•  2 
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Stem  precept,  still  with  unrelenting  hancl 
Apply  d,  perhaps  would  chill  the  nohle  growth^ 
And  close  the  hlossoras,  like  the  cutting  gale 
\Vhich  dries  the  virgin  tears  of  gentle  May, 
And  leaves  the  soft-ey'd  Goddess  of  the  Spring 
A  spectre  of  despair.     A  skilful  hand 
It  needs,  to  give  the  infant  passions  play, 
To  cherish  hope,  to  hid  ambition  rise; 
The  baleful  look  of  envy  to  illume, 
With  emulation's  ardent  glance;  to  rouse 
And  keep  them  in  due  government,  like  him 
Who  curbs  the  wild  winds  in  their  mid  career. 
By  the  judicious  glimpse  of  distant  claims 
The  little  sage  and  champion  are  inspired 
With  hope  to  generous  and  heroic  deeds ; 
Their  various  duties  from  their  various  claims. 
Are  best  unfolded.  'What  from  them  is  due 
They  soonest  learn  by  opening  their  young  minds 
To  noblest  expectations,  fairly  formed 
From  their  original  and  destiuM  end. 

We  sung  before  the  noble  lessons  taught 
To  the  Athenians  by  their  gifted  bards, 
Till  Clio  tum'd  a  Parasite  and  fir'd 
Their  minds,  by  flattery's  spell,  to  proird  demands 
And  ruthless  deeds.     We  sung  the  demagogue^ 
The  friend  of  public  virtue  first,  but  soon 
The  minister  of  vengeance  and  of  pride 
Soothing  the  lawless  crowd,  for  sordid  ends 
Of  self.    •  Ye  bloody  and  disastrous  scenes, 
Each  day  disclosed,  while  thro'  his  annual  rangi 
Full  thirty  times  yon  star  diurnal  roll'd. 
Ye  shew  the  triumphs  of  inflated  prider 
Without  the  sense  of  duty  !  N#t  the  bandar. 

*  The  Feloponneaum  war. 
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Hiat  roam  the  western  wilds,  and  oft  carousa 
f  n  kindred  gore,  a  feller  picture  showed 
Than  this  illumin'd^  hau^ty  race,  elate 
With  freedom,  fame  and  intellectual  rank^ 
Above  the  Grecian  a^d  Bari>arie  name. 

Not  a  less  perilous  ^ect  pursuM 
This  over-weening  spirit;  when  they  chose 
To  cultivate  their  reason^  and  to  learo  f. 
Minerva's  lessons  from  their  sages'  voic€b 
The  voice  of  stem  philosophy,  no  less 
Was  tun'd  to  adulation,  than  the  strains 
Of  temporizing  demagogues  and  bards : 
llieir  taste  fastidious  long'd  for  nectar'd  sweets, 
Fine  theories,  by  artful  sophistry 
Disguised,  Uud  Aorid  fictions  to  allure 
Their  steps,  that  scorn'd  the  bare  and  beaten  road 
Of  truth.     Not  yet  the  heavenly  Day-spring  rose 
That  lights  the  world : '  And  Reason's  glimm'ring 

ray 
His  sul)stitute  was  oft  abus'd  and  scorn'd. 
Hence  (to  allure  and  court  the  madding  crowd) 
Not  in  the  search  of  truth,  but  in  pursuit 
Of  fame,  their  sages  trim'd  the  midnigJI^Lt  lamp. 
Each  sophist  seem'd  ambitious  to  exj^ore 
The  sovereign  good ;  aU  seemed^  but  were  not  aU 
Her  votaries  siucere.     By  some  the  light 
Of  truth  eternal  seem'd  obscur'd,  and  lost 
*  In  endless  disputatiou,  to  allure 
The  list'ning  multitude  with  endless  trains 
Of  sophistry,  till  even  the  qaighty  power 
Of  Him  who  governs  all  below,  was  call'd 
In  question,    f  Son^e  to  pleasure's  flowery  path 
Their  sensual  pupillage  beguil'd;  the  rest 

*  Flatoaista  and  Sceptics.  t  Epicureans* 

G  3       ./-     . 
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'*  By  Zeno's  lore  elated,  felt  their  pride 

Expand  to  vrild  extravagance  ;  the  cause 

The  same  in  all ;  for  every  sage  was  bent 

To  please  with  gaudy  forms,  or  smooth  concbils 

The  general  ear,  ambitious,  each  from  eacl^ 

To  gain  the  palm  of  eloquence,  not  truths 

And  rise  triumphant  o'er  the  rival  school. 

Thus  erroyr  oft  was  veil'd  in  specious  mask 

Of  beauty,  not  her  own,  and  led  the  naind 

By  shews  ^f  seeming  good^  and  seeming  fair» 

Far  fro];n  her  destination.     Reason  hence 

Due  comprehension  gained,  by  exercise 

5trength"ncd,    tho'  muf  h  deprav'd  ;  but  the  fin^ 

sense 
Of  public  honour  glowM  no  more,  by  vice, 
By  sordid  interest,  or  by  sensual  joy 
Debased.     Oh  happier  far,  when  from  the  bard 
Tho*  spoil'd  by  fiction,  tho'  by  flattery 
Disguis'dy  they  learn'd  ^ome  useful  truths !  at  least 
The  power  of  providence  they  then  confess'd  ; 
In  human  things  they  saw  1;he  hand  of  heaven 
Reaching  to  this  sublunar  scene*    The  hope 
Of  palrns  elysiaw,  or  the  wholesome  dread 
Of  pen^l  retribution,  o'er  their  minds 
Still  a  faint  influence  hpid.     But  now,  their  chie&^ 
Were  Atheists;  and  by  private  views  alone 
Directed,  let  the  laws  relax ,t  or  bound 
Their  vassalage  in  stricter  bonds,  depraved    ' 
And  by  corruptioi)  brojcen  to  the  chain. 

Then  the  sly  f  Macedonian  Ijook  his  time, 
And  like  the  fabjed  Jove,  with  showejrs  of  gold. 
Thro*  the  proud,  fort  of  public  honour  won 
J^Iis  easy  way.     For  years  on  years  they  pin'c\ 

f  Stoi5?t.  t  PUiKp. 
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0cncatli  his  yoke  and  his  successors,  fallen,  ' 

Fallen  from  their  haughty  rank,  yet  haughty  still, 
Tho'  parasites  ;  elate  in  thought,  th^  scom'd 
The  victor  whom  they  flatter 'd.     Stifl  their  school* 
Maintained  the  palm  of  eloquence,  their  bards 
Unrivaird  trode  the  comic  stage,  tho'  shorn 
Of  their  first  honours — still  in  stratagems 
Of  wordy  war  they  gloried,  tho'  the  shield 
The  dinted  shield  of  Marathon  «vas  hung 
On  high,  and  mad  Bellona's  trump  was  mute. 
Thus  while  that  liberal  spirit,  which  oppos\l 
Tyrannic  power,  was  nurtured,  while  the  range 
Of  reason  was  enlarg'd^  the  lurking  pest 
Still  min'd  within,  and  blasted  all  their  views  $ 
For  still  the  one  thing  needful  was  away. 
That  over-weening  spirit  to  subdue. 
Which  oft  suggested  they  were  more  than  men 
When  they  were  less;  for  still  beyond,  or  short 
Of  the  right  mark  they  aimM,  of  that  best  guide 
Which  clears  Jfche  mental  eye,  bereft. — ^Tho'  far 
Their  glory  spread  ;  tho'  high  their  spirit  flamed ; 
Tho'  intellectual  fame,  was  all  their  own, 
The  Muse's  charm,  and  all  the  various  arts 
That  sweeten  or  embellish  life ;  the  auxDf 
Of  life  itself  was  wanting,  to  restrain 
Their  passions,  and  their  habitudes  to  form 
To  virtuous  lore.    This  failing,  down  they  sunk, 
Pown,  with  accelerated  force  !  Even  then 
When  to  its  highest  pitch  th^ir  glory  sweli'd, 
'Twas  but  the  false  reflection  of  a  day ; 
Or,  like  ^^  eia^b^oidery  of  yon  western  clouds, 
Beryl  and  ruby,  when  the  slanting  beam 
Of  Sol,  fast  jpurneying  to  the  nether  climes^ 
Tli!B  proud  pavilion  of  ii^ild  Eve  adorm 

4^  4 
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With  fading  glories. — Is  it  then  in  fate 

This  gravitation  of  all  human  things 

From  bad  to  worse,  before  they  re-ascend  ? 

Must  they,  still  varying  like  the  seasons,  change 

From  summer's  livery  to  the  faded  vest 

Of  autumn,  and  the  naked  majesty 

Of  winter,  ere  the  sun  returning,  climbs 

The  vernal  signs  again  ?  And  must  the  mind 

Lie  fallow  thus  fo^  ages,  ere  the  seeds 

Of  intellect  and  sentimental  worth  ^ 

Be  sown  ?  And  oh  !  what  countless  weeds  disgrace 

The  noble  crop !  A  wilderness  of  lares 

Marring  the  bounteous  harvest !  Say,  is  this 

The  lot  of  man  ? — Oh  let  not  thoughtless  men 

Repine  !  This  constitution,  tho'  severe 

It  seems,  by  sovereign  wisdom  was  bestow'd. 

And  bears  the  marks  of  sovereign  goodness  still. 

We  were  not  fix'd  in  this  sublunar  vale. 

This  twilight  of  the  intellectual  world. 

To  walk  by  Reason's  pure  abstracted  light. 

And  guide  our  wand'ring  steps  by  her  strict  rule ; 

Where,  at  the  best  she  deals  a  clouded  beam. 

Dur  progress  here,  without  one  devious  turn. 

At  her  behest  to  guide,  is  not  by  man 

Attainable.    The  sight  of  other's  harm, 

The  pungent  memory  of  our  own,  engraves 

The  moral  lesson  deeper  in  our^hearts 

Than  pure  abstracted  reason  ere  could  pierpe« 

The  cause  is  obvious — tho'  the  intellect 

By  Reason's  rigid  precepts  be  informed, 

Like  bright  Arcturus  rising,  clear,  and  cold, 

It  lights,  but  fails  to  warm  us.    Torpid,  still, 

And  deep  entranced,  the  slumb'riug  mind  remains, 

llio'  seemingly  awake,  with  eyes  unseal'dy 
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Like  *  Dante's  prisoners  in  the  wintry  gulph 
Below,  beneath  the  bitter  blast  reclin'd, 
Whose  beamless  eye-balls  glare  with  frozen  tears. 
But  when  example  wakes  our  sympathy » 
And  bids  the  current  of  our  feelings  flow, 
Or,  for  our  own,  or  others'  numerous  ills, 
It  mixes  kindly  with  our  inmost  souls; 
Kindles  our  sonsibility,  awakes 
Our  moral  feelings,  and  with  prudence  join'd. 
Cements,  and  forms,  and  to  consistence  brings 
Benevolence,  else  vague,  and  ^pt  to  fleet 
Away,  like  shadows  of  a  morning  beam. 

Besides,  it  gives  our  intellectual  powers 
More  scope  for  action,  with  attention  deep 
To  recognize  past  errors,  and  to  spy 
Where  first  the  unalarming  speck  began. 
That  ripcn'd  to  disease:  the  narrow  vent 
Whose  imperceptible  small  breach  let  in 
The  tumbling  deluge,  ere  the  flaw  was  fear'd. 
Hence,  by  analogy  we  learn  to  guide, 
Or  the  republic,  or  our  home  concerns. 
With  better  caution  arm'd,  to  shun  the  shelves, 
And  lurking  shoals  that  wreck'd  our  hopes  before. 

The  various  calls  of  life,  the  calls  of  state 
Forbid  delay,  and  scarcely  leave  us  time 
For  due  deliberation.     We  must  act 
Often  on  dubious  views:  when  reason  fails 
Our  best  guide  is  experience.    This,  tho'  late. 
Points  out  the  imperfection  of  our  plans, 
Bids  us  unravel  all  our  former  work, 
And,  like  Penelope,  begin  anew. 

•  _ 

♦  Inferno,  C»  32» 
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POSTSCRIPT 


to  TKB 


RUINS    OF   ATHENS. 


Though  under  a  republic)  talents  may  exhibit  themselves  by 
ftauch  more  astonishing  exertions  than  in  a  monarchy;  yet  ii| 
monarchies,  arts  and  sciences  have  oft^er  found  their  origin  than 
in  republics ;  and  in  monarchies,  their  use  is  more  generally  ex« 
tensive,  and  beneficial.  Examples  are  obvious.  Astronomy  too]( 
its  rise  in  Chaldea,  geometry  in  Egypt.  And  though  poetry  and 
eloquence  rose  to  perfection  in  Greece  and  Eome>  and  though  we 
allow  that  the  bards  and  orators  of  later  days  were  only  imitators 
of  Homer,  and  Demosthenes,  it  is  yet  to  be  tried,  *  whether  the 
splendid  exhibitions  of  Mirabeau  are  equally  beneficial  to  society^ 
with  the  humble  labours  of  a  Flechier,  or  a  Saurin. 

The  common  argument  for  a  demo0rac3',  from  the  corruption  of 
courts,  may  readily  be  retorted  t  the  caufe  of  corruption  is  power, 
diffuse  that  power  among  the  people^  without  a  necessary  constitu- 
tional restraint,  and  partial  corruption  becomes  general.  The 
court  of  Persia  was  depraved  in  many  instances,  but  the  manners 
of  the  people  were  much  more  pure  than  those  of  the  contem^ 
porary  Oreeks  themselves  :  for  particulars  see  Herodotus.  It  i« 
to  be  observed  also,  that  where  the  Persians*  religion  was  established. 
It  admitted  of  no  intercom  nmnity  of  foreign  rites  or  foreigijL  opi? 
tuoDS-— the  general  cause  of  popular  corruption. 

*  The  reader  must  not  forget  that  this  was  written  at  the  com* 
mencement  of  the  French  Kevolutioo.  llie  trial  has  been  made, 
fatally  for  Europe,  which  is  now  suffering  under  the  lamentably 
consequences.  Ep» 
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TO  MRS.  F**»*»»» 


ISo  more  from  Henrietta's  eyes. 

From  every  grace  the  fair  that  armsi 
JBid  me  retire  with  caution  wise, 

Nor  brave  her  conquering  charms. 

Yet,  6  my  Friend !  had  not  my  soul 
To  Beauty's  power  been  clos'd  by  Fate^ 

{  sure  had  own'd  her  sweet  controul. 
And  you  had  warned  too  Jate* 

F^r  I  upon  her  lovely  mien 

K^,ve  gaz'd ;  her  voice  my  ear  retains^ 
And  he  who  once  has  heard  and  seen, 

Must  wear  eternal  chains. 

ii 

But  I  from  thraldom's  dread  am  free. 

Not  even  her  magic  can  prevail ; 
INor  could  my  heart  securer  be 

If  cas'd  in  tep-fold  mail. 

The  force  of  Love  I  well  may  scorn  ; 

His  time  to  wound  my  breast  is  o'ert 
For  every  nerve  of  feeling  torn, 

I  now  can  feel  no  more,       ^ 

(iovc,  Fame,  Ambition,  all  forgot, 

There's  nought  on  earth  my  wishes  crave 

But  one  calm,  sacred,  narrow  spot; 
Th^t  spot|  the  silent  grave* 

B*  A.  PArEKPOBT* 
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IMITATION 

•Gf  THE 

FIRST  PYTHUN  OF  PINDAR. 

(rRA6M«NT.) 
BY    LEIGH    HUNT,    ESQ. 


As  it  is  seldom  feund  in  Englbh  Pindarics*  that  the  Strophe  and 
Antistrophe  are  without  the  Epode,  I  think  some  reason  should  he 
given  for  the  exclusion  of  the  latter  stanza  from  the  following 
Ode.    In  the  original  we  have  the  three  stanzas,  i.  e.  the  Strophe, 
Antistrophe,  and  Epode,  entire ;  but  Pindar  knew  not  the  fetters 
4»f  rhyme :  he  could  weave  such  words  into  one  line  and  such  ixUo 
another  without  stopping  the  rapiditj^  of  composition :  his  hnmb\e  * 
translator 'found  that  the  alteration  of  the  metre  from  the  Strophe 
and  Antistrophe  necessary  to  form  the  Epode  was  a  very  trouble- 
some bar  to  the  rapidity  of  his  composition*  and  that  it  was  much 
easier  to  move  forwards  in  the  regular  and  uniform  metre  of 
Strophe  and  Antistrophe,  than  by  turning  out  of  the  way  to  find 
a  different  harmony.    West  iu  his  translation  of  this  verv  Ode 
confines  himself  to  the  Decade,  as  the  metre  less  difiicult  Ep  him 
Qt  that  minute  than  the  varied  stanza  of  the  original :  for  latitude 
and  variation  of  metre  is  notalways  an  assistant  of  composition,  unless 
in  an  irregular  blank  poem,  like  that  for  instance  of  Mr.  Southey, 
entitled  '  Thalaba',  which,  by  the  by,  has  scarcely  a  more  distinct 
division  of  metrical  numbers  tkan  the  effusions  of  the  Son  of 
Eingil,  and  in  my  humble  opinion,  would  have  an  infinitely  aiOre 
extensive  number  of  readers,  if  it  were  printed  in  the  manner  of 
^Q0e»  like  OsiiaB  and  Telemachtis. — ^Hut  that  the  usage  of  tkt 
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Stroplie  and  Antistrophe  alone  may  not  seem  unprecedented  among 
our  English  Bards,  we  have  only  to  produce  an  Ode  of  a  sablime 
poet»  in  which  a  single  Strophe  and  a  single  Antistrophe  are  the 
only  two  stanzas ;  the  Ode  to  Mercy>  by  Collins :  Pindar  himself 
sometimes  rejects  the  Epode,  as  in  the  sixth  and  last  Pythian 
Odes*  and  the  last  Olympic*  which  is  M onostrophaic*  and  consists 
of  two  Strophes  entirely  differing  in  metre.— After  all,  when  #e 
consider^,  that  Odes  are  now  no  longer  danced  to ;  (for  the  pro* 
fession  of  a  Poet  in  these  days  is  not  qaite  so  joyoos)  that  we. 
have  no  movements  round  the  altars  from  left  to  right,  &c.  &c« 
to  express  the  motion  of  the  spheres  and  planets ;  and  that  th% 
Strophe  (0^^)  and  Antistrophe  (arri-cr^^y  took  their  names 
from^nd  entirely  depended  on  these  movements^  it  would  rather 
be  judged  proper  to  exifel  these  stansas,  or  rather  their  titles,  from 
modem  lyrics ;  and  indeed  I  should  think  it  ray  duty  to  take  my 
leave  of  them  at  once,  were  it  not  that  I  have  as  sincere  a  wi» 
as  any  translator  or  imitator  of  Pindar  ever  indulged,  that  the 
reguUtrii;/  and  harmony  ofmeantre  in  his  works^  should  be  particularly 
impressed  upon  tlte  mmds  of  those,  who  imagine  that   the  Ode 
on  die  Passions,  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  or  any  other  irregular  Ode  in 
the  language,  is  a  true  and  excellent  imitation  of  the  Theban's 
manner,  and  that  the  disproportioned,  uncertain,  and  perplexefl 
metre  at  Cowley  is  justly  dignified  witii  the  title  of  Pinaaric    As 
these  gentleman  cannot  read  the  Creek  of  Pindar,  ^for  if  diej 
could,  they  ^ould  not  have  entertained  their  irregular  notions  so  long) 
let  them  turn  te  hb  animated  translator  West,  or  the  original  Pin- 
darics of  Collins  and  Gray,  and  they  will  find,  that  the  feet  of  one 
Strophe  stand  in  the  exact  position  of  those  of  the  other ;  that  the 
Stxaphe  a«d  Antistrophe  are  always  of  equal  length ;'  and  that  the 
harmony  of  the  second  Epode,  whether  i^*s  lines  vary  or  ao  in  it« 
jwlf,  only  repeats  th«  harmony  of  the  first. 


d* 


tyUihun  Mtf-ar  titUiMff  &c« 


8TR0PH£  1st;  .^ 


Harp  of  gold,  thou  joy  divine 
Of  Music's  lord  and  the  Aonian  maids, 
'Whose  tresses  thro'  the  beaming  glades 
Bright  with  the  glossy  violet  darkly  shine; 
*  Thriird  with  thy  strain,  the  mirthful  dance 
Bids  it's  entwining  charm  advance ; 
And  when  deep  murm*ring  from  thy  full-swept  string 
Strong  gales  the  swelling  prelude  fling, 
Thy  raptur'd  choir  the  sign  obey, 
And  pour  the  hosts  bf  sound  thro'  Heav'ns  unfathom'4 
w^y. 

ANtlSTROPHE  Istw 

t  Queqching  it's  eternal  fire 

The  light'ning  sinks  with  all  it's  shafted  light; 

The  lord  of  the  aerial  flight 

Nods  on  the  sceptre  of  th'  immortal  Sire ; 

*  Gray  has  imitated  the  original  thought  of  these  lines  m  lftl# 
1st  Epode  of  his  Progress  of  Poetry ; 

Thee  the  voice,  the  dance  obey 
Tempered  to  thy  warbled  lay*-* 

is  maxufestly  the 

•f  Pindar. 

t  Gray  has  imitated  more  closely  the  original  of  these  lines ^ 
W  Editor  thinks,  woMj :  bot  I  Mooot  coacme  ^  ^tiiouglr 
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And  dtopping  down  on  cither  side 

His  mighty  plumes  in  yielding  pride, 

0*er  his  bent  visage  and  his  orbs  of  flame 

Dark  shadows  pour  in  thrilling  dream.; 

Whclm'd  in  the'  impetuous  stream  of  sound. 

He  lifts  his  arching  back  and  drops  in  sleep  profound. 


STROPHE  n. 

Wisdom  and  the  melting  Muse 
Together  mingle  a  resistless  charm  ; 
*  The  lord  of  battle  dr«ps  his  arm, 
And  heav'nly  souls  their  loftier  fancies  lose, 

be  has  omitted  one  beautiful  phrase*  fixt^ofm  a^o  MXetlrf$f,  whicli 
the  attentive  West  has  but  poorly  translated*  if  I  remember  right; 

While  gentle  sleep  his  closing  eyelid  seals; 

besides  the  entire  omission  of  that  majestic  description  of  the 
pasture  of  the  royal  bird  while  dropping  to  slumber, 

vyftv  rorrof  tuufttf  &c. 

yet  I  cannot  but  think*  that  Pindar  is  not  a  little  indebted  to  fait 
imitator  for  the  translation  of  his  ittTiMm  iriv  ^  ivi  m  nft3ju  £cc« 
which  our  Bard  has  thus  rendered; 

Quench'd  in  dark  clouds  of  slumber  tie 

The  terror  of  his  heak  and  lightnings  of  his  «ye* 

*  Kai  yaf  ffia- 
rag  Apnc»  I'f^X*^"'*  an^Bt  Xdrwv 

l^ray  has  numbered  this  also  among  the  powers  of  hariQony; — 

On  Thracia's  hills  the  lord  of  War 

Has  curb*d  the  fury  of  his  car, 

And  dropped  hij  thirsty  liiKp  at  thy  comiaaad. 
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•  But  they,  from  whom  immortal  Jove 
Has  tum'd  his  radiant  smiles  of  love, 
Whether  in  earth  or  Ocean's  dark  profound 
Hear  Discord  shriek  in  ev'ry  sound.  • 

Such  he  i",  the  Gbds'  relentless  foe, 
,  Fills  the  Tartarean  gulph  with  howls  of  madd'ning  woe. 


ANTiSTROPlIE  II. 

Fierce  with  hundred-handed  strength, 

And  raging  with  a  hundred  mouths  of  pain, 

He,  loud  and  ireful ly  insane, 

Dashes  with  chains  of  fire  his  mighty  length. 

To  him  of  old  Cilicia's  cave 

A  refuge  for  existence  gave. 

Now  Cuma,  wild  with  circling  Ocean's  roar, 

And  hot  Sicilians  angry  shore, 

And  ^na's  column,  lord  of  air, 

Weigh  on  his  shaggy  breast  pond'rous  and  huge  despair. 


STROPHE  III. 

Where  the  beams  of  day  expire. 

From  darkling  caves,  big  with  horrendous  shade, 

Fierce  hissing  o'er  it's  gleaming  head 

Spout  flames  of  wild  intolerable  fire. 

Mingling  the  rolling  smoke  with  gold 

The  blazing  sulph'rous  sheets  unfold ; 

*  Horace  seems  to  ascribe  to  music  a  very  different  effect  on. 
ATicked  minds.  Vide  Od.  II.  Lib.  3. 

t  Typheus.  / 


Arid  oft  ttie  vol  vent  flames  sublimely  bright, 

Breaking  the  dread  repose  of  night, 

t)ccp  in  the  wave  with  wildest  crash 

*rorn  from  ih'  ardurous  rock  the  fearful  splinters  dash, 

I 

ANTISTROPHE  IIL 

Liftirfg  short  his  painful  head 
The  huge  Vulcanian  Monster  hurls  oh  high 
Tremendous  whirlpools  to  the  liky ; 
When  bleeding  on  the  flint's  sharp  rugged  bed. 
And  howling  underneath  his  woods 
An  echo  to  the  sulph'rolis  floods, 
He  clothes  the  purple  rock  with  clotted  gote, 
iDeep  listening  to  his  fearful  roar 
Th'  Etnean  Genius  lifts  his  awful  eye, 
And  shakes  the  rocky  steep,  and  thunders  thro'  the 
sky. 


EPIGRAM. 

When  the  Devil  engaged  with  Job's  patience  in  battle^ 
Tooth  and  nail'stroye  to  \yeary  him  out  of  his  life, 

Mc  robb'd  him  of  children,  slaVes,  houspSj  and  cattle ; 
Butj  malk  liic — he  ne'er  thought  of  taking  his  wife* 

But  Heaven,  at  length,  Job's  forbearance  rewards  ; 

At  length  double  wealth,  double  honour  arrives ; 
ileaVen  doubles  his  children,  slaves,  houses,  and  hferds-r- 

But  ^'e  doA^t  hear  a  word  of  a  couple  of  wives. 


^ 


RETROSPECTION, 


MoTemor,  nescio  qao  pacto,  ipsii  locisi  quibnta  quorntn  adtt^ 
fUBurt  adsant  vestigiii*  Ci«kft9* 


STROPHE  L 

O !  that  to  yonder  sphere  of  light, 
That  scorns  the  mountain*s  crested  heighti 
\Vhere  never  eagle  dipt  her  plume  in  gold, 

Upborne  on  wings  of  rapture  I  might  soar. 
The  world  beneath  with  tranceful  gaze  behold, 
Then  close  my  eyes  in  night,  and  see  no  more! 
So  might  I  from  those  frozen  snows. 
Where  Norway's  son's  disdain  repose^ 
fo  where  with  blood-shot  eye,  and  tusked  mouthy 
Jms  the  fierce  boar  the  billows  of  the  South, 
With  panting  soul,  and  orbs  that  mock  at  space^ 
Each  deedful  scene  of  earth,  that  Tame  has  stampti 
retrace ! 


ANTISTROFHE  L 

Tet  whither,  \vhithcr  shall  I  turn 
The  ardour  of  my  longing  eyety 

Yonder,  where  Lybian  deserts  bum, 

Or  there,  whcr«  Alpine  rampartl^  riie^i 
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Or  where,  of  kingly  floods  supremfi 
Nile  rolls  his  manv*raouthed  stream ; 
Or  Scylla  holds,  with  savage  sway. 
Its  wild,  unvoyageablc  way :        .      ^ 
Or  where  in  reason's  spite,  in  pomp  of  pridf » 
The  anvry  Persian  lashed  the  rebel  tide, 
,  Or  Macedoniii's  haughty  conqueror  hurl'd 
tie  light'niiigs  of  his  spear  o'er  the  wide-wond'ring 
world  ? 


EpODE  L 

But  where  that  mighty  dome, 
Thdt  swept  the  southern  .sky. 
With  shadowy  frown  o'er  Tiber's  darkling  flood?— ^ 
Low  in  the  dust  its  glories  lie! — 
Is  this  then  all  thy  boasted  grandeur,  Rome  f 
For  this  was  half  a  globe  immerg'd  in  blood  f 
For  this  did  Brutus  from  pollution  start, 
And  Cato  sheath  the  dagger  in  his  hettrt  i 
Ah!  self-devouFd,  sdf-murther'd,  self-betray 'd, 
Smear'd  with  the  wounds  thy  own  misdeeds  have  madci 
The  warning  voice  has  gone  in  viin-^— 
Thy  silken  sons,  a  dastard  train. 
In  Ples^ure's  lap  supinely  lie 
And  quaff  the  cup  of  revelry! 
Ofi^pring  of  Scorn,  from  night  to  morn, 

Your  curst  caroUsals  mftdly  keep,-— 
In  soft  repose  your  eyelids  close. 
Hereafter  they  shall  wake  to  weep : 
E'cniiow,  e'en  now  from  yonder  Northern  shores 
The  hordes  of  Carnage  rush,  and  hungry  Vengeanc* 
roars  1 

h2 


^g 
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STROPHE  IL 

Yet  tho'  dark  Kuln's  raven  sway 

Hath  swept  thy  hour  of  pomp  away, 
Tho*  Superstition's  bleak  and  cowering  win|^ 

Thy  shadowy  throne  with  gloomy  pride  o'ersprcai 
We  yet  may  ask,  if  chance  oiir  footsteps  bring. 
To  mourn  thy  triumphs  lost,  thy  glories  fled, 
VVhere  Tully's  lips  thy  senates  mov'd. 
Where  Horace  tun'd  the  lyre  he  lov'd, 
Or  Mantua's  Swan,  in  Caesar's  happier  day, 
Swell'd  with  unruffled  plume  its  pasj'ral  lay. 
Where  Julius  fell,  and  chaste  Lucr6tia  poar'd 
Her  agonizing  sont  on  Honour's  beamy  sword ! 


ANtiSTiiopftf:  n. 

But  lo  1  from  Asia's  hills  afar 

Descends  a  long  continued  train, 
is  it  the  bickering  march  of  war. 

That  throngs  with  troops  the  tented  plair^  f 
Ko  thunders  rive  the  withering  air, 
•  Nor  helm,  nor  panoply  is  there, 
With  pensive  pace,  a  pilgrim  baud,. 
To  fair  IMedina's  distant  strand,  , 

And  Mecca's  hallow'd  fanes  devout  they  poar^ 
From  Carmel's  cliff,  from  Taf  tan  Caspia's  shore 
Tyre's  golden  gates,  Sal>aea's  balmy  bloom. 
And  kiss  with  holy  joy  the  dark  Usurper's  tomb. 
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EPQP5  IL 

Lift  high  ^he  swelling  strdn^ 
And  loftier  notes  prepare,  , 

Tor  sec,  where  Albion  quits  the  westering  tide :  / 

So  leaves  the  lord  of  beasts  his  (air^ 
%o  shakes  the  terrours  of  his  golden  mane  : 
Queen  of  the  Isles  1  fair  HonoiKP'e  bloomy  bride 
I  know  thee  now — 1  know  each  craggy  seat, 
faith's  firmest  throne,  and  Freedom's  best  retreat ; 
%  know  the  heroes  of  thy  patriot  line, 
I  know  each  raptur'd  bard,  each  sage  divine  : 

Whether  thy  Shakespeare's  thunders  roll. 
Or  Otway  charms  the  subject  soul, 
Or  Newton  kens  the  milky  wayt 
'i"  Or  Milton  drinks  the  gales  of  day# 

What  tho'  around  thy  native  mound  |- 

The  frowns  of  Danger  widely  spread, 
Tho'  billows  scowl,  and  tempests  howl, 
And  hover  o'er  thy  fearless  head  : 
Still  may'st  thou  urge  thine  empire  o'er  the  main, 
Kor  hurl  uiy  volUcd  fires,  nor  lift  the  lance  in  vain ! 

BOBRINO. 


EPIGRAM. 

*'        FROM    THE    FRENCH    OF    GOMOAULD. 

By  showering  wealth  and  titles  splendid 
On  thee !  the  basest  of  the  bad ! 

Jt  seems  that  Fortune  sure  intended 
To  drive  insulted  Virtue  mad, 

R.  A»  H. 

ii3 


10? 
HYMN, 

TO  TIIE  104tl>  FSAOl  TOKE^ 
^  BT  T.  FARK,  ESQ. 


Mt  soul  praise  the  Lord,  speak  good  of  his  nam^ 
His  mercies  record,  liis  bounties  proclaim : 
To  God,  their  Creator,  let  all  crea^turcs  raise 
The  song  of  thanksgiving,  the  chorus  of  praise ! 

Though  hid  from  man's  sight,  God  reigns  on  bis  throBe^ 
Yet  here  by  his  works  their  great  Author  is  knpw^ ; 
The  world  shines  a  mirror  its  Maker  to  sl^ow, 
And  Heaven  views  its  image  reflected  below« 

ThosD  agents  of  pow'r,  fire,  water,  earth,  sky, 
Atjtest  the 'dread  might  of  God  the  most  High  ; 
l¥ho  rides  on  the  whirlwind,  when  clouds  Veil  bis  forni^ 
lyho  smiles  in  the  sun-beam,  or  frowns  in  the  storm« 

By  knowledge  supreme,  by  wisdom  divine, 
God  governs  this  earth  with  gracious  design; 
O'er  beast,  bird,  and  insect,  his  providence  reigns, 
Whose  wul  iirst  created,  whose  love  still  sustains* 

And  man,  his  lakt  work,  with  reason  endued. 
Who  falling  through  sin,  by  grace  was  renewed  :•«• 
To  God,  his  Creator,  let  man  ever  raise 
The  song  of  thanksgiving,  the  chorus  of  praise ! 


103 


VERSES, 

ADDRESSfiD  TO  A  LADY  OF  QUALITY 

^TTR  A   ORAWINO   Of  iVKCAATT  lit   PSKTRSnXRE,  TIIB  8C£2C|1. 
OF  THS   WAttLIXB  ATCHIEVBMBNTS    OF  HER  ANCBSTORS*       , 


BT  B.  CA&LYLB«       ' 


These  classic  margins  of  the  silver  Tay 
First  saw  the  prowess  of  the  godlike  Hay*  \ 
Here  with  his  gallant  stripling  sons  he  stood, 
^Vhile  flow'd  around  him  streams  of  Danish  blood. 

*  Tbe  battle  of  Lancarty  was  (ought  in  the  tenth  eeutury  W* 
tween  the  Scots  and  Danes,  soon  after  the  latter  invaded  Scodao^ 
in  the  reign  of  Kenneth  the  third  King  of  Scutlandl    The  Scots' 
^wiiited  for  the  Danes  after  their  landing,  on  the  plains  of  liUn- 
€»Tty  four  miles  alntve  Perth,  when  a  bloody  battle  ensued^  at 
-which  the  Scots  were  giving  way  on  all  sides.    l|ay»  a  peasant|> 
accompanied  by  two  of  his  sons,  saw  what  was'likely  to  he  the  . 
issue  t>f  tbe  day,  and,  armed  with  only  such  weapons  as  his  occu* ' 
patioo  fttifaished  him  with,  by*  the  force  of  his   valeor,  courage," 
and  heroic  behaviour,  he  was  not  only  instrumental '  in  ^ttenimuig" 
the  tide  of  the  battle,  but  lus  prowess  so  animated  the  retiring 
troops  of  the  Scots,  that  they  rallied,  repulsed,  and  etfectualiy 
obliged  the  Danes  te  retire  in  great  disorder  to  their  ships,  which 
lay  at  anchor  at  the  mouth  of  the  Tay.    As  soon  as  Kenneth  heard 
•f  th«  gaUant  atchie?emeat  of  the  heroic  peasaat,  be  created 
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Hail  land  beloved!  thy  plains  produced  a  man, 

Who  "  march'd  in  freedom's  cause^  and  led  the  v^nj** 

Whose  arm  uplifted  broke  th'  invading  band, 

While  Independence  blessed  his  native  land  ; 

Oh  I  could  kneel  and  kiss  the  sacred  soil, 

Which  grew  prolific  from  the  IIeroe*s  toil; 

Which  :nerv'd  the  sifieyvy  ei^nt  arm,  t}iat  broke,       , 

The  wretched  bondage  ofa  foreign  yoke. 

And  sav'd  his  country  when  around  her  pour'd 

llie  savage  lerions  of  a  race  abhorr'd. 

An<r  as"^amid  these  \<^recks  pf  time  I  'trace. 

With  pilgrim  footsteps,  this  respected  place, 

Wliich  saw  the  splendid  actions  of  your  sire, 

Actions  succeeding  ages  still  admire  ; 

By  airy  beings  spoke  methinks  I  hear, 

These  sounds  celestiJit;'warb1t*'^iti'lny  ^ar; 

"  Oh  m^y  the  noble  lineage  thus  begun,  ^ 

"  Increase  in  splendor  by  e^ch  virtuous  son;  ,. 

**  And  may  e{ich  beauteous  daughter  stiiriinitc,  '.. 

^*  K\\  Angefs  goddness,  with  the  Hdro*s  might;  ; 

**  And  as  eld  Time  advances,  may  the  name  *  ^ 

<'  Still  blopil>  imrriortal,  in  the  -ffelds  of  Fame!'* 

Hd^  l^arl  pf  Kt-roU}  ,a^(]  gaye  hjm  as  much  land  ast  ;i  l*aIcon  fle^fr 
pl^ey  befpre  l^e  arCghtdd.  The  flight  Of  the  bird  happened  toy 
be  over  the  rich  plain  of  Gpw^ie,  commpnly  called  the  garden  of 
Scotland. — From  an  origin  so  trnly  noble  are  descended  the  fanai-. 
lies  of  the  Earls  of  Erroll  and  Kinndul  and  the  Marquis  of  Twee- 
ftale ;  and  if  trii.e  benevolence,  exalted  dignitj,  and  personal' 
beauty,  any  way  distinguish  the  human  character,  the  descenrf- 
aiits"  of  so  noble  a  progenitor  prove  themselves  not  only  fennoblec^ 
fty  the  King  of  Scotlaud  but  by  the  Kuig  of  Kings. 


*  ^ 


«  >  »    •        • 

METRICAL  HEPORt'        '■ 

>  ■  .1 

Of  a  Medical  Conversaiun^  .kt^tvi^f^  two  \^pot^€cqrice^  on  m 
%c€t  Day  in  October ^  whi^^^k^ir  Patj^tv^as  cxfipfg  of 


.     .....  A 


"uLSK  doubly  f$U,.  s^d  stay  protraeUd  . .     ' 
To  hear  from.Niirse  how  draughts. had  actedj 
From  thd  sick  sufferer  both  retire —  . 
And  rang'd  befpre  the  parlour  fire, 
^*  Well,  Sir,"  says  iEsculapius  Drug,  '  i 

And  drew. his  chair  to  Galen  Smivgy 
**  Well,  Sir,— I  think^but  take  this  seat,  * 
<  'Tis  warmer/ V*^:  Dear  Sir."— <*  I  entreat: 
Freely  to  state  thf  Pfis^  before  us. — : 
(This  black-dyed  cloth's  so  very  porous^ 
And  worn  withal  s^.viiry  thin, 
Tm  almost  wetted  to  the  skin). 
But  really.  Sir,  and  much  1  dread  it, 
This  case  will  da  U5>Jittle.XU:julite — 
(Had  I  of  such  a  soaking  thought, 
My  large  umbrella" I'd  have  brought.)** 
«<  Why,  Sir,"  (says  Galen),  "  1  confess 
My  apprehensions  are  not  less;  j 

For  though  Tve  tartar  tried,  and  squilLsn 
Fast  as  'tis  draii/d,  the  vmtev  fills : 
What  process.  Sir,  occurs  to  you — •    .  . 
J^jx  t^e  sjime  dose,  or  try  some  uew  T* 


10^ 

•*  Why,  Sir,  (I'm  getting  somewhat  dryer; 

Borne  coals  here  to  the  parlour  fire). 

In  hydrop  cases,  taU»  gualiSf 

Our  nostrum  is  the  digiialii? 

It  rummages  th'  abdomen  well. 

And  aqueous  tumors  will  expel. 

Either  by  peristaltic  motion, 

Ot'ore  <i^-^— almost  an  occan/^ 

«•  True,  Sir; — And  yet  on  old  Huck  Sauftdtr^ 

When  he  had  dropsy,  gout,  and  jaundice. 

About  six  days  before  he  died, 

The  drastic  you  propose,  was  tried : 

And  when  'twas  done,  the  Doctor ^wor^, 

*  Had  he  a»  many  livea,  and  more 

Than  cats  entaiV--</«cfflrtff  credit  J  ^ 

To  save  them  all,  he'd  not  repeat  it/ 

But  maugPO'  this — in  <iraught  or  pill 

111  give i^^-^sperendumnili'^ 

**  Ultimum  vak^^thtL^s  my  notion— 

I  too  will  send  a  potent  potion : 

At  least,  it^s  action  will  be  brief, 

And  Nature  now  asks  bold  relief/' 


l%ey  parted,  to  meet  there  no  mor»^^ 
The  patient's  sufferings  sooa  were  o'er ! 


•  •• 


EPIGRAM- 


Whxk  Rochester  doubted  if  one  of  his  fry. 

By  disease  or  a  cord  would  from  life  be  ejected ; 

"  My  Lord,"  quoth  the  wag; "  that  depends  whether  I 
By  your  mistress  or  principles  first  am  infected."     . 

o.  u.  p. 
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BACCHANALIAN  ODE. 

TO  M.  MENABD, 

SSOH   TB«   IlhBNCH  Of   BA,C4N. 


xTow  tbat  Winter,  with  gloomy  and  rigpjCPUt  4way, 
HuFl$:hi^tcmpe9^,  his  &Ieet|  and  his  snQv^  all  tjte  d«y^ 

And  keeps  us  besieg'd  by  the  fire> 
Let,us4]fowo  ip; the i^ass ajl  oujc  carts «s  veought, 
>  Nor  give  taa^c^,  and  parties,  and  stat^men  ^tl^^t^. 

Nor  who  fights  and  whp  Gonqueiiu  enquiry 

I  know,  dear  lyfenard,  all  the  worlds  ibftt  yott  writ)e, 
Truits  immortal  of  many  a.  slumberl^sa  nig)^ 

Will  live  till  the  world  meets  its  doom.: 
But  what  will  it  boot  you,  dear  friend,  that  your  navf 
Siiall  surely  be  read  in  the  temple  of  Fame,. 

When  you  feed  the  worms,  of  tl^q  t^^b^ 

Quit,  quit  then  a  toil  which  in  vain  you  bestow  ! 
Of  our  nectar  delicious  in  torrents  shaU  flow 

The  ruby-red  sparkling  stores. 
More  ruddy  and  briglit  will  our  nectar  be  foond^ 
Than  that  which  young  Ganymede,  passing  aroundi 

In  the  cups  of  the  deities  pou|9. 

*Tis  wine  that  so  swiftly  speeds  onward  the  years^ 
That  each  scarce  a  day  to  our  fancy  appears : 
Tis  wine  nuikes  us  youthful  once  more: 


IDS 

TTis  wine  til  at  alone  from  the  bosom  bids  fly 
The  regret  and  remembrance  of  things  now  gone  by, 
And  the  dr^ead  of.  the  sorrows  in  store. 

Let  us  drink,  dear  Menard ,  let  us  fill  high  our  glasses^ 
For  Time,  stealing  on,  imperceptibly  passes; 

He  leads  to  the  close  of  our  course. 
Twere  in  vain  to  entreat  for  a  momciit  of  grace, 
The  years  will  as  little  their  footsteps  retrace, 

As  rivers  run  back  to  their  source. 


\  . 


The  Spring,  cloth'd  with  light,  and  with  verdure,  aa4 
•      blci6ih,  '     '    ''• 

Htmll  quickly  again  chase  the  frost  and  the  gloom ; 

The  sea  has  its  ebb  and  its  rise! •  '  '    ' 

Butwhenthat  at  length  rosy  Youth  quits  the  stage. 
And  his  Empire  resigns  to  the  sceptre  of  Age, 

For  ever;  •  for  ever  he  flies ! 

The'la^  of  stem  Death  seize  resistless  on  all ! 
Alike  on  thie  sovereign's  palace  they  fall. 

And  the  reed-cover'd  hut  of  the  swain. 
The  Fates,  when  they  please,  destine  man  to  the  grave. 
And  the  thi'eiad  of  existence,  in  monarch  and  slave,' 

By  the  sathe  steel  they  sever  in  twain. 

By  their  tyrannous  power  nought  on  earth  is  rever'd. 
It  strikes,  and  the  things  that  eternal  appear'd  ' 

Like  the  visions  of  slumberers  sink  : 
By  that  powers  dear  Menard,  we  too  soon  shall  be  led,, 
Jn  tiie  regions  of  darkness  and  silence  to  ti'ead, 

And  the  stream  of  oblivion  to  drink. 

\  I^.  A,  PAVENPQRX* 
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ODE 


TO , 


PS   IMITATION    OP   HORACE,    BOOK   H.   CD,    iS* 


Otium  Divosy  &c.  £co« 


Fon  ease,  the  wearied  Seaman  sighs 
When  cloudy  night  involves  the  skies, 

Nor  moon,  nor  stars  appear ; 
While  glaring  o'er  the  troubled  deep 
Pale  Fancy  sees  fresh  tempests  sweep, 

And  heightens  every  fear. 

For  ease  the  hardy  sons  of  war, 
The  fierce  Croatian  and  Hussar, 

'Mid  carnag'd  fields  implore, 
For  ease,  a  blessing  never  sold. 
Beyond  the  price  of  gems  or  gold, 

Those  toys  the  vain  adore. 

For  neither  gold  nor  gems  combin'd 
Assuage  the  tumults  of  the  mind 
Which  forc'd  the  wretch  to  roam, 


A 
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Andy  oft»  Disease  and  haggard  Care 
From  lowly  poverty  repair. 
To  haunt  the  regal  dome. 

How  happy  tie,  how  truly  bkitf 
Whom  of  paternal  fields  possest 

No  gilded  follies  lead, 
Whom  in  a  state  not  lour,  nor  high| 
**  An  elegant  sufficiency*'  • 

Protects  from  worldly  need* 

Frail  tenants  of  Life's  fleeting  hour. 
Why  do  we  aim  beyond  our  power 

At  grandeur  here  below? 
Why  seek  for  ease  in  distant  skies, 
Then  learn  (too  late !)  tJie  boon  we  pri^e 
TTis  Virtue's  to  bestow. 

The  stings  of  conscience  can  we  fly  ? 
Can  wealthy  can  luxury  supply 

The  loss  of  inAoccncc  f 
No ;  ever  present  to  our  view 
Bemorse  must  still  our  steps  pursue. 

And  haunt  the  dire  offence. 

The  soul,  whom  Virtue's  dictates  sway. 
Enjoys  the  sunshine  of  the  day, 

Nor  pines  at  distant  ill  ^ 
Assured  that  sorrows  ard  his  share, 
That  man's  best  state  is  mixed  with  car0 

By  Heaven's  unerring  will* 

Great  Russel  fell  in  manhood's  bloom. 
While        by  Fate's  itiyst^otxs  dooin, 
Yet  lingers  on  the  at^^e, 

*  lll9IDpfl0a» 


Ill 

AnA  while  the  boon^s  denied  to  Thet, 
Ferhaps  all-bounteous  Heaven  to  me 
Extends  a  peaceful  age. 

For  Thee, — ^what  various  joys  combine. 
Power,  rank,  and  honors  all  are  thincy 

Hereditary  wealth ! 
for  me,— an  humbler  lot  wiU  please. 
An  honest  name,  domestic  ease. 

Friends,  competence  and  health,— > 


W.B» 


TO  THE  MEMORY 

OF  THE 

EIGHT  HON.  CHARLES  JAltt£S  FOJC, 


Kon  iibi,  sed  toto  genitnm  se  credere  Mttadosh 

II    '    '        hi  I  ' 

WrrH  boundless  stores  of  native  genius  ffaughjl^ 
By  science  cherish'd,  and  by  reason  taugKL 
Whose  public  labours  conscious  duty  steerd. 
Whose  social  hours  Benevolence  endeared  ; 
Sincere  of  soul,  by  interest  unconfin'd. 
Friend  of  his  Country  and  of  all  Mankind, 
Fox  rests  at  length  from  earthly  cares  remov'd^ 
And  tastes  that  pieace  his  gentle  Spirit  iov'd^ 


/ 
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Long  on  his  frame  had  wasting  sickness  preys^ 
His  pains  cncreas'd,~the  vital  springs  decayM^ 
But  ling'ring  Death  th'  uplifted  stroke  dela/d ; 
Th*  imperfect  accents  died  upon  bis  tongue, 
And  all  around  in  silent  ahgui^h  hung. — 
Yet  pure  Devotion  taught  his  soul  to  rise 
In  humble  resignation  to  the  skies; 
Still  Hope  immoi^tal  brighten'd  oh  bis  mien, 
And  sooth'd  the  terrors  of  the  solemn  scene  ; 
Without  a  sigh  this  being  he  resigned, 
—Or  only  stgh'd  for  those  he  left  behind. 

Lamented  shade  !  if  'mid  the  Realms  of  Joy 
A  scene  80  low  coelestial  minds  employ ; 
If  Britain^s  woes  a  kindred  pity  shdrc, 
Be  still  her  orphan  Sons  thy  guardian  care. 
In  some  fond  breast  thy  various  worth  iufwise, 
Thy  manly  eloquence,  thy  patriot  views  ; 
Thy  pride,  that  scorn'd  aspiring  vice  alone, 
Thy  love,  that  made  another's  wrongs  thy  own^ 
Thy  matchless  soul,  from  guile,  from  envy  free. 
Inspired  by^Truth  and  sacred  Liberty. 
Teach  us,  with  Peace  and  tcmp'rate  Freedom  blest/ 
Secure  in  native  dignity  to  rest ; 
Teach  utf,  that  war  with  thoughtless  zeal  pursued 
Mars  social  bliss, — blasts  universal  good ', 
That  reason  acting  on  a  wider  plan 
By  kindred  charities  ennobles  man, 
Bids  publiq  weal  on  private  good  encrease, 
And  leads  l£ro'  ^*  paths  of  Pleasantness  and  Peace/^ 
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TO 


ON  HER  BIRTH.DAY,  JAN.  —  1807* 


Dbpriv£d  of  all  on  earth  I  valued  most. 
By  disappointed  hope,  and  cares  deprest, 

Each  brighter  dream  of  Expectation  crost, 

Say  what  shall  soothe  my  wounded  soul  to  rest? 

In  vain  amid  the  circles  of  the  gay 

I  seek  a  short  oblivion  of  despair, 
To  scenes  of  solitude  in  vain  1  stray, 

The  form  of  vanish 'd  Pleasure  haunts  me  there. 

Remembrance  still  recalls  the  cherish'd  hours, 
When  not  a  cloud  obscurM  this  tranquil  breast; 

^ut  vain  are  all  her  visionary  powers, 
Which  only  tell  me,  that  1  once  was  blest. 

Yet  the'  impervious  clouds  deform  the  skies. 
And  drooping  nature  fades  before  the  gloom, 

Tho'  unexpected  storms  around  me  rise, 
And  not  a  ray  the  distant  scenes  illume, 

vol-  VI.  I 
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Tho'  Hope  no  more  the  opening  prospect  cheers. 
And  Fancy's  brighter  visions  all  decay, 

Vet  shall  Affection  to  my  latest  years, 
With  cherish'd  rapture  bless  thy  natal  day. 

Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  my  earthly  state, 

For  thee,  my  love,  the  heartfelt  prayer  shall  rise, 

For  thee  invoke  a  milder,  happier  fate, 
And  every  bliss  which  heaven  to  me  denies. 

Oh  !  never  may  thy  gentle  bosom  know 

The  pangs  which  rend  the  disappointed  heart,. 

But  ever  as  the  varying  seasons  flow 

Each  opening  hour  some  new-born  charm  impart. 

Be  thine  each  purer  joy  the  world  bestows, 
An  age  unvex'd  with  malady  or  strife, 

Content,  alternate  pleasure  and  repose, 
And  all  that  graces,  all  that  sweetens  life. 

These  joys  (such  joys  for  thee  should  Heaven  ordain. 

In  pity  to  the  anguish  I  endure) 
May  yield  a  transitory  pause  from  pain, 

And  ioothe  perhaps  the  ills  they  cannot  aire. 
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TO 


ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY,  JAN.  —  1808. 


WiiTLE  Hope  half  sunk  beneath  successive  fears 
Scarce  mark'd  the  colour  of  approaching  years; 
While  chill  Suspense,  and  varying  Cares  represt 
The  dawning  visions  of  this  anxious  breast;^ 
Amid  each  pang  of  absence  and  delay 
Still  was  I  wont  to  hail  thy  natal  day ; 
Still  for  thy  peace  1  pour'd  the  fervent  prayer, 
And  on  that  wish  suspended  half  my  care— 
— And  shall  1  now,  when  fears  no  more  annoy 
Lost  in  the  sweet  reality  of  joy ; 
When  blest  beyond  the  lot  of  man  I  see 
My  every  wish  at  length  obtain'd — in  thee  y 
Say,  shall  I  brood  indifferent  o'er  that  fate, 
From  which  alone  my  bliss  must  take  its  datef 
Behold  unmov*d  thy  natal  morn  appear, 
Nor  bless  the  hour  that  owns  a  birth  so  dearf 
No — 'till  the  vital  spark  shall  cease  to  glow. 
For  thee  th'  unvary'd,  heartfelt  prayer  shall  flow — 

O  dearest  wish  of  this  unchanging  heart, 
O  more  than  power  or  riches  could  impart, 
Source  of  each  pleasure  fav'ring  heaven  can  give, 
**  For  whom,  and  whom  alone  I  ask  to  live  1" 
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Long,  very  long,  ipay  this  auspicious  morn 

Rich  in  accumulated  joys  return  ; 

Rich  in  the  purest  joys  that  life  bestows, 

That  love  awakens,  or  that  friendship  knows. 

May  rosy  health  with  cheering  hand  diffuse 

Warm  o'er  thy  cheek  her  animating  hues, 

Encreasing  years  thy  sum  of  bliss  encrease. 

And  crown  thy  latcbt  age  with  smiles  of  hope  ancf 

peace ! 
Yet  should  just  Heaven  a  different  lot  ordain, 
(For  life  has  often  some  alloys  of  pain !) 
Should  hast'ning  age,  or  malady  oppress, 
And  mar  our  dreams  of  social  happiness:       »■ 
— In  every  worldly  ill,  in  every  care. 
This  breast  shall  ever  feel  an  equal  share ; 
Shall  make  its  greatest  bliss,  its  highest  pride, 
Thy  joys  to  heighten,  and  ihy  griefs  divide. 

w.  J. 


TO  MRS.  T 

ON  RIADIVO  H£R  BEAUTIFUL  POEM  OF  rSTCHS 
OR  THE  LEGEND  OF  LOVE. 

Wheh  feeling,  taste,  and  genius  all  conspire 
To  claim  the  undisputed  meed  of  praise, 

In  vain,  where  all  must  envy  or  admire, 
The  feeble  tribute  of  applause  we  raise. 

For  who  shall  paint  her  worth,  whose  matchles«  mind, 
Warm  with  the  elegance  of  classic  lore, 

By  reason  strengthened,  and  by  love  refin'd, 
divides  the  palm  which  Spenser  owu'd  before  I 
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Blest  page !  where,  whilst  the  varied  graces  shino. 
Fair  Virtue  wears  her  most  attractive  hues, 

Where  glowing  Wisdom  stamps  th'  impressive  line, 
And  Truth  entwines  the  flowars  which  Fancy  strews. 

'Tis  thine  to  bid  incautious  vlrtije  flj 

The  paths,  where  fell  deceits  in  ambusli  tnove. 

Ambition's  lure,  Suspicion's  venom'd  eye ; — 
— And  prize  the  calmer  sweets  of  social  love. 

For  thee,  sweet  muse,  whose  artless  strains  display 
Each  chaste  affection  of  the  female  heart, 

Thine  are  the  joys  which  never  can  decay, 
The  joys  which  virtue,  science,  truth  impart. 

These,  while  the  lighter  pleasures  of  the  hour 
A  sickly  gleam  of  dubious  rapture  cast, 

Shall  yield  their  soft,  consolatory  power 
To  bless  the  future,  and  endear  the  past. 

Mr*  p. 


EPIGRAM. 

PROM  OWEX.      LIR.   V.   EP.  VI, 

Orpheus,  his  wife  to  snatch  from  Hell, 

Its  utmost  horrors  brav'd; 
Bat  never  yet  did  Poet  tell 

Of  Man  by  Woman  sav'd. 
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EPIGRAM. 


To  lady  Sarah's  t'other  night 

I  went  an  hour  to  spend ; 
When,  seizing  by  my  button  tight, 

Thus  spoke  a  country  friend. 

« 

**  Who  is  that  man,  round  whom  appears 

Such  an  admiring  crowd, 
Who  catch  his  tale  with  eager  ears, 

And  often  laugh  aloud? 

"  How  ready  every  mortal  looks 
With  bows  and  smiles  to  greet  him ! 

By  all  the  good  and  holy  books 
They  seem  as  if  they'd  eat  him  ! 

"  He  has  some  charm  !  What's  his  condition } 

Come  tell  me,  if  you  know  it. 
Say,  is  he  traveller,  politician, 

Wit,  orator,  or  poet  ?" 

"  No,  he  is  more,  far  more,  tlnvp  these, 

For  they  would  vainly  try 
With  all  their  powers  combined  to  please. 

If  he  were  standing  by  ! 

**  His  praises  many  a  tongue  shall  swell, 

His  merit  so  abounds  ! 
He  is!—"  "  What  is  he?  quickly  tell!" 

" — Worth  &\e  score  thousand  pounds  !'^ 

R.  A.  9* 
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FAITH  AND  AFFECTION  ». 


Past  by  the  shores  of  England  lay 

The  ship  securely  moor 'd; 
Nor  fear'd  the  seamen^  night  or  day, 

The  loudest  winds  that  roar'd: 
Carousing,  and  from  care  all  free. 
For  all  their  native  land  might  see. 

But  far  across  the  ocean  borne, 

With  seamen  from  his  hbme, 
Ceas'd  not  the  African  to  mourn 

His  idle  wish  to  roam; 
For  well,  no  friend  nor  home,  he  knew, 
T^iat  he  on  England's  shores  might  view. 

He,  thoughtless  once  of  future  time, 

And  woes  he  ne'er  had  known, 
With  strangers  for  a  distant  clime— 

— A  boy — forsook  his  own; 
And  in  his  floating  new  abode 
Over  the  seas  delighted  rode. 

*  The  circumstances  of  these  lines  were  stated  in  tlie  newi- 
papers  and  luagazinfis  about  a  year  ago.  Hie  boy  came  from  tht 
Cape  of  Good  Hope  in  one  of  his  Maje^'s  ships  the  Zealand* 
then  lying  at  the  Nore,  as  servant  to  an  Officer  on  board,  ami 
was  known  to  be  possessed  with  the  faith  of  his  country, 

li 
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No  chains  of  slavery  he  wore, 

No  tyrant's  cali  obey'd; 
The  boiiils  himself  he  sought  he  bore  } 

And  in  a  garb  array'd 
That  iniv;ht  ins  willing  office  tell, 
He  serv'd  a  gentle  master  well. 

But  change  of  climate  never  can 
Drive  nature  from  the  mind: 

Soon  thro'  the  plains  in  dreams  he  ran, 
And  woods  he  left  behind  : 

There  with  his  comrades  would  rejoice, 

And — started  at  his  mother's  voice. 

Short  was  tl)e  solace  then  he  found 

In  his  own  hills  and  dales; 
And  to  the  melancholy  sound 

Of  flashing  waves  and  sails, 
Aroub'd  from  that  delusive  sight, 
He,  listening,  wore  away  the  night. 

So  to  his  shudd'ring  dreams  awhile, 

And  to  his  hopeless  days, 
He  meekly  bnit,  and  with  a  smile 

Could  e*en  on  England  gazfe: 
For  tho'  despair  was  all  around. 
His  heart  it's  liberty  had  found. 

Not  the  deep  shades  of  night  he  chose 

'I'o  veil  his  purpos'd  deed; 
But  the  bij^iii  morning; — Irom  his  woes 

For  ever  to  be  freed — 
He  irom  the  vesaei's  lofty  side 
Flung'd  far  into  the  foaming  tide. 
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Nor  pluiig'd  unseen;  nor  him  the  wart 

Swept  from  the  aching  view 
So  swiftly  but  perforce  to  save 

The  fearless  seamen  flew : 
But,  shunning  aid  of  cord  or  plank, 
.  Wth  calm  complacent  mien  he  sank. 

So  he  again  a  mother  sought 

In  his  own  home  to  view ; 
For  the  wild  faith  he  there  was  taught 

Was  all  of  death  he  knew : 
And  she,  for  whom  his  heart  had  pin'd, 
Altho'  a  Hottentot — was  kind  ! 

I.  K. 

1CAR9H  31>  1S05. 


STANZAS, 


VRITTEK    IK   THE    CHAPEL   OF    ROSLIV. 

Through  the  cold  twilight  of  the  haunted  aisle 
The  lunar  beam  of  shadowy  Autumn  falls, 

And  the  low  winds,  like  whispering  voices,  steal 
Thro'  the  arch'd  casements  of  the  gothic  walls. 

And  ghastly,  mid  the  visionary  gloom. 
The  awful  phantoms  of  forgotten  years 

Bend  o'er  the  slumbering  warrior's  niin'd  tomb,. 
And  bathe  the  marble  with  unearthly  tears. 
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Hark  in  the  deep  pause  of  the  fitful  storm 

Celestial  music  warbles  to  the  night; 
And  tranced  Fancy  views  a  lovely  form, 

On  yon  proud  battlements'  *  tremendous  height! 

Her  white  robes  flutter  in  the  eddying  air, 
Love's  holiest  lustre  lights  her  humid  eye, 

The  dewy  ringlets  of  her  golden  liair 

Stream  in  the  blast,  that  thunders  thro'  the  sky. 

To  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  polished  helm. 
That  binds  her  absent  warrior's  kingly  brow, 

Alone  she  watches,  tho*  the  tempests  whflm 
The  waving  woods,  and  trembling  clifl's  below. 

Ah  !  little  dream'd  she  the  Iberian  gales. 
That  shook  th^  blossoms  of  the  orange  grove. 

Far  far  from  her  and  Roslin*s  fairy  vales. 
Blew  o'er  the  cold  grave  of  her  murdered  lovef. 

And  still  when  falls  the  pale  autumnal  even. 
The  lone  Enthusiast  lingers  in  the  dell. 

To  hear  soft  mingling  with  the  breath  of  Heaven 
The  widow'd  mourner's  aerial  vespers  swell. 

Sdinburgb. 

ADELINE. 

♦  Roslin  Castle. 

t  In  allusion  to  St.  Clair  of  Roslin  wba  undertook  a  pilgrimage 

te  the  Holy  Land  with  the  heart  of  Robert  Bruce,  but  was  driven 

by  contrary  winds  upon  the  coast  of  Spain,  and  engaging  in  the 

•ervice  of  the  Spanish  King,  was  slain  in  a  battle  with  the  xVIoors. 


123 


LINES 


TO  MISS  STEWART 


•CCASIONBO     BT    READING    AN    ODE   TO    DR.   PIRCT   BIIHOP    Of 

DROMORE. 

BT   THE   LATE   WILLIAM    PRESTON,   SSQ. 


How  sweet  the  praise  that  Percy  gains, 
From  lips  of  Truth  in  tuneful  strains! 
Such  praise,  when  he  from  earth  retires, 
Awaits  him  in  seraphic  choirs: 
A  praise  on  earth,  alas,  too  rare, 
Giv  n  by  the  innocent  and  fair. 
And  all  unlike  the  venial  meed 
Sold  to  the  base  or  bloody  deed : 
An  incense  truly  worthy  heaven. 
By  Virtue  wreath'd  to  Virtue  giv'n, 
A  Percy's  genius  well  may  find 
The  wreath,  by  fairy  fingers  twin'd. 
The  virtues,  that  inform  his  heart. 
The  applauses  coral  lips  impart. 
But  sooth  to  say;  respected  sage, 
These  studies  well  thy  cares  engage, 
Their  converse  suits  thee  well,  ere  long 
Ordain'd  to  join  the  shadowy  throng: 
But  alien  from  the  youthful  ears 
The  music  of  departed  years. 
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Why  fair  enthusiast,  art  thou  led, 

To  change  the  living  for  the 'dead  ? 

When  Fancy's  torch  would  guide  thy  feet 

To  Melancholy's  chill  retreat, 

The  cloister's  damp,  the  vaulted  gloom. 

Where  sleep  the  tenants  of  the  tpuib  ; 

Th  like  some  false  Magician's  light, 

That  dames  xnisled,  and  prowest  Knight, 

Far  from  the  clieerful  ways  of  men 

To  brazen  tower,  or  dragon's  den. 

Thy  se.%  and  age  are  wont  to  prove 

The  praise  of  beauty,  lays  of  love. 

Why  then  do  chivalry  and  arms, 

Why  boast  the  dead,  for  thee  such  charms? 

Go  join  the  sportive  and  the  young 

By  youths  be  lov'd,  by  Bards  be  sung  ; 

The  fair  enthusiast  shall  inspire 

The  sportive  reed,  the  serious  lyre. 

The  times  of  old,  by  Fancy  drcst. 
With  admiration  fill  thy  breast. 
Yet,  trust  the  muse,  our  modern  days 
Deserve,  at  least,  their  share  of  praise. 
Not  fated  were  our  sires  to  find 
The  fairest  grace  of  female  mind  ;  ^ 
Genius  and  taste  our  joys  refine, 
By  polish  female  virtues  shine ; 
And  oft  in  private  life  we  know 
What  scarce  a  realm  or  age  could  show. 
And  northern  climes  and  modern  days, 
Can  emulate  the  Grecian  praise  ; 
Nor  hear  we  Sappho's  love-sick  song, 
But  numbers  like  the  Alcaic  strong. 
That  scorn  the  dance  and  myrtle  bower 
For  solemn  themes,  and  virtue's  power. 
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While  tender  hearts,  with  feeling  fraught,  "^ 

Yet  more  endear  each  noble  thought. 

Nor  does  domestic  worth  refuse 

Alliance  with  tli'  elated  Muse, 

But  brings  the  train,  in  other  times 

That  secm'd  to  fly  the  child  of  rhymes^ 

Yet  even  in  these  luxurious  days. 

Are  female  happiness  and  praise; 

Duty,  that  soothes  a  parents  life, 

The  soften'd  friendship  of  the  wife, 

Firm  Patience,  Resignation  mild. 

And  Hope,  Religion's  fairest  child. 

And  these  a  brighter  wreath  bestow, 

Than  Genius  wins,  or  Victors  know. 


EPIGRAM, 

ON  A  TALL  YOUNG  LADY. 

On  Nature !  Nature !  how  the  world  you  cheated 
When  Delia's  form  majestic  you  created ! 
Why  thus  capricious  didst  thou  spoil  the  whole, 
And  give  so  large  a  maid,  so  small  a  soul ! 
Thus  the  fantastic  Monarch  of  the  Nile, 
Rais'd  the  fam'd  Pyramid's  gigantic  pile, 
(A  prouder  work  the  world  has  never  kuown) 
And  all  to  hold  a  Utile  chegt  of  stone. 


'\ 
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FROM  THE  ITALIAN, 


*  Amiam  6  bella  lola.'^ 


To  Love>  to  Love  incline  thine  heart. 
For  time,  alas !  my  Julia,  flies 

More  swiftly  than  the  feather'd  dart 
By  which  th6  agile  panther  dies. 

Thy  blooming  youth  is  but  an  hour, 
Too  quickly  gone,  returning  neverl 

Thy  matchless  beauty  but  a  flower. 

Which  passing  minutes  soon  shall  sever. 

The  Sun  may  quit  th'  ethereal  plain, 
And  low  in  ocean  quench  his  light, 

Yet  on  the  morrow  shall  he  reign, 
In  all  his  wonted  glories  bright. 

The  woods,  at  Winter's  stern  command, 
Must  quickly  yield  their  verdant  hue; 

But  gentle  Spring  is  still  at  hand. 
Their  pristine  beauties  to  renew. 

But  Man  no  second  noon-tide  knows. 
No  second  Summer,  Man  shall  chear; 

Age  his  meridian  hours  must  close. 
And  death  for  ever  end  his  year. 
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And  there,  where  low  shall  lie  his  headj^ 
In  ihe  cold  confines  of  the  tomb, 

.In  the  dread  mansions  of  the  dead, 
The  voice  of  love  sliall  never  come. 

Then  let  us,  Julia,  whilst  we  may. 
Devote  our  hearts  to  love  and  joy, 

And  gather,  while  they're  fresh  and  gay, 
The  roses  of  the  amorous  boy.  , 

Avaunt  each  aged,  envious  site, 

Who'd  frown  upon  our  harmless  bliss  ; 

Not  all  your  wisdom,  all  your  ire — 
Shall  rob  us  of  a  single  kiss. 


•o" 


Then,  ah !  to  love  incline  thine  heart. 
For  time,  alas  !  my  Julia  flies 

More  swiftly  than  the  fcather'd  dart 
By  which  the  agile  panther  dies. 


t#-w.  I. 


EPIGRAM. 

To  


LoKo,  long  at  your  feet  did  I  sigh ! 

But  at  length  Tm  indifferent  grownt 
E'en  thus  did  poor  Niobe  cry, 

Till  gh«  fo\ind  herself  turned  into  stone* 

a  W.I. 
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JUVENAI, 

8th  SATIRE 

IMITATED, 
BY    DR.    DRENNAN, 

«  Stcmmata  quid  faciant." 


Say  ye  who  perch  on  lofty  Pedigree, 
What  fruit  is  gather'd  from  the  parchment  tree  ? 
Uroad  as  it  spreads,  and  tow'ring  to  the  skies, 
From  root  plebeian  its  first  glories  rise. 
What  then  avails,  when  rightly  understood 
JThe  boast  of  ancestry,  the  pride  of  blood? 
Through  the  long  gallery's  pictur'd  walk  to  tread. 
And  pompous,  ponder  on  the  mighty  dead ; 
Where  greatness  rattles  in  some  rotten  frame. 
And  the  moth  feasts  on  Beauty's  fading  flame  f 
0*er  the  pale  picture  and  the  noseless  bust, 
Oblivion  strews  a  soft  sepulchral  dust ; 
The  line  illustrious  seems  to  stain  the  wall, 
And  the  sublime  of  soot  envelopes  all. 

What  could  the  trophy'd  lye  to  *  *  *  *  atone 
For  British  honour  mortgag'd  with  his  own  ? 
His  nightly  cares,  and  watchings  to  sustain 
A  bank  at  Pharoah,  and  a  chess  campaign  f 
While  Wolfe  on  high  in  pictur'd  glory  lies, 
The  cry  of  victVy  hails,  and  smiling  dyes.         i 
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Dare  •♦♦♦•  •♦y  claim  the  honours  of  his  kindP 
The  pompous  lineage  shames  the  pigmy  mind. 
His  coat  annorial  chalk'd  upon  the  floor, 
C^sts  what  would  satiate  a  thousand  poor : 
Well  pleased  the  Peer  one  moment  to  amuse. 
Then  yields  the  pageant  to  the  dancer^s  shoes. 

Base-hom  sucu  men,  tho'  filFd  with  regal  blood ; 
The  truly  noble*kre  the  truly  good : 
And  he  whose  manners  throuch  his  morals  shine, 
May  boast  himself  of  the  Milesian  line. 
I^et  plain  Humility  precede  his  Ch-ace, 
I^et  modest  Virtue  walk  before  the  Mace. 
Office  and  rank  are  duties  of  the  mind, 
The  rights  they  claim  are  debts  they  owe  their  kind  t 
And  not  a  voice  among  the  nameless  croud, 
That  may  not  cry — ^Tis  I  who  make  them  proud. 

To  rule  strong  passions  with  a  calm  controul. 
To  spread  around  a  sanctity  of  soul, 
That  meets,  serene,  the  foam  of  public  strifej 
And  perfumes  every  act  of  lesser  life  ; 
Virtue  to  feel,  and  virtue  to  impart. 
That  household  god  who  consecrates  the  heart. 
Flies  from  the  fretted  roof,  the  gilded  dome, 
To  rest  within  an  humbler,  happier  home— 
— Behold  the  gentleman !  confessed  and  clear, 
For  Nature's  patent  never  made  a  Peer, 
The  mean  ennobled,  nor  adom'd  the  base  ; 
Merit  alone,  with  her,  creates  a  race. 
Conspicuous  stars,  in  chart  of  history  placed 
To  chear  the  dreary,  biographic  waste, 
In  their  own  right,  they  take  their  seat  sublime, 
And  break  illustrious  threugh  the  cloud  of  time. 

From  nicknamed  curs  these  titles  first  began, 
A  spaniel — Cato :  then  my  lord*— a  man. 

▼ot.  TI.  K 
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Hie  selfsame  itony  was  framed  to  suit 
The  fawning  biped,  and  the  fawnin^^  bnitev 
IVhile  Pompey  snores  upon  my  lad/s  lap. 
The  infant  lordling  feeds  or  starves  on  pap. 
Puppies  well  bred  are  Caesar'd  into  fame,      ^ 
AndT****    ♦♦♦♦♦♦•'♦•'tak€sgreatl««**'lrt, 

Name^ 
Still  as  the  name  grows  soil'd  and  gathers  ditt 
They  shift  their  tiue,  as  ^ey  change  their  shhrt : 
Some  newer  honour  makes  them  white  and  fair; 
*****  Y  soaps  Tom,  and  Jaek  is  cleans'd  by  •  **  •  ^*« 
But  how  can  wash  of  Heraldry  efface 
The.  name  of  *  *  *  •*  *,  and  dignify  disgrace  \ 
Can  peerage  blazon  o'ier  the  pension'd  page, 
Or  give  a  gloss  to  ignominious  age  ? 
Himself  the  prime  corrupter  of  his  laws, 
Himself  the  grievance  that  incensed  he  draws  ; 
Not  to  be  blam'd,  but  in  a  tender  tone, 
Not  to  be  prais'd  but  with  a  heart-felt  groan  ;. 
He  lives  a  lesson  for  all  future  time, 
Pathetically  great,  and  painfully  sublime. 

O  why  is  cenius  curs'd  with  length  of  daysf 
The  head  still  flourishing,  the  heart  decays  ; 
Protracted  life  makes  virtue  le^s  secure, 
The  death  of  wits  is  seldom  premature. 
QuenchM  too  fcw  years  gigantic  J  ♦*•••♦♦  ^  2ca!,^ 
Th'  unwieldy  Elephant  was  taught  to  kneel  \ 
Bore  his  strong  tow'r  to  please  a  servile  court. 
And  wreatlfd'his  lithe  proboscis  for  their  sport. 

Of*****  and  ♦••*♦*•  fly  th'  opprobriovt 
fame. 
And  if  you  seek  the  glory,  dread  the  shame. 
The  much-prais'd  press  has  made  aborti^ve^  tttei^jt 
The  hand  herculean  lifts  the  puuy  pen ; 
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For  clang  of  armour  and  for  deeds  sublime 
Much  pointed  period^  much  syllabic  chime. 

Return  to  him  from  whom  our  satire  springs^ 
Rich  in  the  blood  of  concubines  and  kings : 
IVith  greatness  rising  from  a  grandsire's  bone^ 
And  bastard  honour  from  a  bastard  throne. 
Each  turgid  rein  the  true  succession  showi, 
Th^  imperial  purple  flames  upon  his  nose* 
'•  Avaunt/'  he  cries, "  ye  vulgar,  and  y«  base, 
Learn  the  prerogatives  of  royal  race ; 
Prom  York  and  Lancaster  conjoined  I  come^ 
Sink  down,  ye  dregs!  I  float  at  top — the  scum.'' 
Live  long,  great  Bye-blow  of  the  royal  line, 
Long  as  the  coals  are  tax'd,  which  make  you  shine* 
Yet  grant,  that  some,  the  lowest  of  the  tlirong, 
Have  known  the  right,  as  well  as  felt  the  wrong ; 
That  he  who  ruFd  with  iron  rod  the  skies, 
And  at  whose  feet  the  broken  sceptre  lies ; 
He,  too,  whose  daring  democratic  pen, 
Gives  common  sense  once  more  to  common  meU; 
Who  smiles  at  genius  in  confusion  hurl'd, 
And  with  light  lever  elevates  the  world  ; 
Grant,  that  such  men,  the  Adams  of  their  line^ 
Spring  from  the  earth,  but  own  a  sire  divine* 
While  you,  with  ancestry  around  you  plac'd 
In  bronze,  or  marble,  porcelain  or  paste. 
May  rise,  at  death,  to  alabaster  fame, 
And  gain  the  smoke  of  Honor,  not  the  flame* 

Thus  far  for  him  the  proud  inflated  lord. 
With  father  concubinM,  and  mother  whor'd ! 
In  all  so  high  in  rank,  or  man,  or  woman. 
No  sense  so  rare  as  what  we  call  the  common. 
Scorning  that  level,  they  ascend  the  skies, 
liikt  the  p^fl^bag^wbooe  ligjbtiieM  makes  it  rite. 

X  2 
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Tillcs  and  atmft  the  varnished  »flk  may  beaif^ 
Within  ^tis  nought  but  pestilential  air. 

What's  honor  ?  virtue  to  its  height  refinM, 
The  felt  aroma  of  the  unsceh  mind. 
That  cheafB  the  senses,  tho'  it  cheats  the  sight, 
And  spreads  abroad  its  elegant  delight. 

Turn  from  the  past— «nd  brtii^  thy  honors  hoae^ 
Thyself — the  ancestor  for  times  lo  come. 
^Not  the  low  parasite,  wKo  prowls  for  bread, 
So  mean  as  he  who  lives  upon  the  dead  ; 
From  some  dfy'd  mummy  draws  his  noble  claifflf 
Snuffs  up  the  foetor  and  believes  it  fame^ 

Be  just,  be  generous^  self-dependant,  brave ; 
Thidk  nothing  meaner  than  a  titled  slave ; 
Coolly  resolve  to  act  the  patriot  part, 
Join  Sidney's  pulse,  to  Russers  zealous  heart : 
With  proud  complacence  stand,  like  Palmer  pure,) 
Or  with  mild  dignity  of  honrat  Muir, 
Before  the  brazen  bulls  of  law,  and  hear 
The  savage  sentence  with  a  smile  severe ; 
A  smile  that  deems  it  mercy  to  be  hurl'd 
Where  one  may  tread  against  the  present  world*  . 

What  is  life  here  f  its  zest. and  spirit  gone. 
The  flower  faded  and  the  essence  flown! 
What  precious  balm,  what  aromatic  art, 
Can  cleanse  pollution  from  the  public  heart  ? 
Better  to  make  the  farthest  earth  our  home, 
With  n^ture^s  commoners^  at  large  to  roam  i 
Than  joip  this  social  war  of  clan  toirlan, 
Whei|e  civil  life  has  barbarized  the  man. 

Behold  yon  isle,  the  glory  of  the  West, 
By  natttre's  hand  in  lively  verdure  drest. 
How  to  the  world  it  spreads  its  harbourM  side^ 
And  proudly  swells  above  th'  Atlantic  tide. 
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Where  to  the  Ocean  Shannon  yields  his  store 
And  scorns  the  channel  of  a  subject  shore ; 
Green  meadows  spread-^resplendent  rivers  run— • 
A  healthy  clijnate  and  a  temp 'rate  sun* 
There  Misery  sits  and  eiats  her  lazy  root. 
There,  man  is  proud  to  dog  his  brother  brute: 
In  sloth  the  Genius  of  the  isle  decays. 
Lost  in  his  own,  reverts  jLo  former  days ; 
Yet  stijl,  like  Lear,  would  in  his  hovel  rule, 
Mock'd  by  the  madman,  jested  by  the  fool-^. 

There,  meet  th'  extremes  of  rankrr*  there  social  art 
Has  levelled  mankind  by  their  selfish  heart. 
There,  no  contenjted  middle  rank  w/e  trace, 
The  sole  ambition  to  be  rich  and  base. 
Some,  o'er  their  native  element  elate 
Like  ice-form^  islands  tower  in  frozen  state  ; 
Bepel  bX\  nature  with  their  gelid  tn-eath, 
And.  what  seems  harbour  is  the  jaw  of  death* 
The  wretched  mass  beat  down  the  struggling  mind, 
JUoT  see,  nor  feel  their  country,  or  their  kind^ 
But  bow  the  back  and  ben4  nie  eye  tp  earch| 
And  strangle  feeling  in  its  infant  birth.. 
Through  all,  extends  one  sterile  swamp  of  soul, 
And  fogs  of  apathy  invest  the  whole. 

Thrice  blest  in  fate,  had  Strongbow  never  bore 
His  band  of  robbers  to  green  Erin's  shore ! 
In  savage  tinges  the  seat  of  learning  knowi^ 
In  tinges  refin'd,  itself  the  savage  grown. 
licft  to  hersdf,  she  of  herself  had  join'd 
Surrounding  nations  in  the  race  of  mind  ; 
With  them,  work'd  off  the  rough  barbarian  soul, 
With  them,  progressive  to  a  common  goal. 
Her  petty  chieftains  conquered  by  the  throne,    . 
For  tmnmoH  interest,  while  it  meant  its  own-; 

K  3 
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By  law,  at  length,  the  King  to  People  chain'd, 
His  duties  modelled  and  their  rights  maintained ; 
From  strong  coilision  of  internal  strife 
Had  sprung  an  energy  of  public  life ; 
(For  pain  and  travail  that  precede  the  birth 
Endear  sweet  Freedom  to  the  mother  earth) 
Then  man  had  rais'd  his  spacious  forehead  high. 
Lord  of  himself,  the  sea,  the  soil,  the  sky, 
Twin'd  round  his  sword  the  wreath  x>{  civic  art. 
And  prov'd  the  wisdom  of  a  feavless  heart; 
No  penal  code  had  then  impal'd  the  land ; 
Ko  stranger  Court — no  King  at  second-hand* 


TO  HISS  £.   M.  WITH  SOM£  GUITAR  MUSIC. 

Not  in  the  trifling  tinkling  lyre 

Is  Music  sought  or  found : 
The  voice  must  with  the  note  conspire^ 

And  mingle  sense  with  sound. 

Far,  far  beyond  the  finger's  art 

One  thrilling  weeping  tone, 
That  makes  the  strings  of  ev'xy  heart 

Responsive  to  thy  own. 

Yet  vain  the  voice  iand  tinkling  strings. 

With  all  their  arts  combined, 
But  to  their  aid  Eliza  brings, 

The  music  of  the  mind* 

Still  may  that  living  lyre  impart, 

More  bliss  than  meets  the  ear, 
And  gladden  still  a  mother's  heart. 

And  be  to  one— more  dear. 

DR.  brikkan. 
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STANZAS, 


•I 

.  i 


WRITTEN  m  A  \6t>VHZ  X)V  liMORIAt*  5ACM^ 
to  raiENI&dBIP,  hZL^^dllStQ  to  B^MaT  BOVlCKS 
SSQ.  OF  DUBLIX. 

Oh  ye  wlio  moiiSk  AfleQtiKm*ii aMCcQ>tM«u^>  :   ,iv)  * 
Her  angel  naM^rte  aai  iier  1»alniy  tcfetr,     <    r;  . 

^IVho  neirer  triutiapli'id  tn  %  jbrolhler^s  ftrt^       • 
Nor  deem'd  i$,  sweet  to  hold  another  dear  ; 

llfhose  names  with  bigot  Igfiorance  are  found. 

Beyond  her  abj^tct .^{^9^6 -^(caiUL^^  move; 
Who  never  breathed  on  Taivcy^s  fairy  ground^ 
Unwarm'd  by  Science  and  unknown  to  love ; 

Turn  from  these  tablets,  to  remembrance  dear; 

For  know  the  natives  of  a  generous  breast 
Stampt  their  fair  semblanoe  in  a  vision  here. 

And  Genius  guards  what  holier  Friendship  blest* 

But  ye,  whose  souls  a  proud  alliance  claiia 
With  those  baptiz'd  the  family  of  Heav'n, 

Trace  on  these  leaves  your  consecratted  name. 
The  name  that  Virtue  to  her  sons  hath  gi/n. 

Memorials,  sacred  to  the  conscious  heart ! 

Ye  glow,  tbe'ij)ledge  of  happier  days  ^o  come, 
When  hcalthSs  'warm  colour  shall  mo  more  desert 

The  check  tliat  crimsons  at  the  rthouglit  of  home* 

Ah !  when  tl^e  emerald  billows  of  the  west, 
Shall  bear  thee  back  to  Erin's  beauteous  isle, 

The  vivjd  pictures  on  these  leaves  imprest 

Shall  wake  no  niore  a  strang^'s  ^nournful  smile. 
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No  jnore  shall  wake  with  cabaliftic  power 

llie  native  scenes  to  filial  duty  dear. 
Nor  troubVd  Fancy  in  her  feverish  hour. 

Chill  the  wArm  heart  with  many  an  anpdous  fear« 

• 

These  simple  lines  may  then  the  spell  possess. 
Lodged  la  the  rdiques  parted  friends  revere. 

And  memory  still  the  manly  tsarth  shall  bless  *,  . 
That  made  thee  feel  thou  wast  ho*  Exile  here. 


I ' :  • 

TO  — W- 


Yes,  yet,*  I  own  St  was  a  tear : 

A  ^ear  too  shed  for  thee. 
But  chide  me  not,  jthou  tyrant  dear. 

No  more  such  tears  thoult  see* 

For  though  it  lent  soma  little  ease. 
Midst  griefs  I  dar'd  not  spea&,  '  ^ 

Yet  ere  another  shall  displease 
My  full,  fond  heart  shall  break* 


•  1  .* 


"» 


s.  w,  I.'" 


.f 


*  Alluding  to  Mr.  Bourne's  residence  in  the  idjnUj  •C  tJU 
atSior's  friend,  Di'.  Andersbn,  ')cJr  the  recoTerr  of  bis  healAt. 


AatSior's  friend,  Di'.  Anderfon,  'fdr  the  recoTerr 


137 
LINES  TO  S.  S. 

WITH  KOTZEBUFS  PLAYS, 

BT  BR.  DRENKAir, 


A  Mtise  that  pleases,  without  rule  or  art. 
The  child  of  nature  and  an  honest  heart. 
That  fears  on  Fancy's  wings  too  far  to  roam/ 
Rapt  in  the  sweet  concentred  bliss  of  home; 
A  foreign  muse  (— tho'  nothing  said  or  sung. 
To  me  seems  foreign,  save  the  heartless  tongue) 
Thy  Drennan  sends — his  zest  for  reading  flown  ; 
EVn  tears  seem  selfish  when  they're  shed  alone. 
No  voice  to  praise — no  darling  Sarah  near, 
No  lip  of  love  to  catch  the  falling  tear. 
No  neck  inclining  to  the  soft  caress. 
No  eye  to  glisten,  and  no  hand  to  press, 
1^0  mouth  to  meditate  the  matron  kiss,    . 
While  the  heart  palpitates  for  nameless  bliss, 
No  sigh  for  something  future,  unpossessed. 
No  smile,  that  says — Be  with  the  present  bleis'd* 
If  sorrows  double,  when  we  feel  alone, 
And  pleasure  palls,  when  only  felt  by  one; 
If  sympathy  still  makes  the  suffering  less, 
And,  by  dividing,  adds  to  happiness ; 
If  earth  meets  heav'n  but  by  partaken  bliss, 
And  heav'n  grows  brighter  heaven  when  angels  kiss; 
Oh,  then,  sweet  Sarah,  hasten  to  his  arms. 
Who  shares  thy  joys,  will  sooth  thy  soft  alarms^ 
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On  whom  thy  trembling  confidence  may  rest, 
That  fluttering  bird  which  beats  within  thy  breast. 
And  fears,  yet  longs,  to  leave  the  parent  nest. 

Oh !  come  to  Him,  who  in  the  husband's  name, 
Has  father's,  mother's,  sister's,  brother's  claim  ; 
And  if  'tis  duty  that  alone  can  move, 
The  first  of  duties  is  jthe  law  of  lov«« 
The  law  that  circumscribes  both  earth  and  skies, 
Forms  but  a  wedding  ring  of  ampler  size, 
IVhere  emerald  stars,  and  diamond  suns  combine 
To  grace  a  finger  of  the  hand  divine : 
That  law,  that  ring,  ray  Sarah,  nuikes  thee  mine* , 

Oh  !  may  our  little  ring,  within  this  laxger  iSo^ni 
Share  thcrsame  fate>  the  sanoe  iramort«l  xound; 
And  if  attachment  e'er  should  lose  iU  lorcc;, 
Then  Nature — bieak  thy  iing,  and  ke^    ^  iotpg 
divorce. 


THE  SOLITAIRE. 

While  bending  o'er  the  lettered  page, 
I  muse  on  Science,  Wisdom,  Truth ; 

I  seek  the  tranquil  mind  of  age. 
But  feel  the  glowing  soul  of  youth. 

And  .while  with  wits  deceas'd  I  live, 
Still  from  the  converse  rising,  ever 

I  sigh,  and  wish  that  heaven  would  giv6 
One  active 'talker-^half . as  sclever. 

And  though  the  stoics'  colder  rules,  , 

Might  change  py  beating  heart  to  stone, 

I  fly  from  stoics,  wits,  and  schools. 
When  love  asserts  me  for  his  own. 
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MODERATE  WISHES. 


LsT  Alexander's  discontented  soul 

Sigh  for  another  world's  encreased  controul, 

ni-weaved  Ambition  4m8  no  joys  for  me, 

Nor  sordid  Avarice  am  I  slave  to  thee. 

I  only  ask  twelve  thousand  pounds  a  year, 

Amd.Curwen's  country-house  on  Windermere j 

A  mistress  kind,  and  sensible,  and  fair. 

And  many  a  friend,  and  not  a  single  care  ! 

I  am  no  glutton,— no,— I  never  wish 

A  Sturgeon  floating  in  a  golden  dish; 

At  the  Piazza  satisfied  to  pay 

A  guinea  for  my  dinner  every  day* 

What  tho'  shrewd  I^kine  at  the  bar  we^eW^ 

As  famed  as  Croesus  and  as  wealthy  too? 

I  only  ask  the  eloquence  of  Fox, 

To  leap  like  Ireland  and  like  Belcher  box ; 

To  act  as  Garrick  did,  or  any  how 

Unlike  the  heroes  of  the  Buskin  now  ; 

To  soar  like  Garnerin,  thro'  fields  of  air. 

To  win*  like  Yiiliers,  England's  richest  fair ; 

Thy  age,  Methusalem,  or,  if  not  thine^ 

An  immortality  of  love  and  wine. 

s.ikc«i.k'8  ray 
»B.  1107. 
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EMILY, 


IMITATED  FROM  AN  IRISH  SOKNXT 


BT  X&AKCI8  SXUBBAT  A.  H. 


T'wASTiear  the  white  thorn  on  the  brow  of  the  vile^ 

I  sp/d  the  first  breaking  of  day; 
The  morn  kiss'd  the  rose,  as  she  blushingly^milM, 

To  welcome  the  season  of  May. 

Dear  joy  of  my  heart,^  my  Emily  rise; 

More  fair  than  the  bright-beaming  mom. 
More  chaste  than  the  rose-bud  wheii  weeping  with  deW| 

More  sweet  than  the  blossoming  thorn* 

Thy  looks  are  serene,  as  when  clear'd  by  the  sun 
Shines  bright  the  blue  face  of  the  skies;; 

The  sweets  of  the  honeycomb  dwell  on  thy  lips, 
Thy  breath  with  the  apple-bloom  vies* 

Thy  hair,  as  the  Raven's  smooth  pinions,  b  black ; 

Thy  cheeks,  like  the  ruby,  are  bright ; 
Thy  neck  is,  as  fair  as  the  Swan's  silver  plumes  ; 

Thy  breast  seems  to  heave  with  delight* 
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My  Emuy  rise,  the  sun's  sprightly  beaml 

Descend  thy  sweet  face  to  salute ; 
The  heath  all  its  blossoms  to  greet  thee  reserves; 

The  vallies  present  their  ripe  fruit. 

Thy  lover,  tho'  timid,  will  snatch  from  the  crag 
The  berries  which  creep  on  its  side ; 

And  pluck  from  the  hasel  the  clustering  nut, 
When  shining  in  Autumn's  rich  pride. 

As  rtd  as  thy  lips  the  berries  shall  prove 

The  nuts  shall  be  ripe  as  thy  bosom  of  love. 

My  queen  sweetly-smiling,  oh !  when  shall  we  meet 
On  the  banks  of  the  murmuring  flood  ? 

Or  sit  in  the  cave  that  is  covered  with  moss, 
Or  prattle  of  love  in  the  wood  i 

JEIow  long  wilt  thou  leave  me,  my  Emily,  say^ 

Thy  absence  so  cruel  to  mourn  f  , 
I  sorrowing  sit  the  lone  son  of  th^  rock 

Unhappy  till  thou  shalt  return. 
Thy  beauties  I  tell  to  the  rude  passing  gale 
And  mutter  my  grief  to  the  flint  of  the  vde* 

Whenever  thou  comest,  thou  welcome  wilt  come^ 

As  summer  preceded  by  frost: 
My  Emily's  image  will  gladden  my  eyes. 

As  light  cheers  the  traveller  lost. 


•  't 


ut 


STANZAS, 

To  the  Memorj 

Pf 

Bobert  Bourne,  Esq* 

Feurtli  Sbn  of  ihe  Rev.  Biclittr^  B<mnie»  of  VMint^ 

who  dttd  on  the  9^  of  Jtine,  1809, 

at  Kildreis> 

in  the  Covnty  of  Tyrone, 

in  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  hit  age.* 

BY  MR.  DAVIDt  CAREYi 

AVrfi9»0W  "  THB  PL«A8lFftBfl  OV  ITATVMk''  &B» 


Whsw  the  Warrior  expires  on  his  path  of  renown 
The  tears  of  a  nation  embalm  his  repose, 

Tho'  Mercy  ne^er  hallowed  and  Pity  disown, 
The  breast  that  ne'er  felt  h^x  compassionate  thi'oee. 

But  when  Worth,  modest  Worth,  like  a  star  beam  that 
fen, 

Is  withdrawn  to  his  own  empyrean  of  light,. 
How  few,  ah,  how  few !  round  his  cold  earthly  cell 

Heave  the  deep  sigh  of  sorrow,  and  weep  for  his  flight ! 

*  He  posseiied  a  mind  richly  imbued  with  sound  learning  and 
christian  principles,  joined  to  great  and  active  benevolence,  which 
could  anly  be  exceeded  by  that  of  his  estimable  friend  Dr.  Robert 
Anderson^  of  Edinburgh,  author  of  **  the  Lives  of  the  British 
Peets,"  in  whose  house  he  had  resided  f«r  some  time»  and  who 
•tcoopanied  him  oa  his  Tlsit  to  Irelaa<IL 
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Yet  bcwotiis  there  are,  O !  tlie  dearest,  tlie  best, 

(And  may  Heaven  on  their  path  shed   its  lovefiesl 
beam!) 

Who  soothe  the  lane  wanderer's  pulses  to  rest^ 
And  weep  with  a  dear  and  a  lasting  esteem* 

And  such  o'er  thy  doom,  lov'd,  unfortunate!  Bovmri  I 
On  sad  sister  shores,  breathe  the  sigh  of  regret ; 

For  thy  virtues  the  good  and  the  virtuous  mourn. 
Ah  !  memorials  sweet !  they  shall  never  forgets 

As-some  bark  that  has  glean'd,  as  she  travers'd  the 
deep, 
The  gems  of  the  Orient,  the  pride  of  the  wave, 
Hails,  joyfully  hails,  lovely  Albion's  green  steep,— 
When  loud  roars  the  tempest,  and  deep  yawns  thv 
grave; 

So  gaily  we  saw  thee  on  life's  summer  se^ 
The  regions  of  Science  and  Fancy  explore^ 

Then  seek  each  fond  scene  dear  to  friendship  and  thee^ 
And  breathe  thy  last  sigh  on  thy  lov'd  native  shore* 

When  the  blooms  of  thy  mind,  like-  the  Spriiig  tM 

the  eye, 
How  bright  was  the  prospect  that  Fancy  pourtray'd  !— 
•Now  faded,  ah  !  faded  for  ever,  they  lie 

Where  the  green  turf  of  Erin  now  ctvers  thy  head; 

And  Friendship  his  fond  ineffectual  care 
Bewails,  as  he  lingers  and  sighs  to  depart, 

And  Piety  weeps  'mid  her  holiest  prayer 
For  a  child  that  was  lovely  and  dear  to  herbeart# 
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Tis  thus  as  w^  journey  life's  d^tk  Valley  through, 
>  Bright  sunbeams  of  Hope  bft  illumine  the  road  ;^^ 
Mow  brightlvy  alas !  but  how  transient  too  1—^ 
For  love,  hope,  and  jby^  find  one  gUlphing  abode* 

But  pass  uadisma/d,  O  ye  righteous !  the  bound  ; 
'    Though  dim,  mark  the  vista  that  opens,  afar  I 
On  the  ruins  of  Time,  o'er  the  darkness  profound^ 
Salvation  has  lighted  her  bright  morning  star ; 

And  the  Cherubim  train  theit  glad  welcome  extend- 
ing, 
Heaven's  triumph  recording,  her  loud  Organ  blow^ 

For  a  soul  from  the  conlfines  of  Darkness  ascending. 
That  has  trod  the  lone  blood-press  of  Death  and  of 
Woe ! 

Then  weep  not  the  pleasures  so  fading  and  dear, 
For  the  handmaids  of  Bliss  in  yon  stariy  abode, 

Shall  wipe  from  your  eyes  the  disconsolate  tear. 
And  ray  on  your  pathway  the  smiles  of  your  God* 


EPiaRAV,  an  the  celebrated  Madam  La  VdOkre.    From, 

the  Frenchm 

In  ancient  days  arose  a  fane. 

Where  every  lover  knelt  to  impart 
To  Venus  kind,  in  suppliant  strain, 

The  dearest  secret  of  his  heart. 

Could  such  a  temple  now  be  found. 
Though  thousands  thither  should  repair^ 

To  heaven  would  rise  no  other  sound 
Than  «  O !  I  die  for  La  Valliere/' 

1.  w«  I. 


145. 
CALEDONIA, 

AK  GDt. 


O  HAD  I  Ossiati^s  lyre  sublime 
That  triumphed  o'er  the  storms  of  timi^ 
Would  Gonads  rapt,  pathetic  muse, 
One  spark  into  this  breast  infuse. 
Of  that  unmatched,  ethereal  fire 

Which  on  his  nightcti  era.shotie. 
When  woody  Mbrveu  heard  his  wire. 

And  echoed  to  her  darling  so&  t 
Patriot  rage  my  hands  impelling, 

Swift  I'd  strike  the  chords  anew. 
Hymns  of  praise  ^ith  ardour  swelling, 
Pnuse  to  Caledonia  due  1 

Yet  still  that  magic  nam«  hath  power 
To  bless  the  poet's  tranced  hour ! 
When  Fancy's  limpid  mitcor  bears,    , 
The  pageant  of 'departed  years. 

She  views  thee  from  yon  azure  steep 

With  beamy  shield  and  spear  emerge. 
And  wing  the  planetary  deep. 

To  take  these  lion  hills  in  charge;      ^^ 
While  the  polar  morn  advancing', 

Spreads  her  shaking  silver  dome, 
.And  the  North  Star  keenly  glancing, 
Warbling  seraph,  sings  thee  home • 
VOL.  yi.  L 


^»V' 
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« 

Where  giant  Nevis  towering  higH  * 
Bursts  thro'  the  billows  of  the  sky. 
With  thunder  gvrt^  and  ptum'd  with  snows. 
To  thee  a  cloudy  temple  rose. 

Yet  oft  to  Druids'  watchings  weird 

By  waving  wood  or  haunted  heath, 
Thy  form  in  meltjing  p.oinn  appeared, 
Or  floated  o'er  the  fields  of  death. 
Throned  in  Staffa's  halls  volcanic, 

Thee  the  western  waves  would  greet. 
Wont  to  ^kk^  with  brows  tyrannic, 
Homaged  tfaey  around  thy  feet  I 

Let  the  loud  pipe  the  strain  prolong, 
Thy  Celtic  sons  demand  the  song ; 
Acfopted  to  thy  glorious  name, 
Twas  theirs  to  rear  an  infiuit  fame. 
When  savage  nations  from  afar, 

In  lawlels  hordes  let  loose  to  prey, 
Pour'd  on  Uieir  coasts  perpetual  war, 

Destruction,  danger,  and  dismdiy;  * 

Till  at  length  o'er  prostrate  Ullin,  f 

And  the  Scandinavian  kefely 
Oscar  bold,  and  diatk  Cuchullint 
Brandished  high  th6-  vengeful  steel* 

When  the  big  Sorn^  tempest  fa^t, 
Thy  rock^  werel  ^reeiiomls  last  retreat : 
While  trembling  ^uirb^e  all  in  vain  ^^  < 
Hung  speechless  on  the  Wanderer's  ttain| 

^  Ben-NeTis  in  Boii-iliire,  the  highest  M«imtalii  in  Great 
JBritvii*  '  f      '  ■ 

t  tJllk^  tiiepioviaee  of  Vbtef  lA  Inha^. 
Osetr  mA  Oiotnim,  two jpf  Ommb'!  priadpd  beracp^    . 
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*  Let  not*'  she  said  ^'  Britannia  mourn 

'*  Time  bringeth  mighty  changes  forth^ 
Then  sad,  dishevelled,  ana  forlorn 

She  sought  the  adamantine  north^ 
Many-headed  Grampus  frowning  * 

On  the  squadrons  eagle  led. 
Sternly  still  the  yoke  disowning. 

Sheltered  the  celestial  maid. 

On  bloody  Carron's  twilight  iMtnfcs  t 
Dim-hovering  o'er  the  martial  f«iiks» 
'Twas  thus  thy  courmge4cindltng  toofue. 
In  accents  loud  to  battle  sun| : 
**  Once  again  the  crimson  boo  {     ' 

**  Streams  aloft  ou  MorrenV  blast, 
*^  Lo !  the  restless ^yranti  flyings  >.  <      .: :  i    . 
<^  Croud  their  ^  gathered  heap  ft/  aghftst^ 
Now  redoubted,  now  or  never, 
**  Grasp'  the  fiai&hidinv  fpllo#  tie'; 
^*  These  jrour  native  plains  deli^^, 

*^  Heayeh  pi'es^rVes  the  itKnintiiiiis  fireer^ 

Yes,  still  thy  hills,  unconquei'd  staad. 
Prophetic  guirdian  of,  the  hmi : 
Where  is  the  force  that  shajl  diaplace 
The  faithful,  dauiitless^penitve  raccit.     /    .   . 
§  Ages  on  dark-brown  ages  rpir4       ::..({:.      { 

The  tide  of  tind  tumult aoui^  dowa^    ... 
Their  high  memorial  deed^  unfold,    >  t  .^      ; 
In  doubling  ecUdea.l^fionowQif .  / 

*  That  cham  «f  raoavitaii^^i^d.pniBpiaii  pi;  Grattt9M]l<;.    . 
t  Carroa  or  Canui,  •  celeors^Hl  nvolet  ifi  linlithgowibira*'^  . , 
%  The  arms  of  Scotland  'ar^^'  on  k  Shield '<^'  a^rain  '^aiipiiit 
vrittiin  a  doubJe  tressnre  fiprr*  coiiBtar£k>werod  golet. 

"  kai'flfA^fd«4iW?ySl*  ^CMMi-'  "•=  '    '-'"'*    '^'-  '•' 
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Fir'd  by  tiiee,  mid  dangers  gloommgv 

What  their  ardent  spirits  dare, 
Lineaged  Thane,  or  lowly  ploughman, 

LargSy  and  Loncarty  deckre  I 

Yet  not  to  them  did  conquest  yield 
A  respite  from  the  bloody  field  ; 
Invasion's  still-retaming  tide. 
Overwhelmed  their  marches  far  and  wide  ; 
And  ever  as  wkK  dolefvl.  breath. 

Of  bugles  shook  their  thickets  green^ 
The  ministers  of  kingly  wrath 

StalkM  proudly  o'er  theravagM  scene  ; 
Then  the  tyrant  false  and  jealous^ 

Scotia^  bad  become  thy  lord, 
fiut  that  brave,  indignant'  Wallace 
Wikfly  snateb'd  thy  draping  swovd^ 

What  earthly  po^ver  shall  weU  rewaipd         .    . 
His  country  s  ch^fnpion,  saviour,  guard  ? 
What  palms  what  trophies  are  .his  due? 
Behold  i  a  blood>stain'd  block  in  view  t 
This  is  the  guerdoli,  migbty  chief  C 

A  common  triuaiph  Scotia  scorns, 
Her^s  is  the  awful  *'  joy  of  grief," 

But  vengeance  wakes  when  Scotia  moumS'! 
Ever  shall  the  tragic  story 

Honours  on  the  1yi?e  bestow,. 
Tears,  the  poet^s  truest  glbiy^ 
Tears,  extatiC' tears  shaH' flow  f 


•  J^if  Troni  iBfe  protia  'dsiirjwtt's  art* 
j.JJhy  itaiTp^ei^xdi  spn  dej^aiti^  ' 

»«ite>D  mrnih  miJb^^fviif^^ml 
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And  lOVr  the  sea-rock  sadly  bent, 
Gives  all  his  royal  sorrows  vent. 
Listening  the  midnight  water's  roar 

()  !  Bruce  what  transport  shook  thy  br^uii  I 
When  Freedom  on  the  dusky  shore 

Wav'd  her  red  torch  at  thy  behest. 
Still  the  great  design  concealing, 

Gathering,  kindling,  rushing  on, 
Till  the  Scottish  sabre  wheeling 

Dealt  another  Marathon  I 

O  Scotia,  nurse  of  heartfelt  song, 
Whether  thy  lonely  straths  among. 
Thou  viewest,  reclin'd  on  Fortha's  urn. 
The  glorious  plains  of  Bannockburn ! 
Or  musing  o  er  some  crumbling  tower. 

Mid  pendent  cliffs  and  dashing  streams, 
While  Even  gilds  the  dewy  hour,- 
Thou  visitest  the  Poet's  dreams ; 
Borne  in  mists  o'er  fatal  Flodden, 
Or  thy  pausing  footsteps  trace 
Where  on  distant,  drear  CuUoden, 
.     ♦  Set  the  star  ojf  Banc[Uo's  face ! 

Be  mine  to  sing  that  lovelie^r  scene. 
When  Albion-sought  thee  for  his  queeii. 
By  charter  seal'd  in  Heaven  he  rode 
Imperial  monarch  of  the  Bood ! 

When  to  the  border  meads  he  pressed, 

in  his  own  paternal  Castle  of  Turnberry  in  Ayrsliire,  See  all  tli« 
f^otch  Historians. 

*  The  Boyaj  House  of  Stuart  are  said  to  be  descendants  of 
Banquo,  thane  of  Lochaber,  who  was  murdered  b/  the  tyrant 
lifacbeth^ 

1.3 
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♦  Where  Twe^d  imbibes  the  classic  rills, 
And  folded  to  his  glowing  breast 

Thee,  Genius  of  a  thousand  hills ! 
After  ages  of  defiance. 

Rage  and  ruin,  none  but  he 
Worthy  is  of  thine  alliance, 

Whose  embrace  is  Liberty ! 


LoKjioK»  1807. 


T.  C. 


IMPROMPTU, 


To  a  Lady  singing  and  pltiying  on  the  Harp. 

What  though  the  Thracian  Minstrel's  lyre, 
His  frenzied  eye,  and  ardent  fire, 

Could  charm  the  marble  rock  to  roam  ; 
Una,  thy  strains  of  magic  art 
Can  more  of  cxtacy  impart, 
Can  melt  with  potent  spell  the  frozen  heart, 

And  lure  U  from  its  home. 

s/ 

*+  TUc  Yf  Jj  Yarrow,  Sec.  aie  her«  dcnominattd,  **  clssiic  rills." 
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ANACREONTIC. 


CoMi,  fill  the  bowl,  let  mirth  and  g^ee 

Our  cares  and  sorrows  drown  ; 
Let  blithesome  mirth  and  revelry 

The  jovial  evening  crown. 

Prepare  the  garland  for  my  head ; 

Let  freshest  flowers  unite. 
No  pangs  of  woe,  no  cares  I  dread. 

When  Bacchus  crowns  the  night. 

Come,  Cupid 9  come;  our  pleasure  share 

And  flutter  round  the  bowl ; 
Andy  while  your  pinions  fan  the  air. 

With  love  inspire  my  soul. 

Bring  myrtle  wreaths,  and  ivy  brings 

To  bind  my  temples  round ; 
And  as  of  love  and  wine  I  sing, 

With  roses  strew  the  ground* 

Thus  free  from  care  my  life  shall  pass  I 

For  sorrow,  woe,  and  pain 
I  feel  not  when  I  fill  my  glass, 

And  love  inspires  my  brain,  x.  ¥• 

l4 
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ELEGY, 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  LADY  EDEN, 

Tbb  most  amiable  and  unfortunate  victiin  to  raatemal  solicitude* 
was  carried  off  in  the  second  week  of  her  coninemttnt  by  tba 
inalignaiiC  aad  fatal  influence  of  the  scarlet  fever,  which  her 
eldest  son  caugjit  at  school*  and  thw  communicated  to  his 
Familpr. 

BY   MRS.   COCKLE. 


Iv  holy  hope  'mid  sorrows  chasten'd  gloom, 
If  the  rais'd  eye  be  lifted  from  the  tomb. 
With  awful  trust  in  Him  who  died  to  save. 
And  conquering  burst  the  bondage  of  the  grave. 
Yet  ere  the  trembling  glance- reposes  there. 
And  hails  the  Angel  in  her  native  sphere; 
To  earth  the  tributary  tears  descend, 
For  her,  the  wife,  the  mother^  and  Xhofrkiidi 
For  her  endcar'd  by  every  sacred  claim, 
Beauty's  fair  form,  and  virtue's  fairer  frame:-— 

Ask  not  her  charms  'mid  fashions  giddy  train, 
Ask  not  her  worth,  'mid  folly's  fleeting  reign. 
Or  where  the  greats  or  where  the  jtrotid  repose, 
With  ail  that  monumental  fame  bestows ; 
Ko,  seek  it  there  in  misery's  lonely  cell, 
Where  pining  want,  or  infant  sorrows  dwell, 
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Where  wasting  sickness  heaves  the  secret  sigh. 
Fires  the  quick  pulse,  and  dims  the  languid  eye; 
While  the  weak  accent,  tremulous  with  grief, 
In  undistinguish'd  woe  implores  relief; 
Or  there  were  meagre  poverty  in  vain 
Kntreats  one  opiate  in  her  hour  of  pain. 
And  finds  her  doubting  eye  first  meet  the  form 
Of  sympathy,  amidst  life's  closing  storm. 
Nor  there  alone,  where  Want  with  asking  eye. 
Moves  the  parch'd  lip,  and  only  begs  to  die, 
Or  there  where  sickness  with  its  numerous  train. 
Feels  every. sad  variety  of  pain, 
Did  she  with  sweet  endearment's  softest  sound 
Court  the  confided  pang,  and  heal  the  wound : 
Her's  too  were  sorrow's  tendercst  sympathies, 
And  all  her  aiding,  graceful^  charities. 
For  Hope's  lost  joys,  for  brighter  hours  gone  by, 
The  sudden  gloom  that  clouds  her  summer  sky. 
When  her  fair  sunshine,  once  serenely  bright, 
Sinks  in  the  darkness  of  a  dreadful  night ; 
O'er  these,  with  sympathy's  unchanging  beam. 
She  bade  sweet  pity  shed  her  radiant  gleam. 
And  all  her  cheering  brightness  mildly  play, 
O'er  the  sad  moments  of  each  wintry  day. 

Ah !  ever  prompt  with  eager  step  to  go, 
At  the  soft  call  of  duty,  or  of  woe, 
1  saw  her  hasten  to  the  fatal  bed. 
There  by  ipaternal  feeling,  ardent  led, 
Saw  hep  regardless  of  disease's  pow'r 
With  looks  of  love,  beguile  his  dangerous  houf, 
With  doubting  smiles  which  hope  and  fear  exprest. 
Still  clasp  her  treasure  trembling  to  her  brt^ast, 
Still  for  herself  forget  disease's  reign 
WhiUt  a^l  the  mother  throb'd  in  ev'ryvein. 
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Ah  !  \rby  when  thus  around  that  dangerous  bed 
Maternal  love  her  holy  influence  shed, 
Why,  why,  conceard  beneath  her  brightest  wreath 
Did  Fate  relentless  wing  his  dart  of  death. 
And  see  her  droop  amidst  its  blossoms  gay 
A  fairer  flower,  a  lovelier  far  than  they  } 
Yes  it  was  hurl'd  and  in  that  fatal  hour, 
When  nature  strove  with  more  than  nature's  pow'r ; 
Th'  unequal  conflict  of  a  mother's  throes 
With  all  a  mother's  agonizing  woes ; 
When  drooping  first  she  felt  the  cruel  strife, 
Felt  the  strong  charm  that  call'd  her  back  to  life ; 
T6  her  parch'd  lips  her  new-born  hope  she  prest 
Then  trembling  gave  it  from  her  burning  breast. 
Whilst  scarcely  conscious  of  this  added  tye, 
Its  welcome  mingled  with  a  parting  sigh. 

From  that  pure  sphere,  where  purest  spirits  prove 
The  pleading  mercy  of  redeeming  love, 
Still  bend  a  mortal  s  with  an  angeFs  eye, 
(If  aught  can  mingle  of  mortality), 
If  earthly  thoughts  with  heavenly  bliss  can  blend. 
Let  thy  pure  spirit  still  to  earth  descend  ; 
Oh  !  turn  to  those  who  drooping  yet  remain. 
Dear  infant  wanderers  in  a  world  of  pain. 
Prompt  every  wish,  and  guileless  act  which  here 
To  thee  shall  guide  them  through  this  world  of  care ; 
With  guardian  eye  each  better  thought  direct 
With  guardian  hand  their  erring  steps  protect, 
And  lead  them  gently  through  life's  thorny  road. 
To  meet  thee  in  the  bosom  rf  their  God. 

1109. 
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THE  INCANTATION, 


BT   WM.  CARXT^  ESQ. 


Scene;  a  Bioo&*Ught  view  of  a  "wild  countrj,  on  the  borders  of  a 
forest.  Mata.<:obov,  an  Indian  Warrior,  designing  a  midniglit 
attaek  upon  a  hostile  tribe,  sings  the  praises  of  his  decseaaad 
Father^  and  by  powerful  spells  raises  his  «piri^  t»  learn  ^ 
fate  of  the  approaching  battle. 


Oh,  Nighty  my  avengers  conceal  in  thy  womb ; 
Assist  me,  ye  light^nings^  my  foes  to  consume. 
Give — ^give  mc  the  ving$  of  the  whirlwind  to  sweep 
The  *  deer-footed  tribe  from  yon  sea- beaten  steep. 

Ye  ghosts  of  the  valiant,  who  shine  from  on  f  high,  ' 
And,  nightly,  display  your  proud  thrones  in  the  sky. 
Hide,  hide  me  ;  the  lights  of  your  victory  shroud  : 
And  sleep,  thou  bright  Bow,  ia  yon  I  death-bearing 
cloud. 

'  ♦  Sw^ft-footcd. 

t  The  Indians  suppose  that  the  ghosts  of  Warriors*  slain  in  bat* 
tie,  after  liaving  slumbered  a  certain  time  in  the  grave,  are  raised 
to  dwell  in  the  stars,  from  whence  they  occasionally  descend  to 
wander  among  the  scenes  of  their  former  enjoyment.^- 

t  Their  greatest  defeats  being  the  result  of  nightly  marches  and 
axabushcs,  they  look  upon  death  to  be  the  offspring  of  Dcerknai,^-- 
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Five  chiefs  of  renown,  by  his  arrows,  lay  dead, 
Ere  the  blood  of  my  Father,  in  battle,  was  shed. 
He  fell  by  the  side  of  the  dark-winding  stream, 
And  the  vallies  resound  with  the  song  of  his  fame. 

How  sweet  is  his  sleep  in  the  night  of  the  grave: 
For  dear  is  revenge  to  the  soul  of  the  brave. 
O'er  his  ashes,  tlie  fierce  Fotomamac  I  tore, 
And  sprinkled  the  mantle  of  earth  with  his  gore," 

Like  a  tigen  undaunted  he  rush'd  to  the  war  ; 
Like  thunder  he  struck  and  spread  terror  afar. 
As  the  blossoms  of  love,  or  the  spring  of  the  yeart 
His  name  to  the  race  of  Maronoc  is  dear.  ' 

'Tis  now  the  dread  moment  when  Spirits  awake ; 
They  glide  o*er  the  pines,  or  ascend  from  the  lake; 
They  ride  on  the  winds,  or  re-visk  the  plain, 
%Vhere  the  moss-covered  skulls  of  the  battle  remain. 

Three  scalps  of  the  conquer'd,  to*  Podor  I  burn ; 
At  whose  voice  from  Ronama  the  shadows  return. 
A  .snake  black  with  venom,  I  cast  in  the  f!ame» 
And  call  on  the  ghost  of  my  Father,  by  name. 

In  his  glory  he  comes  like  a  star  in  the  skies  I 
He  smiles— and  the  omens  of  triumph  arise ! 
He  speaks — and  the  time  of  my  wishes  is  near, 
When  the  race  of  my  foes  shall  in  blopd  disappear 

In  the  gloom  of  the  forest,  securely  they  sleep  : 
But,  long  ere  the  sun  shall  illumine  the  deep. 
This  hand  which  the  Spirits  of  Ruin  shall  guide. 
In  a  tempest  of  slaughter  shall  scatter  their  pride. 


HAITTS. 


*  Poior,  the  God  of  the  winds,  and  roltr  of  dee^aped  spiritit 
Banamq  the  lodiao  Paradise. 


m 


A  TOWN  SCENE, 


BT  THKOPHILVS   SWIFT,  ESQ, 


A  harmless  dog,  OQce  passing  throtigh  the  street. 

Of  idle  truants  chanced  a  crew  to  meet. 

Unlucky,  lawless,  without  thought  or  rule, 

On  mischief  bent,  the  imps  had  mitch'd  from  school* 

Seized  by  the  tail,  poor  Tray  began  to  yelp, 

And  piteous  lookM,  as  though  he  pray^l  for  help. 

In  vain : — ^The  naughty  boys  a  horn  had  found, 

And  to  his  tail  the  barbarous  log  they  bound* 

Hoiloo  !  Holho !  was  soon  the  comitfpn  cry : 

Holloo  /  HoUoo  I  streets,  alleys,  lanes,  reply : 

Loud  sounds  the  horn,  as  if  the  French  were  coming:— » 

Miss  screams ; — ^is  very  sure  she  hears  the  drumming. . 

Old  maids  inquisitive  to  windows  run  ;— 

^^  Pray,  Monsieur,  is  the  ravishing  begu^  ? 

Th'  approaching  shout  affrighted  matrons  hear. 

And  virgins  fear — they  know  not  what  tbpy  fear. 

At  length  a  buxom  widow  in  the  crowd. 

With  ail  her  griefs  alive,  exclaims  aloud, 

**  Shame !  That  what  my^ppor  husband's  hiead  had 

V*  worn,      t  ^  1,  *  ■•         -1      J  ♦  i 
Aupiuous  Ddifs  appendage  should  Ik  borne  I^ 
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IN  MEMORY  OF 

\ 

JOHN  CAMPBELL.  OF  BELFAST,  MERCHANT, 

DIED    AGED  73. 
BY    DR.   DRENNAK. 


'Tis  not  the  heap  of  dust  this  tomb  contains, 
This  wreck  of  nature  forms  not  his  remains.   ■  • 
But  truth,  and  worth,  plain,  simple,  and  sihccref 
By  friends  long  felt,  now  hallow'd  by  their  tear ; 
And  manners  mild,  affectionate  and  kind, 
The  faithful  mirror  of  his  candid  mind. 
Temp'rate  atid  prudent,  regular  and  jnst, 
His  guardian  care  still  active  to  its  trtist* 
Sparing  in  words,  wit  speaking  in  the  deed,"  ^  " 

No  narrow  sect  pal'd  in  his  christian  cresed:  ■'•   .  ' 
Deed  without  show,  his  evangelic  plari; 
He  worriiipp^d  God  l^  d6ing  good  t6  Man; 
In  peace,  he  passed  his  reverend  length  of  d^, 
Nor  courted,  lior  contemn^  the  public  priuse; 
But  Memory  c^lreful  of  a  good  man's  fame,  ' 
A  civic  wi^eath,  here,  twines  around  his  tiame, 
And  still  in  death,  the  fond  attachment  beai^^ 
Which  gracM  bis  life,  attd  <^rown'd  his  silver  fiainr',   -'  *' 
These,  the  remains  which "^bnrst  the  fikrrbwroofA;' * '^'  '* 
Live — and  come  forth  from  QhUv%ztT»*i  liionQur'd 
tomb.'     '  -'    '  "   .>:'   ■  -^N- H'"'^  '   *  *^*''^ 


1^ 


BONAPARTE. 


— — -Adjectis  Britanqii 
Jmptno.-— 

1      I 


^WAS  thus  the  proud  Napoleon  said 

While  Europe's  leaguer'd  banners  fled. 

While  blighted  monarchs  crouch'd  to  die 

At  the  black  lightnings  oi  his  eye, 

While  kingdoms  withered  at  his  tread 

Twas  thus  the  proud  Napoleon  said : 

**  Onward  !  soldiers,  bolder  on ! 

Give  me  the  clifis  of  Albion  ! 

Think  how  firm  our  laurel  sits 

Stiff  with  the  blood  of  Austerlitc, 

Think  of  the  tale  that  Ulm  can  tell, 

Think  of  the  hour  when  Prusshi  fell. 

And  Wagram  where  the  nighty  lie, 

The  red,  red  grave  of  Germany  i 

Think  how  we  crush'd  and  mock'd  and  chid. 

The  rebel  boasters  of  Madrid. 

Think,  think  of  these ;  press  bolder  on 

And  give  me,  give  me  Aibiont 

Oh !  'twill  be  easy  to  beguile 

The  monarch  of  a  paltry  isle, 

To  teach  the  dolt  my  chains  to  wear, 

And  thankjne  for  the  life  I  spare  I 

Then  on  my  comrades,  bolder  oOf 

And  gira  ma,  girt  ma  Albioa  i  .    . 


Above  each  lie-ennobled  clod, 
£ach  hero,  saint,  and  demi-god. 
Each  plodding  dunce  of  glory's  school^ 
The  drunkard  Greek,  the  Swedish  fool^ 
Above  all  these  shall  Fame  install. 
The  iron  emperor  of  Gaul ! 
Then  onward  !  let  my  trirCol6r 
Lash  the  dull  fogs  of  Britain's  shore, 
Then  onward  !  and  in  Britkh  blood, 
We'll  quaff  the  meed  of  hardihood. 
Then  onward  !  and  your  chief  enrobe 
The  spangled  monarch  of  the  globe  V^ 

And  shall  he  come,  the  demon  foe  ? 
And  shall  he  reign  ?— By  Brunswick,  no ! 
While  royal  Mary's  magic  smile 
Shall  warm  and  animate  our  isle, 
What  sluggard,  lest  that  princely  eye 
Should  weep  the  fall  of  royalty, 
And  lest  the  calm  majestic  grace, 
Should  struggle  in  a  Gaul's  embrace, 
What  sluggard  would  hot  fence  the  shore, 
And  trample  on  the  tri-col6r  i 

H.de  w. 


TO  A  PHYSICIAN, 

l^OM   THE   FEENCH    OF   MONTRItUXC 

Ratmovd,  thou  hast  beneath  thy  care 
Sylvia,  the  fairest  of  the  fair ! 

Who  treats  with  cruel  scorn  each  lover: 
Her  rigour  daily  to  the  grave 
Dooms  thousand^  whom  her  e^^  enslave ; 
And  thou  may'st  half  the  nation  sav^ 

If  Sylvia  thou  wilt  not  recover. 

B.  A.  D« 
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LINES, 


ADDRESSED  to  THE  HON.  MRS.  FRAKCES  PRE^TalTy 
ON  TflE  COMMENCBMEKT  OF  THE  NEW  TSAR,  BT 
HER   AFFECTIONATE   HUSBAND. 

BT   THE    LATE   VILLIAM   PUESTON,   ESQ. 


I  paint  no  fictions  in  thdsef  homdy  strains. 
Dissembled  joys,  imaginary  pains: 
Vet  once  again,  the  fond  domestic  throng 
With  Fanny  comes  to  claim  the  yearly  song, 
I  turn  with  pleasure  to  the  sober  task ; 
Who  caIn  refuse  what  love  and  virtue  ask  ?-— 
Who  can  refuse  the  picture  to  declare 
^fhat  fills  his  bosom  from  an  offspring  fair  ? 
How  can  my  muse  the  soft  request  decline 
Of  her  who  made  that  hopeful  offspring  mine  f 
My  tried  companion  thro'  this  mortal  strife. 
The  faithful  friend,  the  sympathizing  wife. 
Connected,  beauteous,  harmonized,  ai^d  bright. 
Thus  SEVEN  fait  Pleiads  join  their  kindred  light* 
In  ordei"  while  the  darling  train  attend. 
Parental  blessings  on  each  head  descend. 
'Oh  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  patriot  flame. 
Who  docs  not  glory  in  a  father's  name ! 
My  soul  expands  oft  as  1  view  the  train  ;- 
I  proudly  feel  I  have  not  liv'd  in  vain. 

VOIi^    VI.  M 
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Witk  placid  looks  my  gentle  £YR£  appears, 
Fair  is  the  promise  of  thy  youthful  years  ! 
Ma/st  thou,  when  manly  reason  fills  thy  breast, 
Be  parent  and  protector  to  the  rest. — 
May  Fanny  when  successive  years  have  roll'd, 
The  female  virtues  in  her  life  unfold. 
Now  the  gay  moments  few  exertions  ask. 
Docile  obedience  is  her  only  task. 
With  balmy  Zephyrs  may  returning  Spring 
For  Algernon  returning  vigour  bring, — 
And  health  conspire  his  active  thoughts  to  guide^ 
And  train  his  footsteps  where  the  Muses  bide. 
May  Angeline,  that  like  the  virgin  rose, 
Emblem  of  peace,  and  health,  in  beauty  grows. 
In  prudence  mild,  and  gentle  manners  shine 
The  future  parent  of  an  hopeful  line. 
May  playful  George>  affectionate  and  wild, 
In  manhood  lose  the  captivating  child. 
In  life  may  fairy-fac'd  Felicia  claim 
An  happy  portion  suited  to  her  name ; 
And  Decimus,  though  last  not  least  in  love, 
With  rising  life,  in  rising  hopes  improve, 
And  bid  the  d(kwn.  of  mormng's  infant  ray 
Expand  to  ftiJilniess  ei  the  manly  day. 
All  thisy  whatever  space  remains  for  me. 
With  eyes  d^Ughited  may  their  mother  see. 
And  well  she  merits,  whiose  maternal  fears. 
And  fond  solicitudes-pursue  their  years. 
Kevotving  Time  that  crowns  my  b^ad  with  soow^ 
'  And  proves  heir  6.ith,  has  seen  oux  offspring  grow; 
And  every  day  that  past  has  summoned  forth. 
New  proofs  of  t^n4jeme68  and  female  worth. 
In  life's  drear  journey  we  ai?e  made  to  mourn, 
But  peace  and  virtujd  g^ide  ber  to  the  bourn  s 
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Aiid  Hope  and  fair  Religion's  steady  light 
Exalt  her  eyes,  niake  every  prospect  bright. 
May  heaven  protect  our  children,  to  repay 
Her  sleepless  nights,  her  every  anxious  day  ; 
May  gratitude!  1^  joii\M  with  nature's  tie, 
To  heave  the  filial  breast  and  melt  the  filial  eye. 


THE  WISH. 

TO  HENRY. 


-Multa  petentibu 


Desmit  multa.  Hoa^ 

Yes  !  I  have  wishM  for  Beauty's  form. 
Though  but  tlie  Spirit's  transient  dress. 

That  I  might  more  my  Henry  warm. 
That  I  might  more  my  Henry  bless. 

And  I  hare  wish'd  my  stores  to  teem 
With  the  bright  earth  of  Chili's  mine; 

Though  little  I  Wealth's  joys  esteem, 
But  as  the  ministers  of  tnine. 

And  I  have  wish'd  indulgent  Heaven 
Had  wit  and  sense  bestowed  on  me; 

Because,  those  godlike  treasures  given, 
I  had  become  more  worthy  thee. 

So  infinite  the  space  appears, 

Which,  pass'd  by  thee,  between  us    es, 
I  mark  it  only  with  my  tears, 

I  measure  only  witli  my  eyes. 

M  2 
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ON  GOING  TO  OXFORD 

Adieu,  Q  ye  thoughtless  gay  train  !      ^ 

That  tread  Pleasure's  ftowery  path, 
Where  Sloth,  idly  busy,  in  vain 

Ever  seeks  fresh  enjoyments  at  Bath : 
Adieu ! — ^That  from  you  I  retire, 

No  tear  shall  swell  into  my  eye  ; 
,^or,  pining  with  hopeless  desire, 

For  your  joys  shall  I  heave  one  fond  sigh. 

Adieu,  O  ye  seats  still  so  lov'd  ! 

Dear  scenes  of  my  childhood,  adieu  ! 
Ye  vales  too,  where  happy  I  rov'd 

Ere  the  sharpness  of  sorrow  1  knew ! 
No  more  on  his  willowy  shore 

Avon  sees  me  lone-wand'ring  at  eve ; 
Avon  hears  me  deep-musing  no  more  ; — 

These  meads,  aiid  these  plains  I  must  leav^ 

Hark  !  Isis  now  calls  me  away ; 

''  Haste;  spurn  these  soft  pleasures,**  She cri< 

**  Oh !  why  dost  thou  fondly  delay.  ? 

"  Oh !  why  turn  so  often  thine  eyes  ? 
**  Amid  the  bright  circle  to  shine, 

**  Each  varying  fashion  to  guide, 
*^  To  warm  the  fair  breast  is  not  thine  ; 

'*'  Haste ;  spurn  these  soft  pleasures  aside. 

"  If  yet  the  green  mead  can  delight; 

"  If  Philomel  sweetly  can  sing ; 
^*  If  the  .distant  streams  glittering  bright 

*^  Amid  the  gay  landscape  of  spring, 
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'*  Or  the  spires,  that  *  high-bosom'd  in  trees 
**  Reflect  the  slope  sun's  golden  ray,     . 

"  Have  yet  aught  of  beauty  to  please; 
"  O  haste,  to  my  banks  haste  away. 

*'  Say,  where  smile  the  meadows  more  green  ? 

"  Where  does  Philomel  warble  more  sweet  ? 
"  What  stream  rolls  more  pure  thro*  a  scene, 

"  Where  Spring's  various  treasures  so  meet? 
"  O  say,  what  can  Avon  compare 

"  To  the  towers,  that  crown  my  proud  side ! 
"  Or  when  did  the  muses  sport  there  ? 

"  WEen  deign'd  Phccbus  to  bathe  ii)  his  tide? 


<( 


f( 


Erewhile  thou  to  Phcebus  wast  dear, 
"  When  Ichin  was  calm'd  by  thy  strains ; 
And  fondly  I  deem'd  I  should  hear 
"  Thy  pipe  echoing  shrill  through  my  plains. 
Go,  Corydon,  throw  that  pipe  down, 
"  f  Thy  lips  now  no  longer  it  breathes; 
"  Go,  Corydon,  pluck  off  that  crown ; 
"  Those  laurels  ill  brook  pleasure's  wreaths." 

Oh  Isis  !  thy  taunts  are  in  vain  ; 

Far  other  cares  tear  my  sad  heart ! 
Nor  can  Phcebus  e'er  sooth  my  fix'd  pain ; 

— ^Ah  me  !  Love  but  laughs  at  his  art. 
In  vain  nature  pours  a'er  the  ground 

Her  beauties — no  beauties  to  me; 
if  wherever  I  roll  them  around 

These  eyes  can  no  Maryanne  see* 


!+• 


*  Bosom'd  high  in  tafted  trees.    Miltoh  - 
t  wvt^f  i  TK  ri^  x'^^M.    Meich:  £p:  Bioa: 

m3 
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SONNET. 


BT    JOBK    LETBXKi   V.  D.  * 


AlLAS !  that  Fancy's  pencil  still  pourtrays 
A  fairer  scene  than  ever  nature  drew: 
Alas !  that  ne'er  to  Reason's  placi4  view 

Arise  the  charms  of  youth's  delusive  days, 

For  still  the  memory  of  our  former  years. 
By  contrast  vain  impairs  our  present  joys ; 
Of  greener  fields  we  dream,  and  purer  skies. 

And  softer  tints  than  ever  nature  wears. 

ho  !  now  to  fiancy  Teviot's  dale  appears, 

Adom'd  with  flowers  of  more  .enchanting  hya 
And  fairer  bloom  than  ever  Eden  knew. 

With  all  the  charms  that  infancy  endears. 

Dear  scenes !  which  grateful  memory  must  repeat. 

Why  should  you  make  the  present  joys  less  sw^t  ? 

*  Author  of  *f  Scenes  of  Jnffincy ;"  a  poem,  descriptirs  of 
Teviot^ale. 
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SONNET. 

TO  THE  YEW. 

BY  THE  SAME. 


WffEN   Fortune  smird,  and  Nature's  charms  irert 
new, 
I  lov'ct  to  see  the  oak  majestic  tower ; 
I  lov'd  to  see  the  apple's  painted  flower, 

Bedropt  with*  penciled  tints  of  rosy  hue  : 

Now  more  i  lave  thee,' melancholy  yew, 
Whose  still  green  leaves  in  soliemn  silence  wave 
Above  the  peasant's  rude  unhonour'd  grave. 

Which  oft  thou  mmst'nest  with  the  morning  dew. 

To  thee  the*  sad,  to  thee  the  weary  fly ; 
They  rest  in  peace  beneatlr  thy  sacred'  gloom  : 
There,  sole  companion  of  the  lonely  tomb. 

No  leaves  but  thine  in  pity  o'er  them  sigh. 
Lo !  now  to  Fancy's  gaze  thou  seem'st  to  spread 
Thy  shadowy  boughs  to  shroud  me  wtth  the  dead* 

M  4 
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SONNET. 

Written  on  the  breaking  out  of  the  War  betXQcen  Austria 

and  France. 


9* 


Thrice foil'd,  once  more,  O  Austria!  to  the  plain 

Thou  lead'st,  in  arms,  thy  renovated  powers  ; 

And,  though  through  clouds  the  doubtful  Future  lours, 
Bravest  toil  and  danger  with  a  high  disdain. 
The  nations  round,  a  fallen  and  trembling  train^ 

Wait  anxiously,  while  Fear  each  heart  devours^ 

For  the  dread  conflict  of  the  coming  hours 
Shall  break,  or  rivet,  Europe's  galling  chain* 
String  every  nerve,  bid  all  thy  courage  rise ; 

No  common  ardour  must  thy  soul  inflame : 
Th&u  hast  no  safe  retreat  when  Victory  dies ; 

No  midway  path  between  disgrace  and  fame; 
Here,  freedom,  peace  and  glory,  meet  thine  ey«g; 

Thcfe,  slavery^  ruin,  and  eternal  shame* 

t809f 

R.  A*  I>AV£Nr0^7, 
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30NNET. 


On  the  Fall  qfSaragossa^ 


Proud  cenqueror  !  though  o*er  the  ruia'd  wall. 

Of  Saragossa  thy  red  banners  wave, 
Though  thousands  of  her  sons,  at  duty's  call. 

Have  rush'd  to  find  an  honourable  grave; 

Yet  thou,  accursed  Ambition's  restless  slave. 
Check  thy  mean  triumph  o'er  their  glorious  fall  I 
How  poor  and  dim  thy  diadems,  O  Gaul ! 

To  those  bright  palms  that  shade  the  slau^ter'd 
brave.  .       ' 

history  their  patriot  valour  shall  rebord; 

Apd  Fieedoro,  bending  o'er  their  sacred  tomb, 
With  grateful  tears  their  noble  toils  reward : 

While  thou,  descending  to  the  infernal  gloom, 

To'ineet  the  tyrant's  and  the  murdefer's  doom, 
jShalt  leave  a  name  by  earth  and  heaven  abhorred!. 

H*  At  P« 
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SONNET. 


ToFnmee, 


wm 


Detested  land !  such  deep  and  deadly  hate 

As  once  to  Rome  the  Punic  hero  swore 
I  vow  to  thee  !.0  I  were  hut  mine  the  fate 

Over  thy  pale  and  trembling  plains  to  pour 
The  tempest  of  the  battle,  and  to  crush 

In  dust  forever  all  thy  vaunting  pride> 
Impetuous  to  the  glorious  task  Til  rushy 

Terror,  Despair,  Destruction,  by  my  side ! 
19or  do  I  hate  thee,  France,  for  this  alone^ 
That  thou  from  age  to  age  thyself  hast  shown 

Foe  to  the  realm  that  rules  the  subject  wavet; 
But  that  thy  sons,  detested  land!  are  atill 
A  race  accurst,  prone  to  extremes  of  iU; 

Blood-drtnking  tyrants,  gr  dust-lickiog^Tesl 

lU  A*  P. 
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SONNET. 


PuLTENEY,  the  foui'tli  young  Spring  now  clothes  the 
earthy 
Since  my  rude  muse  with  laureate  wreaths  cssay'd 
To  deck  the  sacred  spot,  where  he  is  laid 

Who  form'd  my  genius,  and  who  gave  me  birth ; 

Yd  o'er  my  gayest  hours  of  social  mirth 

Oft  still  his  absence  casts  a  saddening  shade : 
Oft  still  to  him  my  secret  tears  are  paid 

While  memory  fondly  dwells  upon  his  worth. 

Hence  mindful,  who  most  shar'd  his  grateful  lovo 
By  many  an  act  of  generous  kindness  won, 

This  page  I  mark,  O  Pulteney !  with  thy  name ;      ; 

Happy,  if  so  I  draw  thee  to  approve 

The  pious  gratitude  which  warms  the  son, 
Howe'er  thy  nicer  taste  th9  poet  blame. 


m 


SONNET. 


Ta  F.  N,  C  Mundi/y  Esq,  Author  of'^  Needxvood  Forest."' 


ST   SXii    BKOOKE    BOOTH  BY. 


MunDY,  whose  song  hath  taught  the  forest  swain 
To  view  fair  Needwood  thro'  thc.radiaucc  clear 
Of  bright  imagination,  taught  the  tear 

To  glisten  in  his  eye  for  other's  pain, 

And  o%vn  that  taste  and  virtue  are  not  vain, 
How  was  thy  pipe  melodious  wont  to  cheer 
The  wintry  groves,  when  every  leaf  was  sere, 

And  brighten  summer  with  its  artful  strain ! 

Say  by  what  meed  shall  Needwoop  court  thy  stay  ? 
She  unsuspecting  twines  in  amorous  care 

Her  favourite  holly  and  her  flower  bells-gay, 
To  deck  with  modest  hand  her  lover's  hair, — ► 

Ah,  do  not  thou  her  gentle  hopes  betray. 
And  (loom  her  tender  bosom  to  despair ! 


\ 


\ 
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SONNET. 


On  leaving  Tours. 


My  Gallic  friends — ye  friends  belot'd  in  vain  ! 

Thou  vale  of  Tours^  where  Paith  and  Friendship 
dwell, 
And  every  greenwood  grove  and  every  plain. 

Ye  lost  lamented  scenes,  ah,  fare  ye  well ! 
And  fare  ye  well^  ye  village  swains  so  gay, 

Who  to  the  pipe  and  tabor's  merry  sound, 
Done  and  forgot  the  labours  of  the  day, 

Each  with  your  partners  deftly  trip  the  ground ; 
Peace  to  your  plains,  and  still  with  smile  serene. 

Fast  by  those  fields  for  ever  dwell  Content : 
For  Friendship  haifd  me  on  your  banks  of  grcen^ 

And  smiling  Welcome  wheresoe'er  I  went ! 
Oh !  vale  of  Tours  where  Faith  and  Friendship  dwell, 
And  yoU;  ye  friends  beloyed  in  rain,  farewell. 

W.J. 
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SONNET 


To  the  River  Stour. 


Dear  native  Stream  !  ah,  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  Thames,  tho'  grandeur  crown  his  margin  gay  ; 
And  not  the  Loire,  alL  lovely  tho*  she  be, 

And  passing  fair,  rou'd  woo  my  thoughts  away. 
Forgetful  of  thy  haunts,  loved  Stream  :  nor  she, 

The  yellow  Seine,  whose  peaceful  waters  play 
Through  Gallia's  fields,  cou'd  lure  my  heart  from  thetf 

That  faithful  heart  which  knows  not  how  to  stray. 
Dear  native  Stream  !  lov'd  Stour,  to  thee  were  paid 

My  earliest  yows,  and  thou  my  last  shall  have  : 
And  as  my  earliest  steps  were  wont  to  tread, 

So  shall  my  last,  thy  banks,  paternal  wave  I 
And  yb  i,  ye  trembling  willows,  wont  to  shade 

My  youthful  pastimeS;  ye  shall  shade  my  grave. 

w,  J. 
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SONNET. 


SwBET.is  Fame's. |iaeaa  song,  aiid  choral  note, 
When  o'er  the  grave  of  one  she  fondly  lov'd, 
Caress'd  by  Virtue,  and  by  Worth  apprdV'd, 

Rich  Genius  bids  her  magic  music  float : 

When,  shelter'd  from  the  sun,  in  woodbine  bowers^ 
Sweet  to  the  sylvan  and  romantic  ear 
The  hee't  incessant  melody  to  hear, 
"  *  Murmuring  her  fairy  tunes  in  praise  of  flowers:" 

And,  sweet  th'  Eolian  harp's  enamour'd  string, 
When,  by  young  Zeph)rr's  balmy  lip  caress'd, 
Tt  trills  the  listless  lover's  soul  to  rest : 

But,  sweeter  far  than  all  such  strains  m^y -bring 
Of  mingled  rapture^  is  the  bliss  we  prove 
listening  Uic  munc  of  the  voice  vz^  love. 

V 

•  Frtm  Dr.  V  '<  Vacuna,  5th.  vol.  D#d»ley»i  Coll. 
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SONNET. 

0*  reading  "  Sickness,*'  an  Elegy  by  the  late  Mr. 
Headley;  Editor  of  the  Beauties  of  Ancient  English 
Poetry^ 

£Y    T.   PARK,    ESQ. 


Child  of  the  classic  muse !  whose  generous  tdii 

Hath  tnany  a  blossom  to  the  rapi  sight  shown. 
Which  else  had  slumber'cl  mid  an  adverse  soil, 

By  weeds  encumber'd  or  neglect  o'ergrown : 

Ah !  why  from  heucc  hast  thou  so  early  flown  ? 
Could  Sickness  find  no  less  lamented  prey  ? 

Or,  like  the  cygnet's,  did  thy  sad  note  moan 
To  melt  us  with  its  own  funereal  lay  ? — 

Yet  hapless  youth,  thy  spirit  hath  not  fled 
Without  the  imeed  of  some  melodious  tear; 

A  bard  *  who  lov'd  thee  lining,  weeps  thee  dead^ 
And  breathes  his  soul's  warm  incense  o'er  thy  bier: 

For  which,  when  death  shall  close  his  dulcet  song. 
May  requiems  like  his  own,  his  kindred  fame  prolong ! 

•  The  Ke^.  W.  L.  Bowlei,  late  of  Trinitj-College,  Ox&rdy 
.  pibUs^td  an  Slcgiac  po«Bi  qu  tb«  ic«th  of  Mr,  Hea<il«y. 
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SONNET. 


OV   BETISITIire—— ALONE. 


Through  these  dark  groves  no  more  the  ZepLfl* 
creepS) 
The  moon's  meek  ray  illumes  yoa  walls  no  mote; 
But  the  wild  blast,  with  boisterous  fury,  liiweeps 
^  Through  the  half-leafless  trees,  and  turrets  hoar* 
Descending  fast  from  many  %  gloomy  cloUd^ 

Driven  by  the  tempest's  rage,  the  drenching  rain 
iBeats  oh  the  massy  pile,  whose  summit  proud 

In  sullen  grandeur  frowns  upon  the  plain. 
As  slowly-wandering  o'er  the  dank,  chill  ground. 

My  footsteps  press  the  falleh  foliage  sere, 
Methinks  each  leaf,  with  soft  but  forceful  lound^ 

Bewails  the  dying  beauties  of  the  year. 
Ah)  fiELst-expiring  year !  might  I  but  close 
IVitfa  thy  brief  date  my  pilgrifflage  of  woes! 

HOT.  1796. 
VOt,  Yl^  ^  H 
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SO^ET- 


TO   A   f &XM1>  OV  B»VlSI^iyO     ■  "ALOyB^ 


H^nr  <!baiig;ed  the  sceae^r  unce  lihat  rememberM  tiiglrt^ 
When,  in  delightful  musings  rapt,  we  stray'd 
Isbffoifgh)  the  long,  lofty,  gffove-'s  o'eT-aEchiDgr{sha(jey 

Sdften'd  by  chaog^u^^>AQ'&  P^^ly  lig}it; 
Or  gaii^Kl'«j(MHi'yaii  pile  of  ^nt  mighty 

In  robe  o^  mellow  tints  by  time  array'd  ; 

AM^gH^e  a- Sigh  to  those  io.diist  low  laid. 
Who  roark'd  of  years  long  past  the  rapid  flight* 
How  changed  the  scene  I  the  blast  rayeft  thFOUgh.  the 

giwfr;  .         . 

The  wilheved  folilage  drives -along.  th& plain; 
^   Fast,  from  dark  gafberl ng  clouds^  desicfend^  the  i  raiir. 
Heedless  of  angry,  ekfnents,  I  roTe 

And  sigh  f<it  thee  my  ffi^nd  I  thy  presenee-dfiiiry, 
Would  spread  a  itfagic  chaQivarottiui  ^ia-  latidsqit^ 
drear. 

voir.  1796. 
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SONNfiT. 

Addressed  to  a  riRiEm 

k»  3^«  AND  CAKDIDATB   FOR   A   FELLOWSHIP   IK   0KB 

OF   THE   UNIVERSITIES. 

* 


That  Hood,  so  late  yoUrwish,  in  tnonkisli  b^uty 
Flows  from  your  shoulders  now,  long, '  black,  ahil' 

furry.    . 
Were  you  but  Fellow  then!— Yet  why  this  hurry? 
Before  you  stand,  read  this,  and  learn  yotir  diity. 

Learn,  if ^utilufted'  Wit,  and  Worth  salute  ye. 
To  frown  importance,  while  they  cap  and  sir  y^  i 
With  titlied  Vice  and  Folly  favour  curry. 
Nor  blush,  if  ill  your  awkward  flattery  suit  ye : 

Sin  you ;  but  tolerate  no  younger  sihnef" : 
Teach  therti  to  rise,  be  sober  and  grow  clever; ' 
SnoTe  y6u  till  tioon,  and  every  night  be  mello^r': 

Pray  seldom ;  then  be  last ;  be  first  at  dinner: 

Walk, ride,  and  dress;  read  sometimes;  study— never* 
This  will  you  swear?  Enough:  admit  him  Fdlow. 


180 


SONNET. 

TO   A  GARBEVER,  ON  HIS  SPOILING  SOME  BEAVf^ 

FUL  TREES* 


Caitiff  !  in  vain,  prescient  of  bitter  woe  *,  x 

And  pangs,  and  shame,  which  thou  art  doomM  to 

feel, 
Revengeful  dost  thou  raise  the  ruthless  steel. 
And  lay  the  honours  of  my  garden  low ! 
Though  never  more  my  ruin'd  groves  shall  know 

Their  former  pride  3  nor  Spring  their  wounds  shalk, 

heal ; 
Nor  birds  among  them  pour  thcur  merry  peal ; 
Yet  hope  not  thou  to  scape  the  destined  blow. 
^  O  malice  impotent !  For  though  thy  hand, 

Arm'd  with  the  felon  axe  and  nerv'd  by  hate. 
Could  spread  as  wide  destruqtion  round  the  land. 

And  bid  each  lordly  forest  bow  its  state. 
Still  mocking  all  thy  toil,  dark,  bare,  would  standi 
One  deatkful  tree,  thy  terror  arid  thy  fate. 

1807. 

It.  A*  ]l# 

*  **  A  rogue  the  gallows  as  his  fate  foresees.'^ 
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SONNET. 


ADDRESSED   TO   THE   LYRE   OF   COWFER* 


jlfYRE  of  the  Bard,  who  swell'd  his  lay  divine 
On  the  green  banks  of  gentle-flowing  Ouse, 
Say  now  what  second  owner  wilt  thou  chus^ 

Bis  fingers  midst  thy  widow'd  strings  to  twine  f 

Vain  were  the  wish,  I  ween,  to  call  thee  mine; 
For  O !  what  suitor  of  the  smiling  Muse, 
Tho'  sprinkled  oft  with  Heliconian  dews. 

Could  draw  such  strains  from  thee  as  once  were  thine  f 

iStill  then  upon  thy  native  willows  hang, 

While  thro'  thy  chords  the  murmuring  winds  com* 
plain. 

For  him,  who  once  to  thy  soft  numbers  sang, 
And  pour'd  with  wond'rous  art  his  holy  strain, 

)Vell-skiird  to  sooth  affliction's  bitter  pang, 
iJX  dicck  the  growth  of  Folly's  maddening  m'gn ! 

SOERIVO* 


vJfiSI 


SONNET. 


TO 


Paoud  Phapice !  who  oft  the  9iidnigk.t  ,o9 
Hast  wasted  to  indite  the  pond^rpus  page. 
Where  thou  didst  thunder  with  a  boundless  X^MI^t 

The  foes  of  law  and  kijDgly  state  to  foil ;  , 

How  little  did  we  deem  t^y  pious  toil. 
Thy  tender  care,  to  teach  .u^  ^ppaxiais  5age* 
Was  mefudt  a  natiou's  patience  to  epgfige»   ■ 

JFhat  thou  might'st  riot  safely.  i,n  ^er  spoil ! 

Proud  Pharisee !  the  vices  of  the  ppor 
JSo  prompt  to  scourge  ^^ith  unrelei^tiQg  rod^ 

How  dar'st  thou  doo^i  then^  whips  and  chains^  to'  en< 
dure, 
When  Tijoy  thp  paths  of  fovijer  guilt  has.t  trpd; 

How  dar's.t  thou  breathe,  with  lips  and  heart  iinpu^« 
J^roud  Pharisee  I  the  j^acred  &^me  of  Qod  j 

i^,  A.  m 


las 


soN5tor. 


TO  LORD  COCHAANE/ 


CocHRAVB !  who  from  the  Languedocian  coast. 
Where  long  thine  arms  dismay  and  havoc  spread 
Returned,  bast  now  thy  igtiUunt  sqjLiadrou  led    . « , 

-To  where  Charente  in  tKeHn  waves !is  iont. 

As  onward  pressM  thy  van,  the  OaiUic  1io4t 

Shook  thibttgh  its  triple  lioe  with  deepest  (Sreail;^ 
To  quicksands  and  to  rocks  lor  r^Ui^  Aed^ 

And  blessM  escape,  though  rum  was  theooBt! . 

If  round  thy  youthful  brow  such  laurels  rise,- 
What  triumphs  on  thy  coming  years  diall  waif  I 

Thy  Country,  as  she  tnms  to  thee  htt  eyes, 
A  second  Nelson  hails  with  heart  date : 

^'  Heir  of  his  spirit ;  O  be  thifle/'  she  cries, 
**  An  equal  glory  end  a  longer  date''  i 

1809. 

V4  '    '      '  U.A*t>9' 


1.    * 
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A  DREAM, 


BT   MR.   M*LACBLAK. 


tutu  haliitaifttit  Apacis, 
Riparumque  tosos,  et  prata  reeeoda  riria 


rTxdH T  o'er  the  world  had  spread  her  sable  reigOi^ 
And  a  still  silence  hushed  the  sleeping  plain ; 
Lost  to  the  woes  and  toils  that  urge  the  day. 
On  (he  soft  pouch  in  balmy  rest  II  ay; 
£ach  power  inactive  slumber'd  in  her  cell. 
But  wakeful  Fancy  pl/d  her  magic  spell^ 
That  bids  the  thin  aerial  phantoms  fly 
In  pictur'd  dreams  before  the  mental  eye. 
I  saw  methought  a  stately  waving  wood. 
Along  whose  margin  pourM  a  silver  flood ; 
On  the  green  bank  Sophronia  mourned  aionei^ 
And  pitying  rocks  re-eoho'd  moan  for  paoan. 
At  times  the  tea^  in  copious  torrents  roll, 
iier  lost  Florello  rushing  on  her  soul ; 
At  times  celestial  hope  her  grief  allayed ; 
At  times' afresh  the  potent  feeling  sway*d ; 
At  length  in  christian  fortitude  resigned, 
8he  trusts  the  wisdom  of  the  Almighty  mind. 
Who  makes  his  favoured  feel  the  afflicted  smart^ 
And  wounds  the  spirit  but  to  cur^  the  heart! 
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■] 


^  O  Tbon,  my  King,  my  Father,  and  niy  Godt 
Prais'd  be  thy  name,  I  own  thy  chastening  rod : 
When  best  for  me  the  stroke  to  meet  or  shun, 
Strike  or  withhold^  and  let  thy  will  be  done  (' 

She  spoke,  when  lo !  a  cloud  appeared  to  move 
In  bjUowy  wreathes   along  the  towering  grove; 
Its  thickening  folds  an  angel  form  convey 'd. 
Around  whose  brows  celeistial  glories  play'd ; 
A  starry  crown  on  his  fair  temples  beam'd^ 
His  twinkling  eyes  like  radiant  Hesper  gleam 'd, 
His  locks  th'  undulating  meteors  streamed; 
His  cheeks  with  room's  empurpled  blushes  gloWf 
His  jewell'd.  robes  in  loose  luxuriance  flow : 
Round  all  the  vapour,  glittering  as  he  turnM, 
The  rainbow's  mingling  hues  alternate  buru'd* 
He  came  commission^  from  the  throne  above, 
And  s^em'd  the  smiling  messenger  of  Love ! 
3orne  through  the  yielding  void  on  airy  gales, 
pown  to  the  flower-bespangled  bank  he  sails: 
The  sad  Sophronia  raised  her  wondering  eyqi, 
And  hail'd  the  sacred  vision  of  the  skies ; 
Florello  stood  confessed  in  all  his  charms, 
Sl^e  springs  and  folds  him  in  her  raptur'd  arms, 
Close  to  her  bosom  strain'd  the  lovely  boy. 
And  kiss'd  him  round  and  round  with  tears  of  joy. 
"  Whence  come,  dear  child,  to  visit  scenes  belowi 
And  bless  a  parents  eyes  bcdimmM  with  woel 
How  fared  you  since  the  spirit  wing*d  its  way. 
And  left  this  world  of  anguibh  and  dismay?" 
^e  then :  **  My  bonouf  d  parent  dry  thy  tears, 
Give  God  the  praise,  and  hush  ungrounded  fear^; 
For  now  beyond  where  storms  and  pains  noolesti 
Beneath  His  sheltering  wings  in  peace  I  rest. 
Were  I  foredoom'd  to  drag  a  length  of  days, 
And  wapdcr  still  thro'  life's  perplexinj^  maze| 


-■A- 
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The  tlireaien^d  Ills  were  dire  beyond/corapare, 
Each  secret  labyrinth  hid  a  mortal  snare ; 
Vice  for  my  youth  her  sharp-fang*d  traps  would  spread. 
And  am bush'd  furies  lurk  in  ev'ry  shades 
The  syren  Pleasure  weave  her  sn*ky  wiles, 
And  urge  me  to  my  fate  with  tempting  smiles : 
God  saw  the  storm  loud  bellowing  round  the  field, 
And  o'er  mo  sprotul  Salvation's  mighty  shield. 
From  earth  transferred  noe  to  my  natal  home, 
Transferr'd  to  save  me  from  the  wrath  to  come» 

"  tFor  far  beyond  that  wide  encircling  pole. 
Within  whose  vault  the  starry  myriads  roU, 
The  empyreal  xegions  bright  with  day  divine,^ 
And  the- high  towers  of  favour'd  Salem  shine: 
There  round  the  Eternal  Throne  wc  tune  our  lajs^ 
And  themes  majestic  swell  from  praise  to  praise; 
There  trees  of  life  their  verdant  ranks  un^ld. 
And  health  perennial  streams  on  waves  of  gold; 
There  grief  no  more  extorts  the  piteous  wail. 
Nor  sin  nor  death  with  mortal  shafts  assail ;  . 
Exempt  from  toil  or  pain  we  rest  on  beds, 
Or  warble  praise  thro'  Eden's  bowery  glades  $ 
Or  borne  "by  hosts  of  flying  angels,  rove 
From  clime  to  clime,  thro'  all  the  realms  of  Xove ! 
Sometimes  we  wing  those  fiery  tracts  on  high. 
Where  'Worlds  and  systems  sail  the  boundless  sky; 
Trace  pbmets  winding  their  stupendous  rquud^ 
Or  dart  with  comets  thrp'  the  vast  profpund.; 
Or  in  bright  Iwwids  revisit  earth  below,,,.  ^ 
And  hovVing  flutter  round  the  qoi)ch  of  woe ; 
With  HcaVien's  soft  balm  alUy  the  painful  snxar^   , 
jLiill  care  asleep,  and  cheer  the  drooping  hoaj;^,  . 
And  in  fair  vision  opening  en  the  eyes,     .  .         "V^ 
i^akc  Paradise  with  all  her  glories  rise.        ' 
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Ceftse  tLen  my  sorrowiiig  parent,  cease  to  weep, 
Peath  to  the  Christian  is  a  pleasing  «leep, 
For  he  who  dy'd  a  rebel  wofld  to  sate, 
And  forc'd  the  shadowy  portals  of  the  grave, 
{iolds  in  his  hand  the  keys  of  Death  and  Hell,   - 
And  gilds  the  horrors  of  ^tjie'  dreary  .vale.    . 

"  And  now  once  more  we  bid  a  short  adieu. 
For  yon  bright  pomp  awaiting  meets  my  view. 
Still  hold  the  sacred  dictates  of  ,the  skieg, 
And  ardent  strive  to  gain  th'  immortal  prize : 
For  soon  revolve  the  few  predestined  years. 
And  soon  you  leave  the  cloudy  cell  of  tears. 
To  heavenly  thrones  with  choirs  of  angels  soar. 
And  meet  your  long  lost  friends  to  part  no  more." 

As  thus  he  sp/)ke,  th'  ambient  vapour  came, 
With  films  conilensing  round  his  lucid  frame ; 
Smooth  o'er  the  boughs  that  crow.n'd  the  sylvan  scene 
It  sails,  and  rising^  mounts  the  cdm  serene. 
Where  stretch'd  in  ranks  along  th*  unmeasured  yoid, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  angels  ^eem'd  to  ride 
O'er  a  long  vaulted  tract,  that  dazzling  shone 
Across  Heaven's  forehead,  like  a  milky  zone, 
Lin'd  with  a  beauteous  ran^e  of  clouds  that  roU'd, 
Such  clouds  as  deck  the  western  skies  with  gold ! 
Here  round  Florello  clos'd  the  legions  fair, 
And  bore  him  high  thro'  pathless  vasts  of  air. 
While  all  their  harps  immortal  praises  sound,   . 
And  iist'ning  orbs  the  choral  strains  rebound. 
Now  Heaven's  wide  gates  their  starry  folds  display, 
And  downward  burst  the  whelming  flood  of  day, 
Fierce  on  my  gight  the  dreadful  splendors  faieas^, 
,    Starting  I  woke^  and  jnor^  ^ispejl'd  my  flream, 

I9I.D    4B£RPfiBN, 
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ODE 


TO  MY  FRIEND. 


Dear  Edward!  should  it  e*er  be  said 
That  friendship  from  the  earth  is  fled. 

And  sympatny  unknown ; 
Let  us  confute  those  selfish  elyes, 
Who  judge  of  others  by  themselves, 

By  ipstapcing  our  own. 

Ours  is  no  tie  of  common  stamp, 
\Vhose  warmth  an  angry  word  may  damp« 

Which  e'en  a  breath  may  end; 
But  'tis  that  temper  of  the  mind. 
Which,  every  other  wish  resigned, 

Cares  only  fur  its  friend. 

X>ct  Prussia,  Germany,  ^nd  Spain 
Prepare  against  a  fresh  campaign, 

And  quarrel  for — a  hope. 
We'll  sit  at  home,  con  o'er  the  news, 
And  mark  the  interested  views. 

All  have — yet  none  dare  own. 

Let  whigs  their  tory  foes  bespatter, 

We'll  «moke  our  pipes,  and  cry,  "  no  matter ; 

"  'Tis  all  to  help  the  farce  on/' 
Nor,  when  we  see  a  mitre  fall 
pn  cranium,  dubb'd  episcopal, 

^«gret  we're  not  the  parson, 


». 
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When  evening  closes  in  the  day^  '' 

And  Luna's  horns  their  tips  display, 

In  winter's  freezing  season  : 
We'll  trim  the  fire,  and  drink  our  ale, 
(A  source  of  joy,  that  ne'er  shall  fail,) 

Nor  think  of  courts,  or  treason. 

On  tardy  sloth's  luxurious  bed. 
Whilst  others  rest  the  aching  head. 

We'll  taste  the  charms  of  mom  f 
Exulting  skim  the  broad  champaign, 
Enlivened  by  the  jocund  strain, 

The  music  of  the  horn. 

Or  else,  should  frosts  enchain  the  ground^ 
Forbidding  sports  of  horn,  and  hound, 

The  gun  shall  be  our  care. 
Our  dogs  th'  unshackled  streams  shall  try/ 
Till  roving  where  the  stragglers  lie, 

They  snuff  the  tainted  air. 

Health,  a  no  longer  bashful  lass. 
Who  flies  tlie  full  nocturnal  glass, 

Each  peaceful  hour  shall  bless. 
Contentment  too,  that  timid  maid^ 
No  longer  of  mankind  afraid. 

Shall  join  our  social  mess* 

But  chief — to  friendship  we  stall  owe 
Those  joys,  which  uniformly  flow, 

And  gild  the  cloudless  day, 
FaithfuU  we'll  still  agree  to  share 
Each  other's  happiness,  or  care, 

Till  life  dissolves  away« 


BOEATIO* 


1^ 


TO  LADY 


ON    BEING    ACCUSED    i3Y    HER    OF    HAVING    GR^WiT 

CROSS* 


O !  was  not  then  my  soul  content 
When  first  with  thee  mine  hours  I  spent  ? 
My  lender  friendship  seem'd  to  please, 
And  still-my  heart  remain'd  at  ease ; 

When  with  thee  happy — calm  without  tkeci 

No  doubt,  or  fears  my  breast  annoyM : 
-But  ah !  the  peace  I  then  enjoy'd 
Was,  as  alas !  I  now  can  tell ! 
Because  although  I  liked  thee  well 

By  Heavens,  I  scarcely  cared  about  tliec. 

But  all  ray  spirits  now  are  flown; 
And  anxious,  jealous,  fretful,  grown^ 
Thy  presence  oft  I  rudely  fly ; 
Oft  silent,  sullen,  sit  and  sigh ; 

Nay  oft  in  accents  stern  reprove  thee ! 

O!  wherefore  is  my  bliss  expired ! 
Art  thou  grown  odious,  I  grown  tired ; 
Where  friendship  warm'd  does  hatred  glow? 
No,  no  Louisa  'tis  not  so ; 

But  'tis  becauseJ  at  length  I  krcc  thee, 

s.  w.  I. 
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INSCRIPTION, 

FOR  A  SEAT,  ON  THE  SUMMIT  OF  A  HCtX. 

BT    KOBBRT    ANDERSOK. 


Stop,  gentle  traveller ;  on  this  rude  seat, 

Rest  tliee  a  while,  and  ponder  on  mankind. 

If  thou  hast  journey'd  long  thro'  life's  dark  valei 

And  Poverty  hath  thy  companion  been,  • 

Offend  not  God  by  murm'ring  at  his  will — 

Consider  what  thou  art — what  thou  must  b&— 

How  life's  dull  path  is  short  o'er  which  thou  stray's^^ 

And  thou  art  near  Erternity's  dread  brink. 

Now,  turn  thine  eye,  yon  mansion  gay  behold ; 

And  if  thou  dar'st  to  envy  its  proud  lord 

Whose  pow'r  and  rich  domains  extend  atar, 

Check  the  vain   thought;  know  wealth   is  wrapt  in 

cares. 
And  but  the  virtuous  are  the  truly  great ! 

If  Fortune's  favore,  traveller,  thou  canst  boast,- 
Bethink  thee  for  what  purpose  they  were  giv"^. 
Nor  loiter  here:  Time's  ever  on  the  wing. 
Yet,  should  thy  panting  bosom  rest  require, 
Let  what  thine  eye  beholds  lead  thee  to  hea/n. 
This  Seat^  thy  wearied  body  that  supports,. 
Once  tower'd  majestic,  the  dark  forest's  pride; 
And  numy  a  humbler  tree,  and  fragrant  shrub. 
Its  thick  tvov'n  branches  shelter'd  from  the  blast: 
And  oft  the  hind,  to  shun  the  fervid  glow 
Of  Summer's*  noontide  sun,  has  sought  its  shade  f 
Pleased  with  wild  warblings  from  its  topmost  booghs,- 
tVhile  o'er  his  scanty  meal.     Time- rent,  and  Mi^n^ 
Lo,  its  decay  bespeaks  the  fate  of  man. 
If,  pensive  grown,  thou  hang'st  a  musing  head, 
O^  Aioment's  thought  points  out  thy  kindred  earth; 
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And  the  sear  leaves,  that  quivering,  drop  around; 
Soon,  soon  may  rustle  o'er  thy  narrow  home. 
Now  deign  to  view  yon  cottage  in  the  vale, 
Where  late  content  beam'd  in  each  cheerful  facej 
See'st  thou  the  ruins  ?— Mark  a  helpless  pair. 
Who  sit,  and  mourn,  and  tell  to  passers  by. 
How  war  hath  blasted  all  their  hopes  of  age, 
In  one  who  fought,  and  fell  in  foreign  fields. 
If  thy  young  keart  has  not  yet  felt  a  pang. 
For  those,  thy  brethren,  whose  distress  bespeaks 
Thy  country's  ruin,  in  its  growing  pride. 
Go  !  "  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good  i" 
Qr,  if  unmindful  of  a  better  world. 
The  phantom  Pleasure  thou  hast  long  pursued, 
A»»d  self  predominates  o'er  others  wrongs. 
Hence,  sluggard  !  know  thou  art  not  welcome  here! 


EPIGRAM. 

Come,  prythee,  dear  Tagrhyme,  a  truce  with  yout 
curses! 

Nor  longer,  disconsolate,  murmur  and  groan 
JBecause  pilfering  Lack  wit  has  stolen  your  verses. 

And  wherever  he  reads  them  declares  them  his  own.- 

^s  wisely  ordain'd  that  each  rascally  action 
Its  own  punishment,  sooner  or  later,  ensures  ; 

And,  if  vengeance  can  give  to  your  heart  satisfaction,* 
For  the  wrong  he  has  done  ample  vengeance  i«  your't. 

Since  Lack  wit  your  lines  as  his  own  has  repealed, 
He  nothing  has  gained  but  the  bitterest  scorn  f 

By  all  who  have  heard  iiim,  has  Lackwit  been  treated- 
As  the  WQrst  poetaster  that  ever  was  born. 

R.  A.  DAVENFOIfA 
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SWEET  JOY,  SWEET  SORROW. 


BT   WM.  CAKET,  E1S)Q. 


•"  « 


SwEiT  is  the  solemn  moon-liorht  hour 
Of  musing  in  the  lonely  bow'r ; 
When  hills  and  woods  and  vales  prolong 
The  Nightingale's  eiiamoui'd  song. 

Sweet  is  the  look,  in  silence  stole, 
That  speaks  the  virgift'jb  secret  soul: 
Not  half  so  sweet  the  early  ray 
Beams  from  the  radiant  eye  of  Day. 

Sweet  are  the  hours,  when,  led  by  love. 
To  the  soft  song  of  Hope  they  move ; 
More  sweet  than  smiling  Spring;  more  bright 
Than  frolic  Summer's  golden  light. 

"Sweet  is  the  maiden's  fond  delay, 
^hen  prest  to  name  the  bridal  day : 
Sweet  IS  the  loveK^hop'e  of  ^Kss : 
:iSwcet,  sweet  her  luute  consenting  kiss, 

TOL.  VI.  0 
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Sweet  is  the  vo«r  of  love  for  life ; 
Ahy  sweet  the  change  from  maid  to  wife; 
The  feast,  the  dance,  the  wedding  rite; 
And  sweet  th^  Hh$|nv^'4  fvvU  delight. 

I^weet  fairy  prospects  follow  soon  / 
Sweet  omens  each  revolving  moon  ; 
Sweet  symbols  glad  the  happy  pair ; 
The  vines  their  purple  clusters  bear. 

Sweet  is  that  changingiocyk.1  that  eye 
Of  languor  blue ;  that  longing  sigh  ; 
That  cheek,  by  turns,  so  flush'd !  so  pale ! 
That  rose,  that  lilly  sweet  to  hail ! 

Sweet  is  that  form  by  Lpve  imprest ; 
That  growing  wai&t;  that  swelling  t^reast ; 
Sweet  is  that  swoon ;  thoso  trajispovts  sweety 
Thy  baby  yet  unborn  they  greet. 

Sweet  fly  the  number'd  moons  :  tbey  0y  s 
And  sweet  those  throes  ;  that  plaiiiktiive  cry; 
Sweet,  sweet,  the  swoptest  joy  on  enrtW 
The  moment  of  auspicious  birth. 

Sweet  name  of  father^  9weet  to  h^ar ! 
Sweet  naine.  at*  ikfcrfA^r^  ever  dca,r  ! 
Sweet  pledge  of  joy  j  in  transport  wild. 
See  Father,  Mother  clasp  their  Child ^ 

These  joys  I've  shar'd  j  ^Ucse  joys  I've,  knc.iBi^il 
These  sweets — but  ah!  qjQC  thesis  alone* 
Sweet  is  the  memoiiy  of  the  dc^d ;; 
And  sweet  the  tears  that  parents  shccl. 


Tis  sweet  to  dcJjo  sigh  for  sigh  ; 
to  watch  your  dear  chij4*8  closing  eye; 
to  catph  the  angei^  ^y^^  breaili,- 
And  kiss  the  wan  cold  cheek  of  death. 

'Tis  sweet  to  nurse  a  silent  grieff 
Beyond  the  busy  world's  relief : 
to  suffer  yet  conceal  the  an^^rti 
And  veil  with  smiles  a  wounded  heart* 

/Tis  sweet  by  twilight;  pftle»  aloMy 
To  press  the  dumb|  sepulchral  sMIe  ; 
For  still,  to  God  and  nature  dear. 
Flows  sadly  sweet  the  parent's  tear* 

Tis  sweet  to  wake  the  harp  of  Wd*> 
And  see  the  drops  of  piiy  flow! 
to  melt  the  Outlaw*s9iiyt^f^  h^H; 
And  warm  the  fro^seu  breast  of  Art* 


^tm 


11^      t  ■! 


EPIGRAM. 

ToMas.F»»»»»**. 

'Tis  Friendship*^  trght,  I  ktfow  (ujl  well, 
Freely  unpleasant  truths  to  tell : 
But,  till  this  liour,  I  fietref  kneW 
She  claim'd  a  right  of  teHing  too, 
Things  both  unpleasant  and  uutrue. 

R,  A.  s. 
o2 


m 


TO  HENRY. 


Tecum  ▼•nieque,  mLnet^e ; ' ' ' 
Tecum  discedet.  Ovid. 


If  e'er  to  feel  tke  breath  of  Fame 

Could  hope  ray  humble  lyre. 
It  were  because  fby  sacred  name  > 

Hangs  trembling  on  its  wire.  r 

Thy  name  breathes  magic  o'er  my  song^ 

As  when  by  Selmift's  springs. 
An  unknown  spirit  roov'd  along,   . 

And  swept  the  dying  strings.  *   ,. 

Thy  rising  worth  with  silent  joy 

My  raptur'd  soul  surveys  ; 
Thy  virtues  all  ray  thoughts  employ. 

Thy  merit  all  my  praise. 

As  every  radiant  star  supp]i<^. 

An  index  to  the  sjJheres,' 
So,  in  the  lustre  of  thine  eyes, 

Thine  obvfous  soul  appears. 

Thy  presence  bids  the  morning  rayj* 

Commix  with  shades  of  even; 
And  to  my  ear  thy  voice  conveys 

The  harmony  of  Heaven. 

*  Ossian.  - 
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As  fields  of  grain  th'  impulsive  wind^ 

With  all  their  waves' obey  ; 
So,  mov'd  by  thee,  niy. yielding  mind, 

Shall  own  thy  gentle  sway. 

Thus  o'er  the  plaintive  hdrp  I  bend. 

Because  Thou  lovest  its  tone  ; 
Seeking  howu'er  tliy  wishes  tend. 

To'  assimilate  my  own. 

Ant]  hence  the  Mantuan's  glowing  page. 
Can  mightier  thoughts  inspire;- 

As  swells  the  sympathetic  rage^- 
I  think  I  feci  Thy  fire. 

Hence  too,  the  milder  Roman's  *  bays 

More  sportively  entwine. 
While  breathes  tm§ffi  all  his  polhh'd  lays, 

The  elegance  of  Thine. 

And  nature  best  my  bosom  warms, 

When  wild  her  features  grow. 
Because  Thou  Ipv'st  her  awful  charms. 

With  all  th'  enthusiasl's  glow.  . 

When  soften'd  beauty,  meeken'd  grace. 

In  milder  scenes  1  see, 
Th'  enchantment  of  each  magic  place, 

Is  borrow'd  half  from  Thee. 

Thus  reason  gave  my  passion  birth  ; 

Nature  and  heaven  approve. 
And  to  my  eyi;s  the  total  earth 

Is  full  of  thee  and  love.  -•       / 


•  Ovid, 
o3 


£••••♦. 


OPE, 

On  the  Tkanhgicingfar  the  Victory  ffthe  Nile.   Parfljf 
an  Imitation  of 

J(ni  M|tf  TerrU.  H  j^, 

ft  THB   HlTf  W.   CLU»BE. 


ExeifflM  hatb  iippious  G«UiJ^r«go 
With  direful  threats  alarmV  the  age; 
And  taught  a  guilty  world  to  fear 
Borne  prodigy  in  nature  near; 
Some  change  to  those  barbaric  tiine^ 
When  Gotbic  ignorance  and  crimes, 
Again  shouM  banish,  in  one  ruin  burl'd, 
J'eace  and  all  ^pqja^  bl^^^ir^j^s  firpi^  ^h^  VQrl<^. 

Enough  have  Atheists  in  their  pri^fi 
The  God  of  all  the  eartk  defiei : 
Robb'd  by  the  sacrilegious  hand 
We  saw  his  temples  naked  standi 
And  %B  Religion  died  away. 
Beheld  Humanity  dec^, 
An4  ^QT^  than  brutal  fdiy  overwhelm, 
And  drepcl^  with  blood  o(  ii^ssacres  the  reai^ 
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Wc  saw  with  wild  gigantic  Stride 
Their  terrors  spreading  far  and  wide; 
Safe  landed  upon  Egypt's  coaSti 
We  saw  the  desolating  host, 
J- or  Indus — long  a  destin'd  prey 
To  death  and  rapine  speed  their  way ; 
Whilst  in  extremes  upon  ttie  western  ifood 
^Igiiast  with  horror  pale  Uiberain  9food. 

IV. 

What  power  shall  hring  them  back  to  peacci 

TVnd  still  this  raging  of  the  seas  ? 

Thine,  thou  Almighty  gracious  Lord ! 

By j^riteful  BritoiB  iriU  aidor'd  I 

To  thee  the  willing  vow  we  pay, 

To  thee  for  help  in  need  we  pray ; 
Nor  fear,  protected  by  thy  shield  and  bow. 
What  Fri^nce  in  al!  her  pride  and  wrath  can  do. 

V, 

Ordain'd  by  tby  sirpreme  decreQ 

To  rule  the  empfre  of  the  sea, 

If  Albion  be  the  favored  lattd 

The  delegate  of  thy  commanld 

To  tell  the  rash  JuradfTrg  foe 

Thus  far  nor  further  shwi  thoxt  go: 
To  thee  alone  the  grateful*  vofce  we  rofse-^ 
To  thet  alone  we  give  the  thanks  and  praise* 

o  4 


soo 


VI. 


Only  the  good  arc  truly  brave— 
Whilst  t^e  proud  atheist  scorns  to  crave 
Thy  aid — or  owns  the  battle  won 
But  by  his  sword  and  spear  alon6  ; 
Britannia's  *  pious  sons  to  thee 
Their  God  ascribe  the  victory : 

Such  thine  own  heroes,  to  thvir  country  given  ! 

Oh,  late  demand  them  in  the  realms  of  lleavcn« 


HORACE,  BOOK  I,  ODE  38,  IMITATED. 


«  Petuc9fl  odl  piier  apparatus.'? 

The  splendid  table's  shew  I  hate. 
With  glittering  load  of  costly  plate ! 
I  care  not  what  my  dish's  weight ;  . 

Nor  if  of  clay  or  gold, 
I  only  ask  a  sparkling  glass ; 
An  arbour's  fragrant  shade  to  pass 
My  listless  hours ',  upon  the  gras» 

In  easy  comfort  roirdU 


x.r« 


•  See  the  begixmiag  of  Admiral  Nelsoti  V  Letter  to  die  Admv 
ralt^««--^  It  hatb  plfawd  Alnugbty  God»''  6(c. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  gtb  ODE  OF 


ANACREON. 


1. 


Fa  ith  fu  l  Messenger  of "  lore, ' 
Tell  me,  tiell  me,  gentle  drtvc 
Whither  thro*  the  lurid  air, 
Thee  thy  snowy  pinions  bear, 
Scattering  oduurs  as  they  play 
Along  the  azure  vault  ot  day  } 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  gentle  dove. 
What  thy  errand  ?  is  it  love  ? 
"  From  Anacreon  to  his  fair, 
I  a  tender  message  bear. 
To  his  fair  whose-charmsi  enslave 
Both  the  trmid  and  the  brave. 
To  Anacreon  1  belong; 
Venus  sold  mc  for  a  song*    - 
This  the  letter  which  I  bring, 
The  poet  fastened  to  my  wing. 
Me  at  my  return  awaits 
Liberty  apd  all  its  sweets : 
Sweets  disdain'd  and  empty  joys  ! 
Liberty  I  do  not  prize. 
With  Anacreon  I'll  remain ; 
His  no  hard  or  cruel  chain  ! 
Thro'  the  damp  and  chilly  sky 
Why  should  I  desire  to  fly, 
Why  should  I  a  tender  dove 
(&r  bleak  hills  delight  to  rove. 
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Or  in  the  covert  of  a  wood 
Pick  my  scant  and  homely  food  ?  ^ 
'  ^  Kow  I\m  by  Anacreon  f»d ;        '  ^ 
From  his  hand  I  snatch  his  bread ; 
Or  the  wine  I  gayly  sip  ■ 
Which  has  touch'd  Anacreon's  lip : 
Then  my  dewy  wings  1  throw 
O'er  his  myrtle  shaded  brow, 
Or  by  the  generous  draught  inspired 
Play  and  frolic  till  I'm  lir'd: 
And  when  the  fumes  of  wine  c^^pirp 
Sink  to  sleep  upon  his  lyre. 
Stranger  thou  hasi  heard  my  tale,  . 
Courteous  stranger,  now  farcwei. 
Quick  must  I  pursue  my  way, 
For  I  have  prated  like  a  jay. 

4PA1XBaXl>0E|  OCT.  9« 


BSEE 


ON  BETSY  WEEPING, 

See!  Betsy  is  weeping!  how  lovely,  in  grief 

The  kind  hearted  angel  appears  ! 
Her  bosom  oppressed  finds  a  grateful  relief 

In  a  plentiful  shower  of  tears. 

Yet  her  eyes,  tho'  half  veil'd  in  the  quivering  deif. 
Never  look'd  more  cnphantingly  bright. 

Thus  the  violet  boasts  a  more  beautiful  hue 
When  it  shines  thro'  the  tears  of  the  night. 

ItflftilflO. 
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TO  A  LADY. 


J?llO»f   THE   FRBVCR  i}f   ©feWPOtt^fi^i' 


If 


I     I 


Cu^L  those  auburn  locks  with  care, 
That  shade  thy  forehoti^  $i|ioot))  tii^il  fair; 
With  humble  glance  my  glances  seek ; 
In  tones  of  inagic  sweetness  speak; 
preatlie  fiiU  oil  deceitful  sighs ; 
(laise  to  heaven  thine  azure  eyes ; 
4Veep,  and  exhaust  thy  powej:  to  fejgn  j 
Thy  wiles  and  hopes  will  all  be  va^n ! 
Never  ipore,  to  thee  returning, , 
j^hall  my  he^irt  with  love  be  burning ! 
^o  many  groans  of  sad  lament, 
So  many  days  in  anguish  spent, 
3o  many  nights  of  sleepless  woe, 
Thy  fatal  beauty  made  me  Jcnow, 
That  ne'er  again  thy  spells  shall  blind  m^j 
Ne'er  again  thy  fetters  bind  nie: 
For  I,  at  length,  have  l^aro'd  to  Jjorrow 
Wisdom  from  my  former  sorrow ! 
O  wretched  he!  ^hode  captive  soul 
Owns  a  faithless  fair';»  OoiiJ^rQul,;.    • 
And,  while  she  niocks  his  fond  believing^ 
Trusts  heir  wbr^  an4  oatl^ii  deceiving ! 


>« 
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Tli6n  cease,  thou  false  one,  cease  to  strive 

My  buried  passion  to  revive ! 

If  ever  Ihy  seductive  art 

To  bondage  lure  agaiii  niy  lieart. 

Let  the  hard  destiny  be 'mine, 

Unpitied  and  unheard  to  pine: 

For  he  who  twice  to  folly  swerves, 

Ko  pardon  for  his  £auU  deservest* 


&.  A.  D< 


MADRIGAL. 


FROM   Tl^E   FRENCfl   OF    LA    8ABI»IS&X. 

.      .  'f 

So  much  I  press'd,  so  much  I  pr'ayVl|.     ,|    .'    .  f 
From  Laura's  lips  I  gain'd  a  kiss,      .  '  / '  /  ,',< 

But  swift  as  lightning  through  (he  }ha(te^   ,^ 
So  swiftly  fled  my  bliss*         *   \        '   * 

O  Love!  thou  hast  not  done  nic  right!  * 

Had  Justice  in  thy  mind  a'^Iace, 
Thou  hadst  not  destin'd  my  delight 

To  live  se  brief  a  space.' 

As  long  a  tfmeas  I  had  pressed 
To  gain  the  dear  deliciot^' treasure,  ' 

So  long,  O  Love !  to  make  tne  blest. 
Should  I  have  ^t  the  pleasure. 


^« 


A  RURAL  CORONATION. 

Inicribed  to  Mr,  Mundy  oil  fisading  kii  Poem  on  Needwood 

Forest. 


Haste  from  your  dells,  your  woods,  and  lawns, 
Nyraphs,  Naiads,  Satyrs,  Fays,  and  Fauns, 
Haste  !  hkhft  bring  your.^^wers  aTid  boughs, 
And  weave  a  wreath  for  JNIundy's  brows ! 

First  twigs  of  oak  from  Swilcar  rend, 
And  round  his  auburn  temples  bend ; 
Then  tye  the  ends,  jjiai- twifilin^  meet. 
With  te^ndrils  from  the  woodbinq  sweet : 
With  laurel  blossoms  next  be  spres^d 
Pale  ivy  crosswise  o'er  his  head ; 
These  nolly  sprigs  insert  between, 
— ^The  berries  blush  amid  the  green — 
While  hare-bells  blue,  and  lilies  fair, 
Mix'd  with  the  wild-rose,  deck  his  hair. 

Now  with  fantastic  steps  Advance, 
And  hand  in  hand  around  him  datlbe; 
To  oaten  pipe  attuflie  his  layU, 
And  hail  the  bard^  who  sings  ybur  ptaise. 
"  While  th«(  gay  choirings  of 'the  grpve, 
"  Give  breath  to  harmony  and  loVe, 
"  And  golden  furze,  and  purpl^  '*"^  . 
^*  Around  their  rtlxMembfoidei^  fling, 
"  And,  all  irregularly  joined, 
*'  Th' according  out-line -waves  behind,'      '     ' 


•  I 
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LIN£S» 


ON  MR.  MUNDVS  NEEDWOOD  FOREST. 


>    . 


<BT    «KASMU»  DARWIW,  jrtJNl6tl  * 


Where  Need  wood's  banks  embroi<kr'd  waiJt 

Oi\  bright-hair'd  pove,  the  British  Nile, 

Pleas'd  MuNDY  fix'd  his  easel  strong. 

And  stretch'd  his  canvas  wide  and  long  ;^  < .    . 

Broad  o'er  his  hand  the  pallet  lies, 

With  pencils  for  a. thousand  dyes.  : 

He  looic'dy  and  drew,  and  looked  agjBin>*^ 

— Enamour'd  Fancy  spatcVd  the  pen, 

Nymphs,  Graces,.  Loves,  ^ifound  him  thrpsig. 

With  all  the  sisterhood  of  song:  , 

Bright  tints  by  Fairy  bauds  were  mi^i'd,; 

And  Witchcraft  etchM  the  shades  betwixt. 

Delighted  Flora  smil'd  and  drew 
The  primrose  pale  and  violet  blue^ 

.  *;X)rowDed  in  1890.  near  litchfielO* 


\j 
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«A  Naiad  spreads  the  flake  of  mow  *,-•« 
White  foams  the  glittering  stream  below. 
•*  Give  me  the  pallcff^^  Love  demands, 
^nd  stretching  forth  his  babj  hands 
IDipp'd  with  nice  tooch  hfis  keenest  shafi 
In  all  the  blushing  lakes,  f  and  laugh'd ; 
With  sweetest  grace  the  pencil  flow'd. 
With  softest  tints  the  canvas  glow'd ; 
•*  ril  draw  mamma/'  the  wanton  cries, 
And  Talbot's  features  charm  our  eyes! 
With  airy  ease  the  white  neck  bends, 
Lock  after  lock  the  hair  descends : 
O'er  the  fair  form  the  graces  spread 
Their  vest,  and  Hymen  wreathes  the  head* 

And  then  Thalia,  muse  of  woe. 
Moves  o'er  the  woof  her  crayon  slow. 
Here,  cold,  bewilder'd,  tir'd,  forlorn^ 
The  traveller  sighs  in  vain  for  morn ; 
Stretched  on  the  imprinted  snow  he  lies. 
And  bends  on  heaven  his  stiffening  eyes. 
There  Friendship  sits  the  shade  beneath. 
And  twines  for  Clarke  a  fadeless  wreath ; 
Fresh  Cypress  with  the  flowers  she  weaves, 
And  many  a  tear-drop  gems  the  leaves* 
Next  o'er  the  lawn  a  virgin  throng 
In  sad  procession  moves  along, 
Lorn  Loves  inverted  torches  bear. 
And  Pity  weeps  o'er  Vernon's  bier. 

To  shade  the  distant  ground,  and  lay 
The  rising  group  in  bolder  day, 
A  Dryad  chalks  some  dusky  strokes,— 
Behind  upabrageous  frown  her  oaks! 

'  •    Flakewhite. 
t  Carnation  colouri 
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And  SwiLCAR,  rent  by  many  a  6torin> 
Rears  high  in  air  his  leafless  form. 

Pleas'd  MuKDY  stood  with  eag^  eyes. 
And  watch'd  the  living. figures  rise  ^ 
Sroil'd  as  the  varying xolou^s  fiow'd. 
And  sigh'd  by  turns,  and  cbiU'd,  and  glow'd: 
And  to  the  admiring  world  has  shewn 
The  immortal  tablet  for  his  own* 


*•• 
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FUGITIVE  POETRY. 


VERSES, 

Being  an  Apology  for  the  Errors  and  Eccentricities  of 
Genius:  written  for  the  Anniversary  of  the  Literary 
Fund,  May  8,  ISOG*. 

BY   THE   REV.   T.    MAURICE. 


When  Man's  majcslic  form,  at  Nature's  birth, 
Rose,  newly  fashiou'd,  from  the  teeming  earth, 
Pleased  with  his  noblest  work,  th'  Eternal  Sire 
A  portion  of  his  own  ethereal  fire 
Breathed  on  the  senseless  mass — the  kindling  clay 
Felt  the  pure  flame,  and  bounded  at  the  ray. 
But  Ufe  with  myriad  humbler  forms  he  shared, 
For  Man  a  nobler  boon  his  hand  prepareci ; 
He  gave  him  Reason's  powers,  and  thro'  his  soul 
Bade  the  warm  current  of  the  Passions  roll : 

*  These  verses  Iiaving  been  considerably  curtailed,  for  the  pup- 
pose  of  recitation,  are  here  given  at  length  ;  and  on  that  account 
they  may  possibly  appear  more  connected  and  intelligible  than 
when  spoken,  though  delivered  with  all  that  peculiar  energy  and 
spirit  which  distinguish  the  gentleman  (Charles  Twccdie,  Esq.}  who 
undertook  tlie  kind  office  of  recitation. 
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Almighty  Genius,  then,  that  hand  bcstowM, 
And  all  his  features  with  the  Godhead  glow'd. 

Uninjur'd,  unimpair'd,  by  age  or  clime, 
Bright  as  the  Sun,  and  as  its  source  sublime, 
While  Time's  uncounted  cycles  roll  away. 
Fervid,  immortal,  flames  its  hallowed  ray. 

Soul  of  the  daring  thought,  and  glowing  lyre, 
What  shall  repress  its  rag-e,  or  damp  its  fire! 
Unchanged  by  climate — at  the  burning  line, 
With  warmth  congenial  glows  the  spark  divine; 
'iMid  Scythia's  snows  the  tropic  heat  displays. 
And  pours  through  Lapland  glooms  its  ardent  blaze. 
'Now,  where  parch'd  Afric's  burning  sands  extend. 
And  raging  Cancer's  glowing  beams  descend. 
In  dauntless  Hannibal  its  fires  behold. 
Who  o'er  proud  Rome  the  Punic  thunder  roU'd ; 
'Twiis  Genius  o'er  the  Alps  his  standard  bore. 
And  purpled  Cannae  with  patrician  gore  ! 
Now,  mid  the  darkness  of  the  frozen  pole, 
Behold  those  fires  inflame  great  Peter's  soul. 
W^ith  daring  schemes  of  high  ambition  fraught, 
What  vast  conceptions  All  his  labouring  thought ! 
Of  boundless  empire,  midst  a  trackless  wild, 
The  haunt  of  savages,  with  blood  defll'd! 
The  stern  Lycurgus  forms  the  mighty  base, 
And  glows  to  civilize  a  barbarous  race ; 
In  barren  swamps  bids  tow'ring  cities  rise. 
And  Science  bloom  beneath  Siberian  skies; 
With  verdure  clothes  the  rock's  incumbent  brow, 
While  at  his  feet  th'  eternal  forests  bow; 
O'er  half  the  Arctic  circle  spreads  his  reign, 
And  with  new  navies  crowds  th'  astonish'd  main. 

E'en  Slavery's  bonds  its  radiant  beams  illume, 
And  penetrate  the  dungeon's  deepest  gloom; 
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Hear  laughing  Terence  pour  his  comic  strains^ 
Hear  fabling  ^sop  warbling  in  his  chains  ; 
By  Genius  fired,  Columbus  spreads  his  sails, 
And  a  new  world  the  advent'rous  chieftain  hails. 
By  Grenius  led  along  the  stonny  shore, 
Where  round  the  Cape  the  thund'ring  surges  roar, 
And  raging  hurricanes  its  surface  sweep. 
Undaunted  Gama  ploughs  the  Indian  deep. 
How  bright  in  Nelson  glow'd  its  ardent  flame ! 
What  splendours  blaze,  round  Pitt's  unrival'd  name ! 
Immortal  patriots !  o'er  whose  honoured  bier 
Virtue  and  Britain  shed  th'  unceasing  tear ! 
O'er  subject  earth  and  seas  'tis  Genius  reigns. 
And  rolls  the  planets  through  yon  azure  plains. 

No  grov'ling  native  of  this  nether  sphere. 
The  radiant  child  of  Heav'n's  eternal  year ! 
Beyond  the  flight  of  vulgar  thought  he  springs, 
Nor  human  laws  restrain  his  eagle  wings ; 
But  chief  the  Critic's  frigid  rules  he  spurns^ 
And  with  his  own  immortal  ardour  bums. 

To  all  his  bold  eccentric  darings  kind. 
The  proud  excesses  of  a  lofty  mind, 
Those  errors  that  from  burning  feelings  flow, 
When  high  the  spirits,  warm  the  pulses  glow, 
Nor  wholly  overlook,  nor  nicely  scan — 
And  for  his  Goplike  talents  spare  the  Man. 
Oh !  in  no  mean  terrestrial  balance  weigh 
The  GOOD  or  ill  that  marks  his  brilliant  day ; 
But  in  that  lofty  balance  hung  on  high, 
For  ever  blazing  in  iiis  native  sky! 
Tis  only  in  celestial  Libra  weigh'd, 
Genius,  thy  dazzling  merits  are  display'd. 

Reflect — through  all  the  radiant  march  of  time. 
Whatever  great,  or  daring,  or  sublime, 
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Fills  the  vast  volume  of  recording  fame, 

rrom  Genius  sprang,  and  hallo w'd  be  its  flame! 

As  the  bright  Phoenix  at  the  solar  beam 
Drinks  lifis  and  vigour  from  its  parent  stream. 
The  Phcenix  Genius  at  a  fount  more  bright 
Quaffs  the  pure  blaze,  and  beams  reflected  light. 
Like  watchful  Magi  guard  the  virgin  fire. 
Nor  let  its  blaze  in  penuiy  expire ! 

Would  daring  mortals  check  his  bright  career, 
And  chain  to  earth  a  native  of  the  sphere? 
Go,  the  sweet  influence  of  the  Pleiads  bind, 
Bid  their  mild  radiance  cease  to  bless  mankind; 
Or  vast  Orion  with  thy  nod  control, 
And  loose  Arcturus  from  the  gleaming  pole ; 
The  madd'ning  whirlwind  of  the  South  restrain, 
And  with  thy  plummet  sound  the  unfathom'd  main;— 
When  Nature  thus  obeys  thy  ruling  hand,    , 
Then  bend  proud  Genius  to  thy  stern  command. 

Think'st  thou  that  he,  whose  soul  delighted  strays 
In  the  bright  tract  where  circling  planets  blaze. 
Who  richer  treasures  than  Peru  can  boast, 
Or  glow  on  wealthy  India's  rubied  coast. 
Will  bend  his  spirit  of  immortal  birth. 
To  heap  the  treasured  dross  of  shining  earth  ? 
Perish  the  thought! — Who  sings  the  rolling  sphere, 
And  paints  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  year, 
Should  taste,  unboughty  those  bounties  which  it  brings, 
And  all  the  sweets  his  muse  enraptured  sings  ; 
For  him,  with  Nature's  richest  dainties  stor'd 
Let  pamper'd  Dulness  spread  the  sumptuous  board ; 
For  him  the  Summer's  golden  fruits  should  glow, 
And  the  rich  torrent  of  the  vintage  flow : 
Who  to  the  banquet  gives  its  genuine  zest, 
For  hiniy  him  only  should  the  grape  be  prcst. 
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Yours  is  the  sacred  charge,  by  Heaven  assigned, 
On  earth  to  cherish  this  proud  Child  of  Mind, 
That  charge  how  glorious !  how  subbme  the  trust! 
To  Heav'n  be  faithful^ — and  to  Man  be  just. 
Guard  this  rich  gem  of  the  celestial  mine, 
And  bid  its  light  to  latest  ages  shine. 
Behold,  with  all  the  glow  of  Genius  fir'd, 
For  letters  with  unbounded  zeal  inspired, 
That  Prince  whose  heart  beats  hig|i  for  Britain's  fame, 
And  bounds  at  Liberty's  transporting  name. 
On  Heav'n-bom  Talent  sheds  a  cheering  ray, 
Auspicious  promise  of  a  brighter  day ! 
Nor  unrequited  shall  his  bounty  stream—* 
Gekiits  rolb  back  the  bright  reflected  beam; 
For  cherish'd  flres  confers  sublime  renown. 
And  with  new  glories  gilds  the  British  Crown. 
Fostered  by  You, — beneath  these  frozen  skies, 
I  see  new  Shakespeakes,  Spensers,Miltoks  rise. 
I  hear  new  Drtdens,  but  in  manlier  strain. 
Resound  some  future  Geo  roe's  glorious  reign; 
And  other  Joneses,  if  the  Fates  are  kind. 
With  all  their  talents,  all  their  fires  combin'd, 
In  Orient  climes  uphold  the  British  name, 
And  bless  the  Fund  that  nurs'd  their  rising  flame* 


EPIGRAM. 


Such  a  liar  is  Ned  that  there's  none  can  He  faster. 
Excepting  his  maidy  and  she'll  lie  with  her  master. 

s. 
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A  BIRTH-DAY  THOUGHT. 

THE  AUTHOR,  20. 
BY   THE    LATE    REV.    R.    POTTER. 


See,  from  the  roseate  east  the  morning  springs, 
And  her  fresh  beams  o'er  brightening  nature  flings : 
Joy  to  the  new-bom  day! — Alas,  what  joy, 
What  cause  of  gladness  can  my  thoughts  employ  ? 
If  this  revolving  morn  gave  me  to  light 
From  the  dark  womb  of  unessential  night. 
Shall  it  be  hail'd  thro'  each  returning  year? 
This  gratulation  how  will  reason  bear  ? 
Is  there  a  cause  of  joy?  Look  back,  my  soul, 
Bid  the  past  year  in  due  succession  roll. 
Light  ludicrous  and  dismal !  folly,  noise, 
Substantial  sorrows,  and  unreal  ioys ; 
Childhood's  dark  morning,  youth's  uncertain  ray. 
Manhood's  hot  noon  mark  out  the  various  day ; 
No  wisdom,  but  through  folly's  school  obtain'd  j 
No  passion  conquer'd,  and  no  virtue  gain'd. — 
And  shall  I  bless  the  day,  that  brings  again 
The  same  wild  farce,  nor  shifts  the  idle  scene  ? 
Yes,  I  will  bless  it ;  for  perhaps  this  day 
Opens  the  last  great  act  that  ends  the  play. 
This  act  no  light  atellane  laugh  shall  raise. 
But,  grave  with  moral,  merit  sober  praise: 
Then  shall  some  decent  epilogue  engage 
Th'  approving  crowd  to  clap  me  off  the  stage. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  REV,  DR,  KIPPIS. 

BY   HELEN    MARIA   WILLIAMS. 


Plac'd  'midst  the  tempest,  whose  conflicting  waves 

The  buoyant  form  of  Gallic  Freedom  braves, 

I  from  its  swelling  surge  unheedful  turn, 

While  o'er  the  grave  where  Kippis  rests  I  mourn. 

Friend  of  my  life,  by  ev'ry  tie  endear'd, 

By  me  lamented,  as  by  me  rever'd  ! 

whene'er  remembrance  would  the  past  renew. 

His  image  mingles  with  the  pensive  view  ; 

Him  through  life's  length'ning  scene  I  mark  with  pride. 

My  earliest  teacher,  and  my  latest  guide. 

First,  in  the  house  of  pra/r,  his  voice  impressed 

Celestial  precepts  on  my  infant  breast; 

"  The  hope  that  rests  above,"  my  childhood  taught, 

And  lifted  first  to  God  my  ductile  thought. 

And,  when  the  heav'n-born  Muse's  cherish'd  art 

Shed  its  fresh  pleasures  on  my  glowing  heart; 

Flash'd  o'er  my  soul  one  spark  of  purer  light. 

New  worlds  unfolding  to  my  raptur'd  sight ; 

When  first  with  timid  hand  I  touch'd  the  lyre, 

And  felt  the  youthful  poet's  proud  desire; 

His  lib'ral  comment  fann'd  the  dawning  flame. 

His  plaudit  sooth'd  me  with  a  poet's  name  ; 

Led  by  his  counsels  to  the  public  shrine, 

He  bade  the  trembling  hope  to  please  be  mine; 


218 

What  he  forgave,  the  critic  eye  forgives, 
And,  for  a  while,  the  verse  he  sanctioned  lives. 
When  on  that  spot  where  Gallic  Freedom  rose, 
And  where  she  mourn'd  her  unexampled  woes. 
Scourge  of  his  nature,  and  its  worst  disgrace. 
Curse  of  his  age,  and  murd'rcr  of  his  race, 
Th'  ignoble  Tyrant  of  his  Country  stood. 
And  bath'd  his  scaffolds  in  the  patriot's  biood ; 
Destined  the  patriot's  fate  in  all  to  share. 
To  feel  his  triumphs,  and  his  pangs  to  bear; 
To  shun  th'  uplifted  axe,  condcmn'd  to  roam 
A  weeping  exile  from  my  chcrish'd  home  *, 
When  malice  pour'd  her  dark  insatiate  lye, 
Caird  it,  though  death  to  stay,  a  crime  to  fly; 
And,  while  the  falsehood  served  her  hateful  ends. 
Congenial  audience  found  in  hollow  friends  ; 
Who  to  the  tale  "  assent  with  civil  leer, 
"  And,  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ;" 
His  friendship  o'er  me  spread  that  guardian  shield, 
Which  his  severest  virtue  best  could  wield  ; 
Repell'd  by  him,  relentless  Slander  found 
Her  dart  bereft  of  half  its  pow'r  to  wound. 
Alas  !  no  more  to  him  the  ta(k  belongs 
To  soothe  my  sorrows,  or  redress  my  wrongs; 
No  more  his  letter'd  aid,  enlighten'd  Sage! 
Shall  mark  the  errors  of  my  careless  page ; 
Shall  hide  from  public  view  the  faulty  line, 
And  bid  the  merit  he  bestows  be  mine. 
Ah !  while  with  fond  regret  my  feeble  verse 
Would  pour  its  tribute  o'er  his  hallow'd  hearse. 
For  him  his  Country  twines  her  civic  palm. 
And  Learning's  tears  his  honour'd  name  embalm  ; 

♦  Miss  W.  took  refuge  in  Switzerland,  during  the  tyrumy  of 
Koberspierre. 
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His  were  the  lavish  stores  her  force  sublime 
Through  evVy  passing  age  has  snatchM  from  Time^ 
His,  the  Historian's  wreath,  the  Critic's  art, 
A  rigid  judgement,  but  a  feeling  heart ; 
His,  the  warm  purpose  for  the  gen'ral  weal. 
The  Christian's  meekness,  and  the  Christian's  zeal ; 
And  his,  the  moral  worth  to  which  is  giv'n 
Earth's  purest  homage,  and  the  meed  of  Heav'n. 


LOVE. 


iJEHOLD  yon  gaudy  painted  flow<jr, 
Gay  blushing  to  the  morning  rays, 

It  sprung  and  blossom'd  in  an  hour, 

With  night's  chill  blast  its  bloom  decays ; 

Yet  thoughtless  maidens,  as  they  rove, 

3Iistakc,  and  call  this  flow'ret  love^ 

But  Love's  true  flow'r,  before  it  springs, 
Deep  in  the  breast  its  fibres  shoots, 

And  clasps  the  heart,  and  round  it  clingS| 
And  fastens  by  a  thousand  roots; 

Then  bids  its  strcngthen'd  tendrils  climb^ 

Ajid  braves  the  chilling  blast  of  time. 
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TO  HAYDN. 


Who  is  the  mighty  m&ster  that  can  trace 

Th'  eternal  lineaments  of  Nature's  face  ? 

'Mid  endless  dissonance,  what  mortal  ear 

Could  e'er  her  peal  of  perfect  concord  hear? 

Answer,  O  Haydn !  strike  the  magic  chord ! 

And,  as  thou  strik'st,  reply  and  proof  afford. 

Whene'er  thy  Genius,  flashing  native  fire. 

Bids  the  soul  tremble  with  the  trembling  lyre. 

The  hunter's  clatt'ring  hoof,  the  peasant-shout. 

The  warrior-onset,  or  the  battle's  rout. 

Din,  clamour,  uproar,^  murder's  midnight  knell. 

Hyaena  shrieks,  the  warhoop,  scream,  and  yell — 

All  sounds,  however  mingled,  strange,  uncouth, 

Resolve  to  fitness,  system,  sense,  and  truth ! 

To  others  noise  and  jangling;  but  to  thee 

'Tis  one  grand  solemn  swell  of  endless  harmony. 

When  dark  and  unknown  terrors  intervene, 

And  men  aghast  survey  the  horrid  scene: 

Then,  when  rejoicing  fiends  flit,  gleam,  and  scowl. 

And  bid  the  huge  tormented  tempest  howl ; 

When  fire-fraught  thunders  roll,  when  whirlwinds  rise, 

And  earthquakes  bellow  to  the  frantic  skies, 

Till  the  distracted  ear,  in  racking  gloom, 

Suspects  the  wreck  of  worlds,  and  gen'ral  doom: 

Then  Haydn  stands,  collecting  Nature's  tears. 

And  consonance  sublime  amid  confusion  hears. 

T.    HOLCROFT. 
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VERSES 

'^othe  Memory  of  G  a  it  Rick,  spoken  as  a  Monody  ^  at 
the  Theatre  Royal,  in  Drury-Lane  *. 

BY   THE  RIGHT   HON.   R.  B.  SHERIDAN. 

11..    '  '.r-'^'  »'*nV:'.''-'    '''i 


If  dying  Excellence  deserves  a  tear, 

If  fond  remembrance  still  is  cherished  hcre^ 

Can  we  persist  to  bid  your  sorrows  flow 

For  fabled  sufferers,  and  delusive  woe? 

Or  with  quaint  smiles  dismiss  the  plaintive  strain, 

Point  the  quick  jest — indulge  the  comic  vein — 

Ere  yet  to  buried  Roscius  we  assign — 

One  kind  regret — one  tributary  line  ! 

His  fame  requires  we  act  a  tenderer  part: — 
His  Memory  claims  the  tear  you  gave  his  Art  ! 

The  general  voice,  the  meed  of  mournful  verse, 
The  splendid  sorrows  that  adorned  his  hearse, 
The  throng  that  mourn'd  as  their  dead  Favourite  passed. 
The  grac'd  respect  that  claimed  him  to  the  last. 
While  Shakes? ear's  image  from  its  hallow'd  base, 
Seem'd  to  prescribe  the  grave,  and  point  the  place,— 
Nor  these, — nor  all  the  sad  regrets  that  flow 
From  fond  Fidelit/s  domestic  woe,-^ 
So  much  are  Garrick's  praise — so  much  his  Du£— 
As  on  this  spot— One  tear  bestow'd  by  You. 

*  'this  monodk  was  £rst  published  ia  1779/  and  dedicated  to 
&e  Right  Hon.  CTountess  Spencer. 
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Amid  the  Arts  which  seek  ingenuous  fame. 
Our  toil  attempts  the  roost  precarious  claim! 
To  Him,  whose  mimic  pencil  wins  the  prize. 
Obedient  Fame  immortal  wreaths  supplies  :  , 

Whate  er  of  wonder  Reynolds  now  ma}'  raise. 
Kapha  XL  still  boasts  contemporary  praise: 
Each  dazzling  light,  and  gaudier  bloom  subdu'd. 
With  undiminished  awe  His  Works  are  view'd  : 
E'en  Beauty's  portrait  wears  a  softer  prime, 
Touch'd  by  the  tender  hand  of  mellowing  Time. 

The  patient  Sculptor  owns  an  humbler  part, 
A  ruder  toil,  and  more  mechanic  art; 
Content  with  slow  and  timorous  stroke  to  trace 
The  lingering  line,  and  mould  the  tawly  grace  : 
But  once  atchicvcd — tho'  barbarous  wreck  o'crthrov 
The  sacred  fane,  and  lay  its  glories  low, 
Yet  shall  the  sculptured  ruin  rise  to  day, 
Grac'd  by  defect,  and  worship'd  in  decay; 
The'  enduring  Record  bears  the  Artist's  narae,^ 
pemands  his  honours,  and  asserts  his  fame. 

Superior  Hopes  the  Poet's  bosom  fire, — 
O  proud  distinction  of  the  sacred  lyre!  — 
Wide  as  the'  inspiring  Ph<ebls  darts  his  ray, 
Diffusive  splendour  gilds  his  Votary's  lay. 
Whether  the  song  heroic  woes  rehearse. 
With  epic  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  verse; 
Or,  fondly  gay,  with  unambitious  guile 
Attempt  no  prize  but  favouring  Beauty's  smile; 
Or  bear  dejected  to  the  lonely  grove 
The  soft  despair  of  unprevailiRg  love, — 
Whate'er  the  Theme — thro'  every  age  and  elime 
Congenial  passions  meet  the'  according^  rhyme ; 
The  pride  of  glory — Pity's  sigh  sincere — 
Youth's  earliest  blush — and  Beauty's  virgin  tear* 
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Such  is  THEIR  meed — their  honours  thus  secuif'^, 
^Vhose  arts  yield  objects,  and  whose  works  endure. 
The  Actor  only,  shrinks  from  times  award  ; 
Feeble  Tradition  is  FIis  Memory^s  Guard; 
By  whose  faint  breath  his  merits  must  abide, 
Unvouch'd  by  proof — ^to  substance  unallied ! 
Ev'n  matchless  Gar  rick's  art  to  Heav'n  resigned. 
No  fix'd  effect,  no  model  leaves  behind  1 

The  Grace  of  Action — the  adapted  Mien 
Faithful  as  nature  to  the  varied  Scene ; 
The'  E.XPRE8S1VE  Glance — whose  subtle  comment 

draws 
Entranced  attention,  and  a  route  applause ; 
Gesture  that  marks,  with  force  and  feeling  fraught, 
A  sense  in  silence,  and  a  will  in  thought ; 
Harmonious  Speech,  whose  pure  and  liquid  tone 
Gives  verse  a  music,  scarce  confess'd  its  own ; 
As  light  from  gems,  assumes  a  brighter  ray 
And  clothed  with  orient  hues,  transcends  the  day!— 
Passion's  wild  break — and  Frown  tbat  awes  the  sense, 
And  every  Charm  of  gentler  Eloquence — 
All  perishable ! — like  the'  electric  fire 
But  strike  the  frame — and  as  they  strike  expire; 
Incense  too  pure  a  bodied  flame  to  bear, 
It's  fragrance  charms  the  sense,  and  blends  with  air. 

Where  then — while  sunk  in  cold  Decay  he  lies, 
And  pale  Eclipse  for  ever  veils  those  Eyes ! — 
Where  is  the  blest  memorial  that  enfures 
Our  Garrick's  Jame  ? — whose  is   the  trust  ? — ^'tis 
Yours. 

And  O !  by  every  charm  his  art  essay'd 
To  sooth  your  Cares  ? — by  every  grief  alla/d ! 
By  the  hush'd  wonder  which  his  accents  drew  ! 
By  his  last  parting  tear,  repaid  by  you  I 
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By  all  those  Thoughts,  which  many  a  distant  night. 
Shall  mark  his  memory  with  a  sad  delight! — 
Still  in  your  heart's  dear  record  bear  his  name; 
Cherish  the  keen  n-gret  that  lifts  his  fame; 
To  YOU  it  is  boqueath'd,  assert  the  trust, 
And  to  his  Worth — ^'tis  all  you  can — be  just. 

What  more  is  due  from  sanctifying  Time, 
To  choarful  Wit,  and  many  a  favoured  Rhtme^ 
O'er  his  graced  urn  shall  bloom,  a  deathless  wreath, 
Whose  biossom'd  sweets  shall  deck  the  mask  beneath r 
For  these, — when  Sculpture's  votive  toil  shall  rear 
The  due  memorial  of  a  loss  so  dear! — 
O  loveliest  mourner,  gentle  Muse  !  be  thine 
The  pleasing  woe  to  guard  the  laureled  shrine. 
As  Fancy,  oft  by  Superstition  led 
To  roam  the  mansions  of  the  sainted  dead, 
Has  view'd,  by  shadowy  Eve's  unfaithful  gloom, 
A  weeping  Cherub  on  a  Martyr's  tomb — 
So  thou,  sweet  Muse,  hang  o'er  his  sculptured  bier, 
With  patient  Woe,  that  loves  the  lingering  tear ; 
With  thoughts  that  mourn — nor  yet  desire  relief, 
With  meek  regret,  and  fond  enduring  grief; 
With  looks  that  speak — He  never  shall  return ! — 
Chilling  thy  tender  bosom  clasp  his  urn ; 
And  with  soft  sighs  disperse  the'  irreverend  dust, 
Which  Time  may  strew  upon  his  sacred  bust. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

With  faulty  accents  and  so  vile  a  tone 

You  quote  my  lines,  I  took  them  for  your  own. 

N.  B.  HALHEDy  ESQ. 
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LOVE  ELEGIES- 


BY  r.  K.  C.   MUNDAT,  ESQ. 


tLEQY  I. 
Oir  LEAVIKO  BATH.      17&1. 

AdiKu  ye  walls,  that  hold  my  favourite  maid  I 
Adieu,  fair  city,  Beaut/s  darling  seat! 

At  length  adieu!  at  length,  tho'  late  dela/d, 
From  you  my  steps  unwillingly  retreat. 

Tet  from  the  summit  of  this  neighbouring  hill, 
While  scanty  morn  deals  forth  the  light  of  day» 

Where  your  proud  domes  yon  ample  valley  fill. 
My  eyes  shall  take  their  lingering  last  survey. 

And  Fancy  there  that  envied  roof  descries 
'  Where  dwells  the  dear  possessor  of  my  heart: 
There  luU'd  in  happy  sleep  niy  fair  one  lies, 
Nor  kitows,  nor  pities,  my  unceasing  smart. 

O  wou'd  some  friendly  dream  my  grief  disclose ! 

—But  cease,  vain  mind,  the  fond  petition 
Nor  vex  her  gentle  breast  with  fruitless  woes ; 

—Peace  to  her  threshold,  to  her  slumbers  peace.- 

Enough  for  me,  if  when  Hyperions'  ray 
Unlocks  the  brighter  glories  of  her  eye. 

Her  kindest  wish  shall  speed  me  on  my  way; 
While  from  her  soul  escapes  the  struggling  sigh. 

VOL.  VI.  # 
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Nor  yet,  so  Hope  sweet  flatterer  would  suggest, 
Nor  vet  of  Love  unconscious  is  her  heart ; 

Oft  have  her  smiles  the  mutual  flame  Goufess'd^ 
Nor  unlamcnted  shall  I  now  depart. 

And  oft  her  lips  my  plighted  vows  restored ; 

How  joy'd  my  soul  such  blessings  to  receive! 
Each  hope  she  gave  that  honour  eou'd  aflbrd; 

With  every  bliss  that  virtue  ought  to  give. 

When  from  her  presence,  forc'd  by  fate  I  came. 
Sudden  her  cheeks  the  virgin  bloom  forsook : 

In  her  moist  eye  the  rising  sorrows  swam. 

And  kind  concern  hung  mournful  on  her  look. 

Grief  ill-Gonceal'd,  seem'd  bursting  from  her  breast; 

The  fond  "  Farewell,"  her  faltering  voice  deny^d  ; 
With  equal  warmth  my  closing  hand  she  pressM  ; .  . 

And  looks  and  nods  the  fond  "  Farewell"  supply'd ; 

— Fair  city,  happy  walls,  at  length  adieu ! 

I  go ;  but  leave  my  soul's  best  part  behind^ 
I  go  from  joy,  from  pleasure,  and  from  you  ; 

Love,  only  Love,  accompanies  my  mind : 

Guard  well  your  choicest  charge,  this  favourite  Maid;  . 

So  may  the  Sun  rise  gorgeous  on  your  towers! 
—Me,  on  my  hated  way  let  darkness  shade, 

Smit  by  the  furious  blasts  and  rattling  showers*. " 

In  glooms  congenial  to  my  sorrowing  mind 
May  the  sick  sky  its  troubled  visage  shrowd^; 

My  plaints  be  answered  by  the  muttering  wind ; 
And  heavy  as  my  heart  each  lowering  cloud. 

In  vain  doth  Phoebus  at  the  call  of  morn, 

New  trick  his  beams  fresh  rising  from  the  sea ; 

In  vain  doth  Spring  the  laughing  flelds  adorn; 
Without  my  Love,  she  shines  no  Spring  to  ibc« 
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0  cou'd  the  Seasons  but  my  Lotc  reStbrc  ! 

So  might  my  soul  their  genial  pleasures  taste : 
Or  bless'd  with  her  I'd  hear  the  whirlwind  roar  ; 

And  brave  the  tempest  on  th^  unsheltered  waste ! 

For  she  alone  can  Time's  dull  space  beguile, 
Or  with  fresh  joys  improve  the  happy  hour: 

For  she  can  bid  the  wintry  landscape  smile, 
Or  add  new  beauties  to  the  vernal  hour. 

ELEGY  IL 

0N    RETURNING    HOME    FROM    WINCHESTER.      i76l. 

In  vain,  O  native  fields,  ye  strive  to  please. 
In  vain  to  joy  youl*  various  scenes  invite : 

Nor  can  ye  give  my  soul  its  wonted  ease; 
Nor  can  ye  give  my  Fair-one  to  my  sight! 

Joy  is  not  here :  fly,  sweet  Remembrance  fly^ 
Fly  where  I  revel  I'd  late  in  Pleasure's  train  ; 

Recall  the  fleeting  form  to  Fancy's  eye  ; 
And  live  o'er  all  the  blissful  hours  again* 

Mine  was  the  lot,  from  every  youth  to  bear 
The  prize  how  envy'd,  how  desir'd  by  all ! 

Mine  was  the  lot,  where  hundred  nymphs  were  fair, 
To  lead  the  fairest  through  the  mazy  ball. 

How  felt  my  soul  when  she  to  music  mov'd, 
In  youthful  prime,  and  blooming  beauty  warm! 

Each  step,  each  attitude  her  form  improv'd| 
And  a  new  grace  arose  on  every  charm. 

How  I  obey'd,  tho'  music  ga;ve  ccmimand. 
Her  palm's  soft  touch  one  moment  to  resign : 

Again,  ere  music  bade,  I  seiz'd  her  hand, 
And  lock'd  the  lovely  treasure  fast  ia  mine. 
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If  then  thai  moraentary  loss  was  pain. 
This  age  of  absence  how  shall  I  abide  ? 

Ah  !  who  will  bring  her  to  my  wish  again. 
Whom  adverse  fate,  and  distant  lands  divide? 

Where  are  those  joysj  those  tender  joys  I  felt. 
When  from  the  dance  retir'd  we  sat  apart  ? 

On  her  alone  my  eyes  all  fondness  dwelt  j 

How  have  their  rebel  looks  betray'd  my  heart ! 

Grace,  harmony,  and  sense  distinct  and  clear. 
With  mildness  in  her  modest  language  meet: 

Attention  hangs  upon  my  ravish 'd  ear; 

And  what  her  eyes  began,  her  words  compleat» 

Away,  thou  silken  son  of  foppish  pride! 

This  is  no  ear  for  such  discourse  as  thine  i 
Go,  let  thy  vows  and  hackney'd  arts  be  try'd 

In  vain  devotion  at  yon  painted  shrine. 

Nor  think  that  Love,  true  Love,  could  e'er  imparl^ 
False  as  your  idol's  bloom,  such  mimic  joys: 

Affected  mirth  that  springs  not  from  the  heart; 
Jests  without  wit,  and  flattery  that  cloys. 

By  thee,  my  Fair- one,  let  me  sit  and  sigh ; 

And  mark  the  graces  that  around  thee  move ; 
Cktth  the  dear  pain  that  glances  from  thine  eye  ; 

And  yield  my  soul  to  softness  and  to  love. 

Ah  no,  in  pity  snatch  thy  hand  froni  mine, 
Atid^hide  those  fatal  beauties  of  thy  cheek; 

Nor  let  thine  eyes  so  soft  a  look  incline. 

Lest  my  fond  hea^t  with  tenderness  shouM  break* 

Thy  charms,  my  Love,  o'ercome  me  with  delight, 
Thy  voice,  thy  look,  thy  smile — alas  I  dream!— 

Ye  well-known  domes,  that  rise  upon  my  sight, 
Once  "deaT- indeed' !'  how  hfeteful  now  ye  ^eeia  L 
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Ah  mock  me  not,  my  friends,  with  loathed  joy ; 

My  sickening  soul  such  greetings  cannot  bear : 
Nor  this  .the  form  that  fiird  my  greedy  eye; 

Nor  that  the  voice  which  charm'd  my  listening  ear. 

Where  is  that  look  ?  Oh,  where  that  lovely  smile  ? 

Tom  from  those  blessings,  from  her  presence  torn, 
In  sighs,  in  tears  I  waste  the  absent  while, 

Sad  as  the  sick  man's  night,  impatient  for  the  morn* 

ELEGY  ni. 

DESPAIR.      WRITTEN   IN    1762. 

Severe,  O  Love,  thy  tyrant  power  I  feel. 
My  heart,  my  life,. my  freedom  all  are  thine ; 

Lo,  at  thy  awful  throne  submiss  I  kneel. 
Stem  as  thou  art,  thy  n^ilder  ear  incline* 

If  e'er  my  stubborn  will  thy  power  repell'd. 
If  e'er  with  thee  in  impious  contest  strove, 

If  e'er  my  tongue  thy  mysteries  reveal'd, 
A  shameless  recreant  to  myself  and  Love  ; 

If  e'er  my  heart  its  plighted  promise  broke. 
If  aught  but  Love  did  e'er  possess  my  mind ; 

Then  bow  I  calmly  to  the  lifted  $trokc; 
Then  to  thy  r^e  vi^diiCtive  yield  resigii'd;. 

But  if  true  votary  to  thy  sovereign  power 
My  infant  bands  thy  laughing  altars  dressed. 

If  from  my  birth  to  this  afflictive  hour. 
Thy  hopesi  thy  joys,  have  dutter'd  in  my  breast ; 

If  Love,  and  Love  alone,  bath  revell'd  there. 

Beneath  the  veil  of  secrecy  and  truth, 
P  free  me,  free  me  from  this  sad  despair. 

That  blas(3  with  chilling  hand  my  bloom  of  youth. 

Q3 
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But  ah,  no  power  of  thine  can  reach  her  heart. 
Proof  to  that  passion  which  her  beauty  gave  ; 

Snatch  then,  O  snatch  from  Death  the  friendly  dart. 
And  hide  my  sorrows  in  the  silent  grave ! 

ELEGY  IV. 

ABSEl^CE,      WRITTEN    IX    1764. 

Four  days  are  passM,  four  tedious  days  of  pain^ 
Since  these  sad  eyes  beheld  my  Love  depart, 

Four  days  are  yet  to  come,  e'er  I  again 

Shall  see  thp  beauteous  sovereign  of  my  heart,' 

"While  fond  iinpatience  in  my  bosom  burns,  v;  -  ;.  »' 
And  the  slow  hours  insult  my  restless  ha^te,  "r,  .'.''' 

Ah  who  can  teach  me,  till  my  Love  returns,  ^'^^ 
In  easy  indolence  the  time  to  waste?' 

Vain  search !  no  ease  will  selfish  Love  allow; 

No  power  hath  art  to  lull  my  cares  asleep : 
Pleasure,  and  mirth,  and  smiles  are  irksome  now; 

And  my  sole  comfort  is  to  sigh  and  weep. 

On  shifter  wings  I  bade  the  moments  f^y ; 

But  they  perverse  have  doubled  their  delay; 
For  grief  hath  banish'd  slumber  from  my  eye. 

And  night  partakes  the  sorrows  of  the  day. 

Nor  think,  my  friends,  that  causeless  is  my  pain, 
The  hours  you  count  not  by  a  Lover^  mind ; 

Four  tedious  days  of  absence  I  sustain, 
And  justly  dread  the  heavier  half  behind. 

While  distant  strays  my  Love,  the  poison'd  dart 
Of  jealousy  hath  struck  me  with  despair: 

And  doubts  arise  ¥irhere  Reason  has  no  part, 
Surmises  yain,  and  self-created  care. 
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BjT  glittering  fops,  and  courtly  speech  beset. 
Can  a  frail  woman's  faith  unshaken  prove  ? 

And  will  she  not  a  wretch  like  me  forget. 
Who  only  plead  fidelity  and  love? 

Ah  no !— and  now  what  extacy  I  feel ! 

False  are  my  doubts,  and  vain  my  scrupulous  fear- 
I  know  the  hand,  I  know  the  faithtul  seal, 
.  This  Letter  proves  tny  Laura's  love  sincere^ 

Yes,  Fair-one,  yes,  thy  love,  thy  truth  I  see ; 

To  my  fond  breast  111  press  each  tender  line : 
Kiss  the  dear  words  that  bid  mc  think  on  thee; 

And  bless  the  period  that  concludes  thee  mine. 

On  thee  TIL  think,  till  four  long  days  shall  give  . 

In  thy  lov'd  presence  more  substantial  bliss  ; 
Then  snail  my  arms  their  real  wish  receive, 

And  my  lips  glow  beneath  a  warmer  kiss* 

ELEGY  V, 

PARTING,      WRITTEN    IN    1766, 

I  go,  my  Love ;  and  till  we  meet  again. 
Let  Hope  and  Constancy  the  time  beguile : 

Again  to  meet!  that  prospect  shall  restrain 
The  tear  that  starts  through  my  dissembled  smile. 

Farewell  ?  but  there  is  finish'd  all  my  boast- 
That  tender  accent  falters  on  my  tongue ; 

And  I  must  weep  for  that  dear  object  lost. 
On  whicl^  J  g^'d  so  fondly  and  so  long. 

0  stop  !  O  tiMTB'S  (or  I  have  much  to  say — 
One  word  1  one  look  I  I  cannot  leave  thee  e(h<- 

"—Ah  me,  she  takes  a  dijstant,  different  way ; 
And  I  uqjieardy  uoaoswer'd  vent  my  woe. 

Q  4    , 
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From  her  soft  voice  no  more  I  catch  the  sound; 

No  more  l^er  beauties  grace  m^  happy  side : 
I  cally  I  search  in  vain,  no  more  is  found 

My  sweet  companion^  and  my  promised  bride. 

Back  to  those  happier  scepes,  Remembrance^  fly! 

Thy  lenient  aid  my  sorrows  shall  remove  : 
For  thou  from  those  dear  moments  canst  supply 

Full  many  a  proof  propitious  to  my  love. 

Much  tho'  I  lov'd,  I  found  that  love  repaid  ; 

And  scem-d  of  all  men  happy  o^er  the  rest; 
Consenting  Beauty  heal*d  the  wound  it  made  ; 

And  Love  ensiav'd  me  but  to  make  me  blest 

My  lips  the  story  of  my  bosom  told, 
CheckM  by  no  scornful,  no  unkind  repl^ 

Her  favouring  glances  bade  my  tongue  be  boId,» 
And  mutual  passion  kindled  in  her  eye : 

The  blush  soft  spreading  o'er  her  downcast  face. 
The  sudden  sigh  half-risiqff,  h^lf-suppress'd, 

That  coy  distress  which  heightens  every  grace. 
In  silent  eloquence  her  love  confessed. 

How  sweet  tp  snatch  her  not-unwilling  hand, 
And  all  delighted  on  her  charms  to  saze ; 

While  mix'd  with  many  a  kiss  we  fondly  plann*d 
The  tender  conduct  of  connubial  days ! 

Each  social  Virtue  decks  her  gentle  mind ; 

And  stedfast  Honour  waves  nis  banners  there ; 
So  chaste  a  temple  Love  was  proud  to  fin^ ; 

And  Truth  proclaims  her  parting  vow  sincere* 

While  sweet  Remembrance  thus  xelieves  my  heart, 
Ah  why  should  grief  so  fair  a  prospect  sour! 

Yes,  we  shall  meet,  and  meet  no  more  to  part. 
And  Heaven  and  Leye  shall  bless  th'  expected  hooi 
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_  * 

Then  fare  ibee  well !  jand  to  thy  constant  mind 
Still  be  my  memory  dear,  tfao'  I  am  gone; 

Still  be  each  thought,  each  tender  wish  confin'd 
1*0  me  whose  heart  is  full  of  thee  alone: 

Fond  Hope  the  while  shall  cheer  my  drooping  soul. 
In  sweet  impatience  shall  the  time  employ, 

Shall  chide  the  lazy  moments  as  they  roll, 

And  soothe  my  grief  with  thoughts  of  future  joy. 


IvscRZPTiOH  at  the  Entrance  of  a  Burial  GaoirvD 

for  Negro  Slaves ♦• 

BY  THE  LATE  BRYAN  EPWARDS,  ESQ* 

Stranoer!  whoe'er  thou  art,  with  reverence  tread; 

Lo !  these,  the  silent  mansions  of  the  dead ! 

His  life  of  labour  o'er,  the  wearied  slave 

Jlere  finds,  at  lengthy  soft  (juie);  in  the  grave. 

View  not,  ¥rith  proud  disdain,  the  unsculptui'd  heap, 

Where  injur'd  innocence  forgets  to  weep, 

}?or  idly  deem,  although  not  here  are  found 

The  solemn  aisle  and  consecrated  ground. 

The  spot  Ifss  sacred: — o*er  the  turf-built  shrine. 

Where  Virtue  sleeps,  presides  ^he  Power  Divine« 

*  On  s  plantation  in  Jamaica,  belonging  to  the  late  Mr.  Bryta 
Edwards,  that  gentlemairs  negroes  had  chosen  for  their  biirial- 
groundi  a  retired  spot,  in  a  grovp  of  piemento  or  ail-spice.  It 
was  a  place  extremely  solemn  and  singularly  beautiful ;  and  Mr. 
IBdwards  direct/sd,  that,  in  case  of  his  death  in  Jamaica,  he  should 
^  buried  in  the  midst  of  them.  As  the^  ground  was  exposed  to 
|he  intrusions  Qf  cattle,  he  caused  a  fence  to  be  raised  roond^  it^ 
and  inscribed  these  lines  on  the  little  wicket  at  the  entrance. 
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*  MOLIN;EUS'S  CAT,  MITISSA. 

AV   AMP.LIFIED   TRAKSLATIOX,   WITH   ADDITIONS, 
BT  THE  LATE  HEV.  T.  COLE,  LL.B, 


J^ITISSA,  well-bred  Puss,  descended 
From  cats  of  Cyprus,  much  commended ; 
In  whom  more  fondling  arts  are  seen, 
Than  had  that  wheedling  Cyp^r ian  Queen ; 
Thy  beauteous  coat  unrivald  shines 
With  various  hues  in  waving  lines : 
More  soft  and  yielding  than  the  vest 
That  warms  the  turtle's  downy  bre^t : 
More  delicate  than  vii^in's  face, 
O'efspread  with  tender  blooming  gracc^ 
A  much  more  cunning  thievish  elf^ 
Than  the  sjy  pilf'ring  fox  himself.  ^ 

A  perfect  monkey  in  disguise. 
With  tricks  as  droll,  and  looks  as  wise; 
Nor  less  alert  than  squirrel  found. 
To  skip  and  frisk  with  nimble  bound* 

When  through  my  garden  walks  I  stray, 
How  pleas'd  ^rt  thou  to  lead  the  way  ! 
How  prompt  to  hint,  by  gestures  courting, 
Thy  longings  for  a  little  sporting  ! 
And  when,  in  playful  circlesi  quick, 
Around  thy  hei^d  I  twirl  my  stick. 
Close  couching  first,  with  wjiv'ring  view. 
Thy  eyes  alone  its  track  pursue ; 
Then  eager  springing  from  the  ground^ 
Witji  greedy  grasp  thou  hug'st  it  rounds 

t  Perhapi  Mounbux. 
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Again,  before  thy  sparkling  eyes, 

The  flourish'd  stick  enticing  flics  : 

And  now  with  twisting,  doubling  pace, 

Thou  urgest  true  the  giddy  chase, 

Till  caught  once  more,  'twixt  tooth  and  nail^ 

The  prize  is  held,  with  waggling  tail. 

I  home  return ;  close,  side  by  side, 
Thou  trottest  on  with  social  pride. 
Then  to  ray  study  wx  repair; 
But  scarce  Fm  fixt  in  elbow  chair. 
To  read  or  write  one  line  scarce  able, 
Ere  thou  art  perch'd  upon  the  table; 
As  if,  an  owl  since  Pallas  chuses, 
A  cat  must  needs  attend  the  Muses. 
And  now,  what  purringsito  express, 
And  sooth  thy  cherished  love's  excess ! 
What  hasty  struttings  to  and  fro, 
Thy  joy's  ecstatic  height  to  show! 
What  urgent  fits  of  fond  caressing. 
With  nustling  nose  my  face  close  pressingl 
What  pride  display'd  with  back  inflected, 
And  swelling  tail  in  state  erected ! 
I  stroke  thee  now,  sweet  Puss,  and  prove 
Myself  infected  with  thy  love : 
Submitting  with  compliance  bland, 
Thou  glidest  smooth  beneath  my  hand  ; 
Returning  quick,  I  stroke  again. 
But  strive  to  satisfy  in  vain  ; 
For  thou  again,  these  coaxings  o'er. 
Wilt  still  solicit  more  and  more. 

Finding  thyself,  at  length,  neglected. 
And  my  thoughts  fixt  where  first  directed  ; 
Demure  and  grave  thou  canst  retreat, 
And,  near  my,  elbow,  take  thy  seat. 
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But  though  on  folded  paws  tuck'd  in» 

And  knuckled  close  beneath  thy  Chin, 

Yet  still  thy  eyes,  whatc'er  I  do, 

With  active  glance  my  hands  pursue. 

And  hark !  my  scribbling  pen,  with  sdratcbes^ 

Thy  quick,  attentive  ear  now  catches. 

Impatient  quite,  yet  slowly  rising, 

Because  intent  upon  surprising. 

With  gentle  step,  and  cautious  fear, 

Thou  creepcst  on — till  station'd  near, 

With  eager  wriggjings  to  express 

Thy  purpose  and  sepure  success. 

Quick  as  at  mouse  in  rustling  straw, 

Thou  dartest  underneath  thy  paw ; 

Theft  fais'd  erect,  up  goes  my  paper. 

With  gamesome  cuff,  and  noddling  caper. 

But  this  rude  trick,  though  far  from  pleasing. 

Is  yet  so  comically  tcazing. 

That,  quite  unable  to  resent, 

I  laugh,  and  take  i]t  as  'twas  meant. 

And  having  plac'd  all  matters  right, 

Calmly  proceed  again  to  write. 

And  now  each  letter  that  I  trace 

Thou  dost  inspect  with  serious  face ; 

Musing,  as  if  at  loss  to  know 

What  3uch  parks  mean,  and  whence  they  flow 

But  still  perpjext,  and  longing  much 

To  feel,  if  palpable  to  touch. 

Thy  curious  foot,  to  clear  the  doubt. 

Whips  in,  and  blots  my  writing  out. 

More  teazing  this  ;  but  love  prevailing^ 

I  overlook  this  second  failing. 

But  thou  more  bold,  the  more  excus'd, 

(And  kindness  thus  is  oft  abus'd) 
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Some  fresh  assault  hast  soon  devis'd. 
And  ere  of  thy  intent  apprisM, 
Snatch'd  from  my  hand,  with  flippant  paw, 
My  mumbled  pen  I  see  thee  gnaw. 
Rous'd  at  a  frolic  so  provoking, 
And  much  too  angry  grown  for  joking, 
I  snatch  my  pen,  and  loudly  scold^ 
Mynx,  Hussy,  Slut,  let  go  thy  hold ! 
What  tug  ?  Take  heed,  for,  if  I  catch  thee 
Once  more  at  this,  I  vow  Til  match  thee. 
These  threats  despis'd,  I  then  repress. 
With  flip  on  nose,  thy  sauciness. 
At  this  rebuff,  thy  neck  close  shrinking. 
Thy  whiskers  flat,  and  eyelids  blinking. 
Thou  sneakest  back,  with  sad  dismay. 
And  looks  that  conscious  guilt  betray ; 
Looks  sweetly  aw'd,  such  looks  as  prove 
Thy  pertness  lost,  but  not  thy  love. 
And  now,  as  griev'd  for  insults  past. 
On  me  thy  pleading  eyes  arc  cast : 
But,  soon  dispeli'd  each  gloomy  fear. 
Fair  gleams  of  hope  thy  aspect  cheer. 
And  well,  sweet  puss,  mayst  thou  believe 
That,  like  thyself,  I  can  forgive ; 
For  'tis  a  doubt  which  most  repents, 
Or  which  most  willingly  relents. 

And  yet,  raethinks,  i  wish  thee  gone ; 
I'm  busy ;  we'll  be  friends  anon. 
Come,  Puss,  march  down,  and  if  this  blew 
Should  fret  and  vex  thee,  when  below 
Then  show  it,  or  on  rat,  or  mouse^ 
Our  common  foes,  within  this  house : 
Thus  may  thy  vented  spleen  be  eas'd, 
And  thus  my  angei*  best  appeasM* 
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SONGi 
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All  hail !  rosy  bowers^  beneath  whose  soft  shatle 
The  passion  I  felt  for  my  swain  was  betray'd; 
Dear  spot !  where  I  first  had  occasion  to  prove 
A  match  how  unequal  was  prudence  and  love.  * 

My  hand  when  he  touch'd,  like  the  electrical  flame^ 
The  charm,  swift  as  thought,  shot  and  kindled  my  frame. 
With  a  kiss  yet  I  thought  it  no  danger  to  part^ 
So  distant  I  fancied  my  lips  from  my  heart. 

But  th'  effect  of  the  magic  my  eyes  soon  confest. 
And,  more  than  my  tongue  could,  my  blushes  exprest* 
Ye  traitors  !  ah  !  why  to  the  youth  make  it  known. 
That  each  outline  was  gain'd,  and  the  fortress  his  own. 

Ye  trees  !  did  ye  not  with  the  zephyrs  conspire^ 
To  hide  my  confusion^  and  fan  the  soft  fire  ? 
1  saw  each  fond  branch  with  its  neighbour  entwine, 
And  leaf  press  to  leaf,  with  an  ardour  like  mine. 

"With  sweet  hymencals  the  birds  fiU'd  the  grove. 

In  each  look  and  each  sound  there  was  nothing  but 

love ; 
'From  nature  thus  rapt  the  infection  was  caught. 
And  1  only^ractis'd  the  lesson  she  taught. 
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EPITHALAMIUM 

ON  tHE  MARRUGE  OF  COL.  ELLIOT  AND  MISS 

LETISOM. 

BY   THE   REV.   T.   MAURICE* 


Strike  !  loudly  strike  the  lyric  strings 

To  bridal  Love  devote  the  song ; 
Let  every  Muse  a  garland  bring, 

And  joy  the  festive  note  prolong. 
To  beauteous  Lettsom  *,  young  as  fair. 

Soft  as  her  manners  pour  the  warbled  lay ; 
A  nobler,  bolder  strain  prepare. 

To  hail  brave  Elliot  f  on  his  nuptial  day ! 

Mirth  !  airy  child  of  young  Delight, 
And  Fancy,  eldest  born  of  Jove, 
Haste  at  the  Syren  call  of  Love ; 

And  now,  while  Health  and  Youth  unite, 
And  Nature  wears  her  loveliest  smile. 
With  dance  and  song  the  hours  beguile: 

I'o  BEAtJTY  in  its  loveliest  prime. 
To  Worth  in  radiant  armour  bright^ 
That  burns  in  Britain's  cause  to  fight. 

Swell  the  loud  symphonies  sublime ! 
In  Camberwell's  delightful  Grove  proclaim 
That  Love  and  Valour  blend  their  spotless  flame. 

Ye  blooming  Nymphs  and  happy  Swains 
Haste  to  yon  bower  where  Pleasure  reigns, 

•  Of  Grove-hill,  Camberwell. 

t  QoHoxk^l  q{  the  Westminster  Voluuteer  Carftlrr, 
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And  while,  with  mcj^ur'd  steps,  ye  move 
Through  the  green  mazes  of  the  grove. 
With  laurels  bind  the  Bridegroom's  brow, 
Eternal  as  the  nuptial  vow ; 
And  wreaths  of  sweetest  flowers  prepare 
For  lov'd  Eliza's  auburn  hair. 
Let  odours,  from  Arabian  vales, 
Breathe  gently  on  the  balmy  gales. 
And  not  a  sound  in  :£ther  float. 
Save  the  soft  Dove's  enamoured  note. 
Till  the  bright  star  of  Evening  rise 
Auspicious  to  the  Lover's  sighs ; 
And  Cynthia,  with  her  paler  fire, 
"Warn  lingering  Beauty  to  retire. 

Oh!  ever  may  the  circling  hours 
New  blessings  on  their  pinions  bring ; 

Health  that  no  cankering  care  devours. 
And  Pleasure  that  shall  leave  no  sting ! 
May  yonder  Sun,  as  o'er  this  nether  sphere 

He  rolls  his  chariot  of  aethcreal  gold, 

Beneath  his  orb  no  happier  pair  behold, 
Bnt,  ceaseless,  as  he  runs  his  bright  career. 
View  rolling  years  their  stedfast  faith  imptove. 
And  Children's  Cuildrek  crown  their  virtuous 

l^ve ! 

r  I    ir 

EPIGRAM. 

FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

Damis,  an  author  cold  and  weak, 
Thinks  as  a  critic  he's  divine;' 
'    Likely  enough— we  often  make 
Good  vinegar  of  sorry  wine. 


ODE  TO  MISS  SARAH  FOWLER. 

BY    MICHAEL    WODHULL,    ESQ. 


Toutcsfois  vous  demenrant  en  ct  lieu,  mes  tenebrcuses  et 
trtstes  parolles  n'en  pourroient  chasscr  les  Graces,  desquels  vous 
ixie«  semblez  estre  T unique  sioiulacbre*  <t  moias  les  Mus^s  qui 
"^ous  recognoissent  po\a  leur  Minerve. 


tVAAD. 


I. 

When  first  Aurora's  gorgeous  car 

Springs  from  night's  dfcary  vault  released, 

And  beauty's  consecrated  star, 

Retires  behind  the  blushing  east, 

Can  Titian's  orient  beams  dispense 

A  more  propitious  influence 

To  animate  th'  exulting  earth, 

Than  sheds  bright  Fancy  o'er  the  mind, 

When,'  from  Care's  grosser  dregs  refm'd,- 

It  gives  the  fruits  of  genius  birth. 

II. 

Not  in  the  solitary  gloom, 
By  the  dim  taper's  sickly  ray. 
Sunk  in  the  rust  of  Greece  and  Rotn^e' 
Does  Genius  point  the  doubtful  way, 
While  in  abstracted  thought  the  Sage 
Revolves  the  stern  Srocratic  page ; 
Or  by  the  tedious  fules  of  art 
In  melancholy  search  pursues. 
Yet  finds  the  gay,  the  bashful  Mus« 
Unseen  and  unattainM  depart. 

t^OL,  TI,  It 
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III. 

Where  Poeiy  erects  her  seat, 
The  myrtle's  fragrant  branches  twine. 
Beneath  the  Piei^ures'  nimbli^  feet 
Upstarts  the  hewrborn  columbine. 
Methinks  I  see  Ihe  jocund  Band 
Of  Loves  and  Graces  hand  in  hand 
Their  artless  symphony  inspire; 
The  Muses  catch  the  dulpet  sound, 
They  waft  the  sportive  ecihoe^  round, 
Ana  wake  the  sympathetic  lyre. 

IV. 

The  rose's  aro^^atic  bloom 
Adorns  their  wild  fantastic  grov^, 
And  o'er  the  violet's  perfume 
Angelic  forms  delighted  rove ; 
Fair  Sappho  in  Elysian  bowers 
Beguiles  the  gently  stealing  hours. 
And  sooths  entranc'd  Despair  to  'rest. 
Her  strains  so  feelingly  express 
The  force  of  eleeaht  distress. 
Implanted  in  a  female  breast. 

V. 

Carelessly  tripping  o'er  the  gre^jn 
The  sprightly  De^oulieres  appears 
With  winning  air  and  brow  serene, 
Unclouded  *by  the  .frown  of  years; 
Around  the  Nympli  in  gr^iceiful  state;, 
A  thousand  smiling  Cupids  wait. 
And  each  perforins  hifi  destined  p^^rt; 
Some  give  the  cheeks  a  livelier  gloWpL 
Some  tune  the  lyre,  some  tw^ng  the  bQWt: 
To  pierce  the  most  ol^4l^xate  hj^^rjt,, 


849 

VI. 

The  plaintive  Rowe)  whose  VEcbliDg  breatii 
Dispersed  the  melancholy  gloom 
Which  at  her  dear.  Alexis' de«,tbL    . 
O'erhung  the  sickening,  vales  of  Frome, 
To  the  8oit  Cyprian  lute  recites 
The  fears,  the  hopes,  the  fond  delights. 
The  tender  blandishments  oflove^ . 
Their  mutual  happiness  completing,        i 
Where  Innocence  and  Pleafiure  meetings 
Have  fixed  them  in  the  realms  above ; 

VII. 

Beside  them  Cythero?'  standi 
In  Virtue's  8i\owy  garb  arr^y'd, 
And  reunites  their  social  hands 
Severed  by  Death's  remorseless  blade : 
The  Loves.. with  elegiac  verse^ 
Meanwhile  adorn  the  .sable.  beiM^e 
In  which  their  mortal  ashes  lye^. . 
And  in  due  chaplet  Phoebus  weaves, 
The  laurel's  neverr&ding  leaves, 
The  pledge  of  immortality. 

VIII. 

Yet  not  from  the^e  romantick  shades, 
Whene'er  I  wake  the  Teiao  string, 
Will  I  invoke  th'  harmonious  Maids 
T  unlock  Ca&talia's  vaunted  spfJDg** 
The  palms  of  penius  thinly  spreiid .  . 
Where  cypress  glooms  o'errarch  the.  dead 
Let  others  glean : rrMy .  raptur'd  ea*" 
Has  caught  the  soulrenchantiug  strains, 
That  on  Salopia's. happy  plains.. 
The  bright  Sabrina  joys  to  hear : 

R  2 
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LINES 

ON  SEEING  A  LADY's  DRESSING-ROOM. 

BT   R.   FENTONy    ESQ. 


Whene'er,  to  guard  some  fertile  mead 
Against  the  rude  oncroacher's  tread. 
We  purpose  that  the  soil  unsound 
With  atnbvish'd  mischief  should  abound. 
The  law  commands  to  hang  on  high 
A  caution  to  the  passing  eye, 
That  no  one  trespass  ;  and  to  show 
What  dangers  threaten  such  as  do. 
That  each  ofiender  risks  to  fee^ 
The  latent  gun,  or  trap  of  steel. 
But  from  the  code  of  female  laws. 
Can  we  extract  a  single  clause 
Empowered  the  fair  one  to  compel 
Of  all  her  ambuscades  to  tell  ? 
Within  a  blue  dissolving  eye 
What  mischief  oft  conceal'd  will  lie, 
Or,  in  some  ringlet  left  to  stray. 
What  Cupids,  meditating  prey, 
like  riflemen  lurk  up  and  down. 
To  pick  their  men  and  bring  them  down ; 
What  fa^e  the  dimpled  cheek  invests. 
Or  sheaves  luxuriant  in  the  breasts, 
When  gauze  is  taught  but  half  to  hide. 
And  half  disclose  the  panting  pride ; 
To  tempt  the  busy  eyo,  how  low 
The  beil-hoop'd  petticoat  must  go  ; 
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What  artful  folds  the  robe  must  take. 
The  form  more  flexible  to  make. 
Till  every  pulse  and  limb  may  move. 
The  sure  provocatives  to  love  ; 
What  magic  scale  connects  the  kiss 
And  the  last  wild  extreme  of  bliss. 

Yet  tho'  no  statute  may  exist 
Oh  such  discovery  to  insist^ 
Kind  Chloe  near  her  every  snare 
Hangs  out  in  capitals — Beware  ! 
For,  by  a  thousand  ways  exprest. 
Her  machinations  stand  confcst ; 
Whilst  every  object  gives  the  alarm , 
To  fly  from  the  surrounding  harm. 
Her  hangings  by  the  Graces  wrought^ 
With  every  warm  voluptuous  thought, 
Instruct  the  emblematic  room, 
To  antedate  our  certain  doom. 
To  :fill  her  sofas  all  the  loves 
From  Cytherea's  moulting  doves, 
Have  caught  and  treasur'd  up  the  down, 
In  softness  something  like  her  own  ; 
And  see  in  all  her  toilet's  round. 
What  smallest  implement  is  found, 
Without  some  ornamental  hint. 
In  speaking,  varnish,  or  in  print ; 
Which  seems  not  loudly  to  proclaim. 
That  hearts  are  there  the  lawful  game. 
A  Cupid  here,  with  guileful  look, 
Bends  a  heart-angler  o'er  a  brook  ; 
And  tho'  he  practise  various  baits 
Success  each  stratagem  awaits : 
Another,  at  his  mother's  lips, 
In  fatal  balm  his  quiver  tips^^ 

&4 
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Then  with  the  sweetly- venom'd  dart$ 
]Makes  nursing  pincushions  of  hearts. 

Ye  sijent  counsellors,  how  vain 
Is  all  your  monitory  ptrain  ! 
For  let  us  only  look  at  her 
To  whom  those  various  types  r^fef, 
The  syren  with  a  glance  destroys 
The  moral  of  the  fabled  toys; 
The  fate  we  see  we  cannot  shun, 
And  by  consent  we  are  undone^ 


LINES 

JVritlcn  between  Caernarvon  andBansor^ 
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Pleas'd  have  I  travers'd  that  terrific  vale, 

At  which  th'  astonish'd  traveller  turns  pale; 

Where  Snowdon's  form  stupendous  widely  spread 

Props  the  high  Heavns  with  his  gigantic  head. 

And  Glyder's  rocky  si^n^mit  e'er  sustains 

Fierce  lightnings,  Warring  jvinds,  and  dashing  rains, 

Mountain  of  storms !  and  o'er  the  lake  serene 

Dolbadern's  solitary  tow'r  is  seen. 

Yet,  Menai,  do  I  not  thy  haunts  despise, 

Or  view  thy  softer  charms  with  careless  eyes. 

Sweet  wood  and  lawn,  and  Mor^a's  tufted  shore, 

By  venerable  Druids  trod  of  yorm ; 

And  here,  fair  stream,  more  glad  would  I  abide. 

Than  where  dread  Nature  frowns  in  nobler  pride. 

So,  better  far  than  proud  ambition's  strife 

Are  the  calm  peaceful  haunts  of  private  life. 
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'  IIORACE.-^Ode  XVI.  B.  11. 

TO  GROSPIIUS. 

IMITATED   BY    THE    LATE    UEV.   W.    B.    STEVENS*, 


Ihe  Seaman  in  some  wild  tempestuous  night, 
When  Horror  rides  upon  the  wide-mouth'd  wave, 

.-And  stars  deny  the  mercy  of  their  light. 

Longs  for  some  pea.cetul  port  his  shatter'd  bark  t(| 
save. 

The  soldier  struggling  in  unequal  war, 

In  search  of  wounds  and  death  condemn'd  to  roano, 
Or  crown'd  with  hlood-stdin'd  spoils  in  Victory's  car, 

Pants  to  return  iu  peace  to  his  dear  native  home. 

*  "  The  lovicrs  of  elegant  literature  are  much  indebted  to  Miss 
Seward^  not  only  lor  her  original  j)rodii6lions,  but  for  the  very  bifibly- 
£nished  Version  of  some  Odes  of  florace,  which  she  has  pre- 
sented to  the  public.  The  strikinir  sup«".riority  of  ber  specimens 
must  be  felt  and  acknowledged  by  all  ])er.sori.s  of  taste,  who  have 
looked  into  lh<4 attempts  of  Creech  and  Fnaicis.  1  sliail  venture 
to  assert,  in  defiance  of  pedagoL'iUs  and  poflam?»,  thai  ATi^JS  Seward's 
Translation  of  the  Ode  lo  Bariiir.  wiil  lU't  suffer  from  the  strictest 
conipari«»ou  with  tiu*  oriLnnal — iliat  indeed  it  is  more  bcwutiful. 
From  this  persuasion,  and  lo  bear  icsliinony  to  her  poetical  merits 
J  aui  induced  to  inscrib-  io  tijdt  lady  the  above  version  of  the 
prior  part  of  Horace's  Ode  lo  Grosplius,  and  like\vise  a  tianslalion 
uf  rt  delicious  luorceau  if  a  more  ancient  bard,  (he  fourth  Idyl- 
iium  of  Mofcbus  The:  version  from  Horace  perhaps  maybe  rather 
called  an  imitation  than  a  translation  ;  but  that  Iroui  Mosclms  will, 
I  believe,  be  found  lo  be  as  close  a  version  as  the  idiom  of  Engljs|| 
yffsification  will  admit  ""-Stevens. 
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But  neither  anxious  prayer  nor  gorgeous  spoil. 
Can  purchase  Peace ;  she  floats  in  air  aloof; 

And  flies  the  guilty  tumults  that  embroil, 

When  Care,  with  vulture  wing,  scowls  o'er  the  dark* 
eu'd  roof. 

How  wisely,  cheaply  blest  is  he  whose  mind 
Scorns  not  the  earthen  dish,  or  maple  bowl. 

But  sweet  Content  in  his  own  cot  can  find ; 

Nor  Terror  breaks  his  sleep,  nor  Guilt  alarms  his  souh 

Why  aim  we  then  the  creatures  of  a  day. 
To  grasp  the  round  of  Jove's  eternal  year  ? 

From  clime  to  clime,  why  ever-restless  stray, 

Sick  of  the  genial  Sun,  that  gilds  our  native  sphere { 

Sick  of  ourselves,  ourselves  we  cannot  flee  : 
The  wind  invites  thee; — swifter  than  the  wind, 

Care  at  the  helm  thy  ready  pilot  see ! 

Or  spur  thy  rapid  steed ;  the  demon  sits  behind  ! 

Ah,  bom  so  soon  to  die,  so  much  to  feel ! 

O  mortal  man,  indulge  the  ohort  delight 
Thy  present  genius  gives  !  nor  lift  the  veil. 

Which  hides  in  sacred  shade  the  future  from  thy 
sight. 


FOURTH  IDYLLIUM  OF  MOSCHUS. 

BY   THE    SAME. 

WnEK  o'er  unruffled  Ocean's  azure  plain 
Soft  zephyrs  sigh,  ray  sympathetic  breast 

Sinks  into  sadness  ;  then  the  Muse's  strain 
Delights  not ;  all  my  wish,  oblivious  rest. 
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Xut  when  th'  infuriate  jeep's  vex^d  billows  row, 
^    Dashing  their  sounding  surge,  what  joy  to  find 
The  grove's  deep  shelter  on  the  stable  shore, 

Where  the  tall  pine-tree  sings  beneath  the  wind! 

How  wretched  he,  whose  toil  is  on  the  main, 
A  boat  his  home,  the  fish  his  dangerous  prize ! 

While  by  some  fountain  marge,  the  spreading  plane 
Its  friendly  shade  to  my  repose  supplies. 

Ah !  then,  how  sweet  the  murmur  to  my  ear. 

Which  soothes  my  sense,  and  not  alarms  my  fear ! 


INSCRIPTION 

UNDER    A    BUST    OF   ADDISQX. 

O  Addison,  to  thy  lamented  dust. 
With  pious  harids,  I  consecrate  this  bust* 
Oh!  grac'd  with  virgin  purity  of  soul, 
With  wit  to  charm,  with  morals  to  controul, 
To  gentle  Montague  and  ^ommers  dear, 
Whilst  verse  as  yet  could  soothe  a  Courtier's  ear. 
Lo!  touched  by  thee,  with  pure  ReHgion's  fiame, 
Philosophy  assumes  a  lottieraim. 
And  better  Truths  and  Mysteries  refine 
The  souls  of  Seneca  and  Antonine. 

Thou  great,  best  Censor  of  a  vicious  age^ 
Whose  blameless  life  flow'd  gently  as  thy  page, 
Tho*  chaste  yet  courteous,  tho'  correct  yet  free, 
Ev'n  Virtue  may  admire  herself  in  thee  ! 

B.  WALLER. 
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ODE  TO  THE  SPRING. 


IT    A    MAN   or    TASHIOy, 
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Lo  !  where  the  party-giving  dames, 

Fair  Fashion's  train  appear, 
Disclose  the  long-expected  games. 

And  wake  the  modish  year, 
The  Opera  warbler  poui*s  her  throat, 
Responsive  to  the  actor's  note. 

The  dear-bought  harn^ony  of  Spring ; 
While,  beaming  pleasure  as  they  fly. 
Bright  flambeaus  through  the  murky  sky 
*   Their  welcome  fragance  fling.  ^ 

Where'er  the  rout's  full  myriads  close 

The  staircase  and  the  door. 
Where'er  thick  flle^  of  belles  and  beaus 

Perspire  through  ev'ry  pore; 
Reside  some  faro-table's  brink. 
With  me  the  Muse  shall  stand  and  think 

(Ilcmm'd  sweetly  in  by  squeeze  of  state}^,^ 
Flmv  vast  the  comfort  of  the  crowd. 
How  condescending  are  the  proud, 

How. happy  arc  the  great  1 
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Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  Carc^ 

The  drays  and  hacks  repose  ; 
But,  hark,  how  throdgh  the  vacant  aiif* 

The  rattling  clamour  glows  ! 
The  wanton  miss  and  rakish  blade, 
Ea^er  to  join  the  masquerade, 

Through  streets  and  ^quares  pursue  their  fun  ; 
Home  in  the,  dusk  some  bashful  skim  ; 
Some,  ling'ring  late,  their  motly  trim 

Exhibit  to  the  sun. 

To  Dissipation's  playful  eye, 

Such  is  the  life  for  man. 
And  they  that  halt  and  they  that  fly 

Should  have  no  other  plan. 
Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
Should  sport  all  night  till  break  of  day, 

In  Fashion's  varying  colours  drest ; 
Till  seiz'd  for  debt  through  rude  mischance,  • 
Or  chill'd  by  age,  they  leave  the  dance, 

In  gaol  or  dust — to  rest. 

Methinks- 1  hear,  in  accents  low, 

Some  sober  Quiz  reply. 
Poor  child  of  Polly  !  what  art  thou  ? 

A  Bond-street  Butterfly ! 
Thy  choice  nor  Health  nor  Nature  greets, 
No  taste  hast  thou  of  vernal  sweets, 

Enslav'd  by  noise,  and  dress,  and  play, 
Ere  thou  art  to  the  country  flown. 
The  sun  will  scorch,  the  Spring  be  gone. 

Then  leave  the  town  in  May. 

REV.  J.  o. 
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THE  TALE  OF  ECHO. 

BT  THE   REV.   J.   H.   POTT. 


Rest,  fair  Maid !  O  rest  thee  here. 
Where  these  willow'd  waters  flow  ; 

The  noon-tide  gale  shall  fill  thine  car, 

And,  murmuring,  breathe  the  words  of  woe« 

If  secret  grief  has  taught  thy  mind 
To  shun  the  crowd  and  mourn  apart. 

In  pensive  silence  here  reclin'd, 

Indulge  the  sigh  that  swells  thy  heart. 

Think  not  the  stone,  which  now  sustains 
Your  arm  of  snow  was  planted  here 

By  careless  hands  ;  these  worn  remains 
Demand  a  sad  and  pious  tear. 

Though  Time,  which  fills  up  every  wound, 
Has  clos'd  with  moss  the  sculptured  name  ; 

Though  creeping  weeds,  that  twine  around, 
Have  hid  it  from  the  search  of  Fame; 

And  though  Oblivion  opens  slow 
Her  bosom  to  its  sinking  weight. 

Yet  Echo  heard  the  shrieks  of  woe, 
And  can  the  mournful  tale  relate. 

And  when  in  many  a  year  one  maid, 
As  mild  of  heart,  as  chaste,  as  fair, 

A$  she,  whose  ashes  here  are  laid, . 
\Vooes  to  this  spot  the  evening  air, 
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The  hollow  breeze  shall  sooth  her  breast 
With  Echo's  Tale,  and  claim  a  tear : 

For  she,  your  mind,  your  charms  possess'd^ 
Whose  silent  ashes  slumber  here. 

The  hand  of  Nature  form'd  her  face, 
To  move  esteem  in  every  breast; 

For  gentle  blood  and  native  grace, 
And  peace  and  love  were  there  expressed. 

Where  these  soft  waves  in  silence  flow, 
At  evening's  close,  the  youth  she  sought ; 

Whose  eyes  first  taught  her  cheek  to  glow, 
Flush'd  with  a  warm  and  tender  thought. 

The  shrill  winds  whistled  round  her  head, 
And  darkness  mock'd  the  straining  eye ; 

Foul  night  her  raven  locks  had  spread. 
Wet  with  thick  damps  thro'  all  the  sky. 

The  ruthless  blast  sung  through  her  hair. 
But  patient  Hope  her  feai*s  allay'd  ; 

And  when  her  cold  lips  breath'd  a  prayer, 
Not  for  herself  that  prayer  was  made. 

She  wander'd  round  the  destin'd  place, 
And  listen'd  oft  and  wept  through  fear^ 

The  rude  brier  tore  her  beauteous  face. 
And  mix'd  with  blood  the  falling  tear. 

^     At  length  she  found  her  love,  she  thought 
He  slept,  the  cold  ground  was  his  bed ; 
Trembling,  his  stony  hand  she  caught. 
She  call'd,  nor  knew  she  call'd  the  dead. 

For  he  had  met  his  secret  foe ; 

Unarm'd,  alas  !  in  vain  he  strove ; 
A  rival's  malice  aim'd  the  blow. 

In  dire  revenge  of  slighted  love. 
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All  pierc'd  with  wounds,  and  warm  in  blood. 
He  dragg'd  the  brcathle«'S  body  here 

In  cfuel  sport ;  she  shriek'd  aloud. 
And  rent  with  cries  the  troubled  air. 

Her  fair  locks  to  the  winds  she  gaive, 

And  sought,  with  frantic  grief  possessed, 

This  guilty  stream  j  the  ruthless  wave 
Clos'd  o'er  her  head,  she  sunk  to  rest. 

By  pious  hands  this  stone  was  laid, 
By  pious  eyes  'twas  water'd  o'er  : 

Such  was  her  fate.     For  thee,  fair  maid. 
Heaven  keep  a  happier  lot  in  store. 


EPITAPH. 


Intended  for  a  Maufokuniy  excavated  from  a  Rock  on  the 
Sea  Coast  in  WaleSy  hy  a  Ladi/y  where  she  had  ordered 
her  Remains  to  be  deposited. 

>V  iTiiix  this  rock,  from  whose  commanding  browj 
In  tiic  green  mirror  of  the  sea  below, 
Now  placid,  now  with  angry  winds  at  strife, 
bhe  mark'd  the  sad  vicissitudes  of  life. 
And  to  herself  applied  the  checquer'd  scene 
(For  much  was  her's  of  boisterous  and  serene,) 
^laria  sleeps — who,  many  a  danger  past. 
Finds  the  calm  haven  of  the  grave  at  last ; 
And,  sleeping  safe,  the  world's  last  storm  defies, 
By  Faith's  firm  anchor  fastcn'd  to  the  skies. 

R.   FEKTON,   ESQ. 
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AN  EPISTLE. 

WAITTSN  IN  1764. 

BY   9.  K.  C.   UUKDATy   ISQ. 


— •«—  i^tdd  Romefaciam  9 — Juvenal. 
Htc  tixit  maU  qt^i  natta  nMriensgue/efeUit— Horat. 

Mix  with  the  world,  the  polish'd  world,  you  cry, 

Nor  waste  thy  prime  in  dull  obscurity; 

Go,  join  assemblies  of  the  great  and  gay. 

Thy  wofth,  thy  wit,  thy  genius  there  display; 

InrfowA9>  in  courts,  the  road  to  greatness  find, 

Improve  thy  manners,  and  enlarge  thy  mindy 

A  place,  a  pension,  or  high-portion'd  dame 

Thy  fortune  sh&U  repair  and  sinking  name. 

-*Hold,  hold  my  friend !  and  first  consult  with  care 

What  suits  my  genius,  what  my  strength  will  bear ;  ' 

To  education  we  our  manners  owe ; 

Afid  as  you  bend  the  twig  the  tree  will  grow. 

The  mind  once<-form'd,  distort  it  how  you  will, 

Pkain  simple  nature  will  be  nature  ^till. 

'Twere  strange  to  see  a  horse  with  human  head ; 

As  strange  that  I,  a  rustic  bom  and  bred, 

My  life  half  spent  shouM  now  embrace  the  town^ 

A  mongrel  beau  engrafted  on  a  clown: 

They  who  in  wondering  at  the  beast  concurred, 

Would  hiss  at  me,  a  mixture  more  absurd. 

Shall  I,  an  enemy  to  noise  and  strife. 

Who  cannot  relish  turtle  for  my  life, 

Who  sleep  at  midnight  and  by  daylight  dine, 

Who  hate  Freilch  manaers,  and  abhor  French  wine, 

VOL.  VI.  9 
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To  routs,  to  Ranelagh,  and  cards,  a  for, 
AVho  on  my  dress  but  little  care  bestow. 
Fond  of  few  words,  and-  those  of  plninest  kind, 
Shall  I  with  wits  and  men  of  taste  be  joiu*d  ? 
Shall  I  with  Fashibn  through  lier  follies  range^ 
Ape  all  her  forms,,  and  as  she  chan^s^  change  I    . 
Forbid  it,  Prudence,  Common  Sense  forbid  I 
My  rustic  manners  lieVer  can  be  hid. 
Once,  and  but  once,  by  vanity  betray'd. 
In  full-'dress'd  fashionable  suit  arfay'd. 
Like  David  in  Saur^-annor,  Fa^beau 
Amopg  the  cuurtly  crowd  essay* d  to  gp; 

0  had  you  seen  me  with  distressful  stare. 
As  greatly  conscious  of  no  business  there. 
On  the  wrought  cieling,^  or  the  paintings  pore, 
With  maiiy  a  wishful  look  tuni'd-  towards  the  door. 
Amidst  surrounding  loultitudes,  alone, 

Of  every  soul  uhlcuowing  and  mknown, 
Formal  and  grave,  without  one  single  word^ 
Wittv  fIecHlel^  stumUeB  o'er  my  dapgliBgisMvordi' 
Yourself*  nad  pi^iedfthe  bewilder'd' 's<}iiii«, 
Yourself  had  whisper'd — "  My  good  fviend^  retrre.f  . 
£scap*d  at  length,  fox  haste  I  bilk'd  ray  cfaairy  - 
Ran  to  my  lodgings,  and  in  safety  theve. 
Sigh'd  for  my  piain  blue  plush<  and  rural  air« 
At  Court — but  peace:  to  nkinisfters  and'king^r*- 

1  wash  my  hauds'of  all  «M>b  daug^ousr  things.-: 
And  peace  to  such^.  and  happiness:  be-  theirs^. 
(So  I  no  more  asicead  St.  J.ame»*a  stairs) 
Who  cringe  for  pensio&s,  and  for  titles,  bow, 
And  may  they  still  stand  foremost  ia  the  row  ; 
And  as  the  royal  whisper  htlckneys' round, 
Still  on  each  face  may  ready  smiles  be  found.; 
For  smiles  at  court  approve  the  heart  sincere  > 

I3ut  looks  lik»  ihi^e  caa. CLever. prober  there; 
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Like  Cassius^  I,  ^,  jpare  long-vis^'^  S^^^^y 
Might  raise  suspicion  i^  ^eat  Caesar^  breast; ; 
And  servitude  koyi  hiigh  so  e'^r  it  ^e, 
(A  Briton  spea£s  0)  is  too,  low  for.me^   ,   . 
—You  laugti  at  fables,  anc)  at  pipv^rt^s  too ; 
ni  tell  a  tikle,  ^  recent  .tale,  and  true. ,  . 

In  yon  old  nuui^on^  waJsh'd  by  Derwent's,  flood, 
Squire  Toper  llv^d,.,th'  Actaeon.o^^  the  wood; 
In  sportive  green  he  alvjfays  ro^'e  arrayed ; 
A  hunter's  cap  |jis^turn  of  min^  betra/d; 
A  healthy  hue  besjpoke  ^  length  o?  y^ars.  ..      . ,  ., 
His  short  brown  wig  cou'a  scarce  conceal  his  eaxs; 
A  velvet  co)lar  djd  his  neck  surround,;  ,j     ^  .^ 
His  belt,  was  statnpfdwitK  nianya  tinsel  hound; 
Of  buck  his  breeqhes^  which  himself  he  slew ; 
Ani  his  trim  boots  close  to  his  ancles^  grew :  . .  ,    . 
Spearlike  his  spurs ;  while  many  an  echoing  craick 
Lurk'd  in  his  lash,  obedient  to  the  smack  ; 
Hors^  and  hounds  were  his  supreme  delight,  .  ^.    ^ 
Of  those  he  thought  by  day,  and  dreamed  by  nigb^,  . 
With  strong-brew'd  beer  his  spacious  vaults  were  stor  J| 
And  beef  and  pudding  smoak'd  upofi  his  board. 
His  rural  neighbours  there  a  welcome  found  ;  ^  . 
And  Church  and  king,  and  Liberty  v^ent  round, 
^idst  an  inglorious  but  a  guiltless  life, 
He  lov'd  his  friend,  old  England,  and  his  wif«« 
At  letigth  (the  Devil  ordain'd  it)  Toper  went  , 
The  Country's  choice  to  Town  and  Parliament^ 
Alas,  with  grief  the  sequel  I  pursue! 
What  cannot  fashion,  life,  and  London  do  ? 
Plain  Toper  say'st  thou? — not  for  half  the  world  I 
^is  sweet  Sir  Topaz,  and  his  hair  is  curl'd* 
Behold  him  now  of  Ladies'  favour  vain, 
Affecting  manners  he  can  ne'er  attain^ 
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Hear  him  unfold  the  mysteries  of  state^ 

Or  tell  you  t^hat  was  told  him  by  the  great, 

With  jumble  strange  of  town  and  country  words 

Let  him  discourse  of  Levees,  and  of  Lords, 

Or  mark  h^  wisdom  when  with  nicest  care 

He  criticises  on  the  bill  of  fare, 

Displays  the  merits  of  a  poignant  dish. 

And  recommends  his  way  of  stewing  fish  ; 

Reflect  from  what  this  man  of  taste  began ; 

And  now  restrain  your  laughter  if  you  can. 

Himself  he  deems  a  wight  of  high  renown, 

While  the  world  counts  him  but  a  motley  clown. 

Such  patchwork  manners  must  all  palates  loath, 

Half  beau,  half  rustic,  and  despis  d  by  both. 

—Distinction,  hail !  for  thee  we  dress,  we  fight. 

Drink,  game,  and  change  the  course  of  day  and  night* 

Thus  Nero,  dead  to  virtue  and  to  shame, 

Fir'd  the  fair  city  to  preserve  his  name* 

—In  vain  I  plead;  you  cry,*  "  Get  into  life: 

"  Gain  wealth  and  power,  or  in  one  word — a  wife/' 

There  ends  my  search,  whatever  ills  betide, 

All,  all  are  canceled  by  a  wealthy  bride  : 

Ill-natur'd,  ugly,  old,  it  matters  not, 

Tlie  money'd  dame  is  ever  free  from  blot. 

Indifference  comes,  disgust  and  downright  lb  ate. 

Mere  trifies  pois'd  against  the  purse's  weight. 

And  am  I  thus  made  easy  in  the  world, 

From  heavy  debts  to  heavier  evils  hurl'd? 

Shall  1  pronounce  a  vow  I  never  meant, 

And  give  my  hand  without  my  heart's  consent? 

Forbid  it  virtue,  honesty,  and  love ! 

Far  from  my  mind  the  hated  thought  remove. 

Awhile  the  golden  prospect  caught  my  view, 

As  Vanity  the  flatter'd  picture  drew  ; 

But  soon  I  loathing  tum'd,  and  heav'd  a  sigh, 

As  Laura's  image  cross'd  reflection's  eye. 
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My  dear  lov'd  Laura!  from  my  youth  b^an 
Tbe  tender  flame,  and  lipen'd  in  the  man. 
My  dear  iov'd  Laura !  till  my  latest  a^ 
No  future  pasiion  shall  my  vows  engage. 
Tho'  adverse  fortune  keep  our  hands  apart. 
Thine  are  my  thou^ts,  my  wishes,  and  my  heart. 
For  you,  my  friend,  who  labour  to  remove 
My  partial  fancy  from  the  life  I  love, 
Vain  is  your  reasoning,  vain  your  subtle  skill, 
My  choice  was  early,  I  approve  it  still. 
These  school-boy  rfiimes  may  testify  the  truth,. 
Writ  in  the  plain  simplicity  of  youth. 
^'  Let  others  vainly  boast  their  glittering  store, 
**  And  rove  to  foreign  climes  in  search  of  more ; 
Let  them  for  splendid  care  and  guilty  gain 
Explore  new  worlds,  and  tempt  the  deathful  main ; 
Be  his  the  prize,  and  his  the  dear-bought  praise, 
'*  Whom  toils  distinguish,  and  whom  dangers  raise ; 
**  Whilst  humbler  I,  and  thankfully  content 
"  With  what  the  hand  of  Providence  hath  sent^ 
*'  No  dupe  to  fortune,  and  no  slave  to  fame, 
*^  Without  one  pride,  lexcept  an  honest  name, 
"  Move  in  the  narrow  sphere  assigned  by  fete, 
"  Nor  meanly  wish  to  be  ignobly  great. 
**  The  gay,  the  fair,  the  wanton,  and  the  proud, 
''  May  throng  to  cities,  and  in  courts  may  crowd, 
'*  The  brave,  the  great,  the  learned,  and  the  wise, 
"  May  rank  with  princes,  and  with  kings  advise; 
"  While  these  attain  their  wish  of  wealth  and  power, 
*^  And  those  in  pleasures  waste  the  sated  hour, 
'^  Whilst  the  ricn  robe  that  cloaths  the  proudest  breast 
"  Hides  not  the  latent  care,  its  restless  guest, 
**  Let  me  unvex'd  with  all  the  storms  of  life, 
*'  From  busy  faction  far,  and  party  strife, 
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**  Beneath  my  rural  roof  contented  live, 

**  And  taste  that  bliss  which  London  cannot  give.** 

^^Thus  blest  retirement,  calm  content  and  ease, 

'took  my  young  mind,  and  still  their  objects  please : 

I  praise  the  fate  which  kindly  fix'd  me  down 

At  least  an  hundred  miles  from  Court  and  Town. 

In  yon  fair  vale  my  modest  dwelling  stands. 

Its  humble  site  no  distant  view  commands  ; 

The  narrow  scene,  by  sloping  hills  confin'd. 

Speaks  the  contentment  of  its  master's  mind : 

A  chrystal  stream  the  verdant  mead  divides. 

Which  by  no  torrent  stain'd,  unruffled  glides 

Clear  and^rcnc  through  all  its  winding  ways; 

Such  be  the  peaceful  tenor  of  my  days ! 

On  its  fresh  banks  arise  spontaneous  flowers. 

Around  her  rural  blessings  Plenty  pours. 

Nature  almost  prevents  the  farmer's  toil. 

So  rich  the  clime,  so  fruitful  is  the  soil. 

Soon  in  full  growth  the  sapling  woods  you  see ; 

And  the  same  hand  that  plants,  may  fell  the  tree. 

Great  Pan  with  pleasure  on  these  lawns  might  rove. 

And  all  Arcadia*  lives  in  yonder  grove. 

My  life  shall  pass  unknown,  unenvied  here. 

And  health  and  peace  attend  me  through  the  year. 

Here  all  their  joys  the  varying  seasons  bring. 

Here  will  I  listen  to  the  choir  of  spring ; 

In  summer's  heat  these  cooling  shades  I  chuse, 

to  walk  and  trifle  with  the  pastoral  muse ; 

The  toil  of  autumn  here  let  me  behold ; 

riere  chace  with  exercise  the  wintry  cold* 

Here,  tho'  no  flat^rers  wait  my  fame  to  raise, 

Ifet  here  shall  truth  my  few  plain  merits  praise* 

^  Allttding  to  a  fmall  Wpod»  with  a  Cottage*  &c«  in  it. 
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Still  may  some  virtues  with  the  months  roll  round ; 

Still  at  my  dpor  warm  Charity  hfs  fotnicl : 

May  soft  Humanity,  the  poor  man's  friend, 

Her  aid  to  sickness  and  to  misery  lend  ; 

May  all  who  need  it,  share  my  nelcl^s  increase, 

And  Heaven  so  hless  me,  as  I  mean  to  hless  ! 

— ^Thus  let  me  Hve,  a  plain  unpractis'd  youth, 

Who  wish  no  nH>re  than  honesty  and  truth, 

For  airs  polite  most  awkwardly  unfit. 

And  much  too  dull  (I  know  it)  for  a  wit. 

Thus  through  the  world  steal  bashfully  unknown. 

Save  to  my  neighbour  and  my  friend  alone ; 

'Tis  theirs  to  tell  you,  if  they  idl  you  true, 

Plain  tho'  my  manners,  they  are  geotle  too. 

Thus  let  me  aw,  and  live  without  a  foe, 

The  world  wiU  spare  the  man  it  does  not  know. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

W  HT  see  we  Spindle  all  so  sad, 
Why  in  grief's  jgloomiest  trapping  clad  ? 
"  Sad  1"  you  reply—**  With  grirf  I  speak, 
**  My  wife's  dear  brother  died  last  week.** 
What  is  the  rich  Equestrian  gone. 
Before  the  age  of  twenty-one, 
From  whom  your  wife  inherits  clear 
At  least  three  thousand  pounds  a  year  ? 
Spindle !  'tis  sad — most  melancholy. 
-^I'm  sorely  vext  it  should  befall  ye, 

N.    Bt   HALHED,   ESQ* 
84^ 
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ADDRESS  TO  POVERTY. 


^18  not  that  look  of  anguish,  bath'd  in  tears, 

O,  Poverty !  thy  haggard  image  wears — 

^is  not  those  famish'd  limbs,  naked,  and  bare 

To  the  bleak  tempest's  rains,  or  the  keen  air 

Of  winter^s  piercing  winds,  nor  that  sad  eye 

Imploring  the  small  boon  of  charity — 

'Tis  not  diat  voice,  whose  agonizing  tale 

Might  turn  the  puiple  cheek  of  grandeur  pale ; 

Nor  all  that  host  of  woes  thou  bring'st  wiUi  th6e^ 

Insult,  contempt,  disdain,  and  contiunely. 

That  bid  me  call  the  fate  of  those  forlorn, 

Who  'neath  thy  rude  oppression  sigh  and  mourn : 

But  chief,  relentless  pow^r !  thy  hard  control. 

Which  to  the  earth  bends  low  th'  aspiring  soul ; 

Thine  iron  grasp,  thy  fetters  drear,  which  bind 

£ach  gen^ro\is  effort  of  the  struggling  mindl^-^ 

Alas !  that  Genius,  melancholy  flower, 

Scarce  op'ning  yet  to  Even's  nurturing  show'r, 

Shou'd,  by  thy  pitiless  and  cruel  doom, 

Wither,  ere  nature  smiles  upon  her  bloom ; 

That  Innocence,  touched  by  thy  dead'ning  wand, 

Shou'd  pine,  nor  know  one  outstretched  guardian  hand  \ 

For  this,  O  Poverty!  for  them  I  sigh. 

The  helpless  victims  of  thy  tyranny! 

For  this,  I  call  the  lot  of  those  severe, 

Who  wander  'mid  thy  hattnt9»  and  pine  unheeded  there  I 

I. 
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LOVE  AND  PRUDENCE. 


BT  LAURA  SOPHIA  TEMPLE. 


1  WAS  yet  the  dawn  of  youth's  gay  hour 
Ere  mild  content  had  fled  my  bower: 
Joy's  rosy  orb  illum'd  my  sky, 
And  Fancy  lit  my  roving  eye ; 
I  laugh'd  at  Danger's  whisper'd  threat. 
With  maddest  hopes  my  vain  heart  beat ; 
Twas  then  that  Prudence  cross'd  my  way. 
And  often,  often  would  she  say — 
**  Check  thy  wild  course,  and  follow  mc." 

I  murmur'd  at  her  harsh  command, 
I  would  not  take  her  o£fer'd  hand. 
*'  What!  (I  exclaim'd,)  already  come, 
All  my  best  feelings  to  benumb  ? 
Grant  to  my  prayers  a  short,  delay. 
Oh  call  again  some  other  day; 
Full  soon  will  Time  my  minutes  steal. 
And  on  my  forehead  nx  his  seal : 
Then,  then,  cold  Nymph,  Til  follow  thee.^ 

She  sigh'd  and  went; — I  dropt  a  tear,— 
But  still  pursued  my  mad  career. 
While  thus  I  joyous  skipt  along, 
I  heard  a  soft  and  melting  song; 
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Onward  I  bounded, — for  the  strain 
Thriird  to  my  heart,  and  pierc'd  my  brain; 
But  Prudence  itopt  i^c; — tho'  r^pell'd, 
Still  she  returned,  my  steps  withheld, 
And  mournful  whispered,  "  Follow  mc.*' 

I  turn'd  me  from  her  steadfast  eye, 
And  from  her  presence  long'd  to  fly. 
Oh !  it  was  Love's  voluptuous  lay 
Tempted  my  truant  feet  to  stray ; 
That  o'er  my  cheated  senses  stole. 
And  robb'd  of  energy  my  soul ; 
That  bade  my  tongue  to  Prudence  say, 
'*  Thou  meddling  fool,  away !  away ! 
I  cannot — wiH  not  follow  thee." 

O'er  flow'ry  paths  I  gaily  stept ; 
Prudence  the  while  look  d  on  and  wept ; 
I  gaz'd  on  Love's  enchanting  smile, 
And  doated  on  the  gentle  wile : 
Tis  not  for  my  weak  lips  to  tell 
The  magic  of  each  wond'rous  spell, 
"Which  did  my  bosom-peace  betray. 
And  tempted  still  my  tongue  to  say, 
"  Prudence,  I  will  not  follow  thee/' 

Thus  was  my  feeble  judgment  led 
By  all  that  Love  or  look'd  or  said. 
Thus  was  my  raW,  unpractic'd  youth 
Deceiv'd  by  Falsehood,  deck'd  in  truth : 
But  when  I  prov'd  that  angel  smile 
The  worthless  covering  of  guile; 
Oh !  when  my  dark  and  vast  despair 
Had  found  his  promises  were  air. 
Then  did  remorse  my  bosom  rend. 
And  clasping  Prudence  as  my  friend, 
«*  Lead  on,  (I  cried)  I'll  follow  ihee.*' 

BXETSB,  APRIL. 20,  1806. 
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HORACE*,  Ode  VII.  book  iii. 

TRANSLATED  BT  THE  LATE  REl^.  W.  B.  8TETSVS. 


Why  fall  those  tt^ars  on  fair  Asterie's  breast? 

Spring's  earliest  zephyrs  shall  restore  ; 
With  faith,  that  cannot  change,  with  fortune  blest. 

Thy  lover  to  his  native  shore. 

A  distant  port  withholds  him  from  thy  sight. 

Whilst  adverse  tempests  rend  the  deep : 
And  his  lone  pleasure  thro'  the  wakeful  night 

Is  but  to  think  of  thee,  and  weep. 

In  vain  fair  Chloe  spreads  her  festive  snare. 

And  bids  her  prompted  friend  in  vain, 
With  words  of  artful  sympathy  declare 

The  sighing  progress  of  heir  pain. 

Id  vain  she  tells  his  constant  heart  to  prove. 

How  from  the  dame  cold  Peleus  fled, 
And  found  a  fit  reward  of  slighted  love. 

The  verge  of  Hell  for  Beauty's  bed : 

How  Argos'  amorous  queen,  with  cruel  thought, 

To  heal  a  woman's  wounded  pride, 
Her  credulous  lord  to  her  dire  humour  wrought. 

And  the  chaste  fool  had  nearly  died. 

*  "  The  true  fonjs  of  Horace,  in  his  Odes,  is  not  perhaps  the 
"  sublime.  It  serins  to  me  that  he  is  never  so  much  at  home  as 
**  when  he  expatiates  upon  common  topics,  where  he  can  indulge 
**  t^s  genios  ip  a  certain  veia  of  elegant  familiarity. 

•*    ITIVENS.** 
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In  "vain  her  treacherous  eloquence  assails 

With  soft  insinuating  aim, 
Deaf  as  a  rock  to  her  allusive  tales, 

His  ears,  his  heart  reject  her  claim. 

But  thou,  whilst  thus  his  manly  faith  disarms 

Th'  artillery  of  the  wanton  fair, 
Beware  thy  gallant  neighbour's  graceful  charms, 

Ah|  lest  he  charm  too  much  beware ! 

What  tho'  he  winds  at  will  the  fiery  steed, 
The  martial  plain's  superior  pride  ; 

What  tho'  his  arms  victoriously  precede 
Each  youth  who  swims  the  Tuscan  tide ; 

Still  from  thy  threshold,  at  approach  of  eve, 
Let  thy  barrM  gate  his  steps  deny ; 

And  tho*  his  lyre  melodiously  may  grieve 
With  airs  of  tenderest  minstrelsy. 

Trust  not  the  opcn'd  casement  with  thine  ear. 

But  let  the  baffled  gallant  find. 
That  whilst  he  artful  swears  thou  art  severe. 

He  may  not  hope  to  prove  thee  kind  ! 


TO  MAJOR  ROOKE,  OF  MANSFIELD, 

On  the  Publication  of  his  Diurnal  Register  (^  the  IVind^ 

for  the  last  J'wo  Years, 

No  gale  unlucky  may  thy  fortunes  find. 

Benign  Historian  of  the  wayward  wind  ! 

But,  when  it  rises  with  proverbial  sway,, 

O  m^y  it  cast  all  fickleness  away  ! 

On  grateful  wings,  from  blight  and  tempest  fre^, 

Blow  only  GOOD  from  ev'ry  point  to  thee  ! 

•  ANNA    SEWARD, 
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ANACREONTIC. 


Come  reach  me  old  Anacreon's  lyre. 
For  wint'ry  snows  are  lowering  near, 

And  soon  shall  chill  th'  autuninal  fire 
That  gleams  on  life's  declining  year. 

Then  let  me  wake  the  rapturous  shell. 
With  cords  of  sweet  remembrance  strung; 

While  grateful  Age  delights  to  tell 
Of  joys  that  glow'd  when  life  was  young. 

And,  lest  the  languid  pulse  forego 
The  throb  that  Fancy's  flight  inspires, 

Anacreon's  flowing  cup  bestow, 
And  urge  with  wine  the  waning  fires. 

But  temper  me  the  Teian  bowl ! 

And  chasten  me  the  Teiai)  shell ! 
The  visions  that  in  memory  roA 

Are  such  as  Nature's  bosom  swell. 

Yet,  Nature  1-^thine  the  votive  strings 
.    To  no  polluted  ear  addrest; 
That  of  no  blooming  boys  can  sing, 
But  boys  that  hang  on  Beauty^s  breast. 

Nor  lawless  thro'  the  realms  of  love. 
Where  native  Venus  lights  the  way, 

Shall  yet  excursive  Fancy  rove, 
Inebriate  with  the  wanton  lay. 
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tfy  while  the  mantling  goblet  flows, 
I  sing  of  Beauty's  charms  divine ; — 

The  breast  that  heUves,  the  cheek  that  glows. 
And  beaming  eyes,  like  stars  that  shine ; — 

The  draft  on  Mcwioiys  tablet  ttue 
That  pictures  each  entrancing  grace, 

Without  a  frown  shall  Stella  view, 
Or  there  some  lov'd  memoriia,l  trace. 

And  when  ^ith  high*>epraptur'd  air 
My  lavish'  verse  sh'all  most  commend. 

Shell  find  her  youthful  image  there. 
Or  in  each  portrait  own  a  friend. 

Then  reach  ifae  bid  -jV'nacreon's  lyre, 
Atid  temper  ihe  Anacrcon's  bowl ; 

That  youthful  Joy's  rcmember'd  fire 
May  Age's  numbing  frost  controuU 

J.   THELWALl. 


On  a  Lady's  Fw  nf  ker  (mm  Painting, 

Of  danger  careless,  while  the  youth  admires 
The  emblematic  toy  on  whicii'thy  art, 

In  rich  device,  has  shadow'd  Hymen's  fires. 
Love's  sacrcfd  altar,  and  thb  votiVe  he^rt ; 

As  from  the  author  to  the  work  he  turns, 
Th'  insidious'  fkhie  steals  on  him  by  degrees, 

Till  with  the  rapture  all  his  bosom  bums. 
And  his  heart  proves  the  sacrifice  he  sees. 

R.  FEVTON,  ESQ* 
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ODE. 

BY    MR.   SHAW. 


O  Thames  with  cbrystal  face, 
Whose  waters  visit  as  they  strayv 
The  hamlets,  where  th^  shepherds  piajTy 

And  seats  thfiit  princes  gratis, 
0  Thames,  still  let  me  by  thy  stream* 
Waste  lite  away  in  pleasing^  drefanxk' 

Not  where  thy  wave  beside. 
The  city  rears  her  turrets  proud^   %  . 
And  the  mad  turilult  of  t»e  croud' 

Resounds  along  thy  tide, 
O !  let  not  there  my  youth  pursue 
False  joys  that  sober  age  will  me. 

"Nor  where  thy  bank  along, 
Some  princely  villa  crowns  the  plain, 
Whose  gilded  halls  the  glittering  traia 

Of  cotoftly  flatterers  throng, 
O  see  me  not  ther^  by*  thy  wate, 
Of  show  and  idle  state  the  slave* 

•     But  where  tby  silver  springs 
Thro'  nameless  vales  their  smooth  way  takc^i 
Ere  yet  the  shepherd  they  forsake, 

To  seek  the  seats  of  kings ; 
0 !  Thames,  there  let  me  rear  ray  bbwcc,   ' 
And  deck  it  round  with  many  a  flower. 
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There  like  tBy  noiseless  tide. 
Which  steals  so"softly  thro'  the  vale^ 
That  on  the  bank  the  poplar  pale 

Hears  not  the  current  glide, 
So  noiseless  let  my  secret  day, 
Among  the  green  woods  slide  away. 

And  as  thy  waters  flow, 
Not  to  annoy  the  simple  swain, 
His  cot,  his  fold,  or  ripening  grain. 

But  blessings  to  bestow. 
So  may  I  mark  my  silent  way. 
By  scattering  blessings  where  I  stray. 

Smoothly  the  years  shall  pass. 
Nor  shall  I  know  that  envious  Time 
Has  stole  away  my  youthful  prime. 

Till  taught  by  thy  clear  glass; 
Till  in  thy  chrystal  wave  I  trace 
The  roses  withering  on  my  face. 

Along  thy  margent  green. 
The  gentle  Muses  oft  at  morn, 
In  garb  by  rural  virgin  worn. 

Shall  round  my  bower  be  seen ; 
Then  shall  they  place  me  in  their  ranks, 
And  lead  me  to  their  favourite  banks. 

Let  not  the  Muses  crown 
With  laurel  wreath  my  tender  head, 
Nor  round  my  humble  temples  spread 

The  palm  that  yields  renown  ; 
But  round  my  brows  a  garland  twine 
Of  roses  by  tny  stream  that  shine. 
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Nor  let  the  Muses  bring 
To  grace  my  hand  the  sounding  shell. 
Nor  bid  me  with  loud  jneasures  swell 

The  trumpet  by  thy  spring ; 
But  let  them  bear  to  me  at  moruy 
The  reed  that  on  thy  bank  i&  born. 

Softly  the  reed  shall  blow, 
And  thy  clear  springs  shall  love  the  strain, 
And  waft  rt  to  the  simple  swain , 

Who  haunts  the  vales  below ; 
But  O  !  bc3'ond  the  shepherd's  bounds, 
0 !  waft  not,  Thames,  its  artless  sounds. 

Oft  by  thy  watery  glass. 
With  sober  look  ind  pensive  eye. 
Beneath  the  poplars  m  ill  1  lie, 
'    Along  the  smooth  green  grass,  . 
Wrapt  in  soft  thought  and  musing  deep, 
While  on  thy  wave  my  eye  I  keep. 

There  if  I  chance  to  mark 
The  dowjiward  sky  in  thy  clear  stream, 
Now^ bright  with  many  a  golden  gleam. 

With  sudden  shades  now  dark, 
O  !  life,  then  will  I  say,  and  sigh, 
Thy  face  is  likest  to  that  sky. 

If  bending  o'er  the  brink, 
Within  thy  wave  fair  flowers  I  spy. 
Reflecting  the  gay  bank,  which  fly 

Our  grasp,  then  will  I  think, 
O !  hope,  thy  glass  still  cheats  our  sight, 
With  flowers  so  faithless  and  so  bright. 

VOL,  VI.  T 
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Or  if  somie  alder  tally 
I  mark  that  shades  thee  on  the  steep, 
Beneath  wliose  root  thy  waters  creepi 

And  silent  urge  its  fall ; 
O!  greatni^sR,  I  will  weep  for  thee, 
For  thou  must  £bl11  like  tnat  fair  tree* 

Thus  will  I  musing  lie, 
Till  the  bright  sun  withdraws  his  beam. 
Till  in  thy  wave  the  moonlight  gleam. 

And  glittering  stars  1  spy, 
Then  rise  a|)d  woo  the  birds,  that  steep 
Their  song  ix>  tears,  to  soothe  my  sleep^ 

Long  in  the  secret  grove. 
Where  thus  the  breath  of  morn  I  taste^ 
Where  thus  the  evening  hour  I  waste, 

O !  Thames,  long  winding  rove. 
To  mark  the  soft  ^nd  smooth  delights. 
Of  rural  days  and  rural  nights. 

Then  gently  take  thy  way, 
And  as  thy  silver  waters  glide 
Where  stately  cities  crown  thy  side. 

Or  courts  their  pride  display, 

Mark  if  a  man  more  blest  than  me 

Thy  banks  an^id  these  bright  scenes  see. 
i776. 


EPIGRAM,  IMITATED  FROM  MARTIAL, 

I  LAUGH  at  Poll's  perpetual  pother 

To  make  me  her's  for  life, 
phe's  old  enough  to  be  my  mother — 

Put  not  to  be  my  wife. 
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9. 


MORTALITY. 


SwiPT  o'er  the  high  grass  sweeps  the  blast, 

A  silver  shade  spreads  o'er  the  lively  gre^n; 
The  gale  is  past, 

No  more  the  silver  shade  is  seen. 
Saw  ye  the  lightning  flash  along  the  sky? 

Save  yonder  blasted  oak, 

A  drear  memorial  of  the  withering  stroke, 
It  leaves  no  trace  to  guide  the  following  eye. 

Children  of  men!  and  such  your  lot! 

Ye  live  your  little  hour,  and  die  and  are  forgot. 

What,  then,  avail  the  jewell'd  crown  of  Pow'r, 
Pomp's  ermin'd  robe,  or  Glory's  death-red  sword? 
IVhat  then,  the  Wise  one's  dreams,  the  Miser's  board? 
When  Death  proclaims  th'  irrevocable  hour. 
Life's  vein  distinctions  cease:  the  eternal  doom 
3ids  all  the  sous  of  day  be  equal  in  the  tomb* 

What  tho'  Earth's  millions  the  dark  realms  explore^ 

No  cheering  tidings  reach  mankind  from  thence,  - 
For  there  the  eye  of  Wisdom  sees  no  more. 

And  silent  is  the  tongue  of  Eloquence. 
For  no  one  of  the  innumerable  dead. 

Revisits  men  from  that  obscure  abode ; 
For  never  spirit  twice  could  tread 

The  dark,  the  dreadful  road. 

T  2 
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Why  sleeps  the  poet — ^he  v^hose  magic  song 
Leads  charmed  Fancy  those  wild  realms  along. 

Whose  shadowy  portals  bear  the  ominous  line, 
**  Quit  every  hope  all  ye  who  enter  here  l" 

Why  sleeps  the  bard  divine, 
Whose  spirit  **  far  beyond  the  visible  sphere 

"  Soar'd  on  the  seraph  wings  of  Extas^  ?" 
Why  sleeps  the  seer 

Who  gave  the  laws  of  Nature  to  our  eye, 

Fiird  w4th  a  portion  of  divinity  ? 

For  me,  be  mine  when  Fate  shall  free  . 
This  spirit  from  mortality. 
Catching  Memory's  mellow'd  sigh, 
Still  o'er  my  wonted  haunts  to  fly ; 
In  gentle  visions  to  descend 
The  guardian  angel  of  my  friend. 
To  ease  the  last  long  ling  ring  breath, 
Breathe  joy  prophetic  in  the  hour  of  death. 
Embrace  in  air  the  new-born  sprite. 
And  guide  it  to  the  realms  of  light! 

Enthusiast! — if  thou  canst — explore 

The  vale  of  life  that  lies  before. 

Dark  is  the  vale  of  years, 

Dimiii'd  by  those  little  mists  in  Reason's  feeble  eye:— 

Enthusiast !  cease  to  gaze  amid  immensity. 

When  on  the  bed  of  Death 

Quick  beats  my  pulse^  and  falt'ring  heaves  my  breath ; 
When  round  me  watch  my  friends  with  streaming  eyes, 
Wearying  the  sick  heart  with  their  fruitless  cries : 
'  Let  me  in  that  last  moment  know 
What  proud  joys  Virtue  can  bestow, 
And,  fearless  of  the  iron  rod, 
Xtok  up  to  th,ee,  my  friend,  my  father,  and  my  God  ! 
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Ah  spare  that  agonizing  hour — 
Come  quickly i  Death  [  and  I  will  bless  thy  jpoVr* 
Come  quickly-— Jnatch  me  to  the  realms  above^ 
But  spare  that  parig  to  part  with  those  I  love! 
And  when  the  grass  shall  wave     * 
Slow  o'er  my  humble  grave. 
My  grave  beside  some  hawthorn  bush>  wherein 
The  nightingale  shall  sing  her  song, 
Then  may  the  peasant  say,  and  drop  a  teai', 
"  The  bard  belov'd  by  all  lies  bury'd  here.** 
JUL*  7,  1796. 


TO  M¥  SPANIEL. 

Why  crin^ngy  crouching,  tail  uiELCttdd, 
Thus  dost  thou  greet 
.  Thy  master's  feet  ? 
I  would  not  hurt  thee  for  the  wor^4* 

And,  yet,  I  love  thy  fawning  grace ; 

Tis  Nature's  voice. 

And  r  rejoice 
Her  ever-varied  speech  to  trace. 

But  Man,  of  Heav'n  the  noblest  bOQi, 

Such  arts  and  wiles. 

To  gain  the  jsmiles 
Of  Patron  proud,  should  ever  scam ; 
Should  wrap  himself  in  dignity  and  worth. 
And,  Heaven  his  frieq^y  defy  tbe.rockiiig  earth. 

1.  S.GOBBOLfi. 
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'      A  MORNING  PIECE 

From  the  First  Ckorut  in  tie  Uercukt  twent  of  Sateca, 

J^xfi  rara  miqant  sidera  prono 
■  :  XaikgiMdaJinundo :  Nox  victa  tmgos 
Contrahit  ignes ;  liuie  renata  « 

Cogit  nkidam  Pliosporus  agmeo«  &c. 
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Scattered,  and  feebly  twinkling,  die 
The  stars  all  o'er  the  whitening  sky; 
Far  west  the  vanquished  Night  retires^ 
And  calls  away'Ber  wandwrmg  fires ; 
Bright  Phosphot  last  the  shining  train 
Compels  along  the  aerial  plain ; 
"With  whe'tff  oblique  andown  the  pofe 
Their  wintery  wain  the  Ursae  roll. 
The  inotitrHng  iWin,  wide-beaiaittg»  how 
Has  gilded  Geta's  lofty  btbw  ; 
While  woody  hill  and  grassy  vafe 
His  joy-retivihg  splendotir  hail. 
The  Moon,  fair  regent  of  the  Night, 
Withdraws  her  dim  diminished  lignt;— 
Mild  sister  beam  I  she'll  soon  return. 
And  in  fraternal  radiance  burn. 

The  cock  has  crow'd  his  warning  clear. 
The  la^hiis  tlmll'd  tlie  plowmah's  ear, 
And  sleep  from  all  the  hamlet's  fled; 
Hale  Iiulustry  leaps  from  his  bed. 
And  opes  the  early  botta^^oor; 
The  6ky,  Hie  iriattin  landscape  o'er, 
SereXM)  Hx^ith  taripusr  muse  iie  scans, 
Apd  the  day's  future  l^bout  plans. 

'iMTom  where  a-doWi^j^the  vaHey  green 
The  hamlet's  smokc^^s  frequent  seen,. 


Their  ftock9  arfield  the  shephercis  lead. 
That  browse  the  springing  dewy  blade  ; 
While  o*er  the  meadows  free  and  gay 
The  st^rling^  butt  in  frolic  play^ 
Their  vacant  dams  are  feeding  by» 
The  milky  treasure  to  supply; 
And  l^ht-foot  kids  erratic  spring 
In  many  a  wild  CouvoUing  nng; 

The  Thracian  warbler  *  'mid  the  trees 
With  all  a  mother's  transport  sees 
Her  young  the  new-iledg'd  wing  display, 
And  wondering  flit  from  spray  to  spray : 
She  scans  their  beauties  o'er  and  o'er^ 
New  beauties  ripening  every  hour ; 
And,  as  their  short  low  warblings  rise, 
Love  thrills  her  heart  and  lights  her  eyes } 
PleasM  every  lovely  trace  to  find, 
She  recognizes  all  her  kind ; 
Sleeks  every  feather  with  delight^ 
And  tunis  them  to  the  orient  light ; 
While  all  around,  a  gleeful  throng. 
The  birds  loud  raise  the  mingling  song, 
A^,  chanting  clear  from  spray  to  spray^ 
Salute  the  God  of  Light  and  Day« 

,The  sailor  to  the  swelling  gale 
Wide  expands  the  rustling  sail; 
On  the  rock's  protruded  side^ 
Scoop'd  and  hoUow'd  by  the  tide^ 
With  baited  hook  and  line  in  hand^^* 
The  patient  fisher  takes'  his  stand ; 
The  tug  just  felt,  the  trembling  line 
Bespeaks  the  prey->-quick  at  the  sign 

*  Philomela,  tii«  Kigbtingale.    See  Ovid's  MetamorpboMfb 

T4 
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His  well -experienced  skill  hf  plios, 
And  flings  ashore  the  flouncing  prize. 

Such  tranquil  joys  the  man  attend 
Whom  Innocence  and  Worth  befriend ; 
Whose  wish  Ambition  ne'er  has  drove 
Beyond  his  small  domain  to  rove. 
I'he  plough,  the  fold,  give  all  he  needs. 
And  what  amuses,  clothes  and  feeds ; 
While  love  and  duty  grace  his  board. 
And  bU'ss  with  smiles  their  rural  lord. 

But  joys  like  these  they  ne'er  attain 
Who  grasp  for  power  or  ilUwon  gain 
Amid  the  City's  impious  noise, 
Where  racking  hope  and  fear  annoys. 

Sleepless,  by  Disappointment  cross'd. 
Or  Apprehension's  tempest  toss'd, 
Somo,  heedless  of  Enjoyment's  hour. 
Hang  on  the  hollow  smiles  of  power; 
Cringe,  vilely  servile,  to  the  Great, 
And  crowd  the  deaf  proud  gates  of  State; 
And  some  with  endless  toil  and  pain 
Pant,  scramble,  grasp,  and  squeeze  for  gain ; 
Brood  o^er  the  mammon  with  insatiate  gase, 
While  gnawing  want  upon  their  vitab  preys. 

Puff'd  with  the  breath  of  vague  acclaim^ 
One  glories  in  capricious  Fame ; 
Of  fickle,  empty  plaudits  proud. 
He  hails  elate  the  shouting  crowd  : 
Another,  fierce  in  wordy  war. 
With  venal  thunder  shakes  the  Bar ; 
Or  right  or  wrong,  bis  zeal  the  same. 
The  fee,  not  justice,  is  his  aim. 

How  few  in  calm  secure  repose 
Enjoy  content  what  Heaven  bestows; 
And  knowing  they  cannot  Time  re-brin^ 
lieap  up  and  ride  upon  his  wing. 
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Bask  in  the  sun  while  it  is  day» 
Live,  and  Hvc  happy,  while  you  may ; 
For  days  and  years  successive  roll, 
And  life  still  hastens  to  the  goal. 

The  Sisters  ply  their  fatal  trade, 
Nor  ever  backward  trace  the  thread ; 
But  mortals  run  with  headlong  haste 
To  m€et  the  fate  by  which  they're  chas'd ; 
And  madly  of  their  own  accord 
Rush  on  the  hated  Stygian  ford. 

O  great  Alcides!  lur'd  astray 
By  Glory's  over-ardent  ray, 
Too  eagerly  you  speed  to  tread  '      , 

'J'he  dismal  mansions  of  the  dead  ! 
Soon  comes  the  day  the  Fates  ordain. 
And  none  may  Death's  fell  hand  restrain ; 
None  may  the  fatal  lot  put  by — 
The  urn  js  shook,  and  out  they  fly.' 

Let  others  burn  to  shine  afar 
In  Grandeur's  proud  triumphal  car ; 
Let  others  boast  a  deathless  name. 
And  the  loud  voice  of  babbling  Fame 
To  distant  lauds  and  ages  roll. 
And  sound  their  praise  from  pole  to  pole. 
Till,  claiming  kindred  with  the  skies, 
Heroes  and  demi-gods  they  rise : 
But  may  some  humble  rustic  shed 
From  strife  and  envy  shield  my  head. 
Where,  safe  in  my  obscure  retreat, 
In  peace  th'  awards  of  Heaven  Til  wait 
For  hoary  age  by  slow  degrees 
Steals  on  the  scenes  of  quiet  ease; 
And  poverty's  small  fortune's  sure, 
In  snug  humility  secure; 
While  he  who  climbs  ambition's  height,  " 
But  falls  with  aggravated  weight. 

a.  JAMXESOK. 
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ODE  TO  SLEEP. 

BT   THS   REV.  J.  \fiilT£HOUS£. 

O  TaotJ,  whose  light  touch  sheds  the  opiate  dews 

Of  bland  Oblivion ;  thou  whose  power 

Man's  wearied,  drooping  frame  renews^ 

Oft*  as  thou  deignst  thy  influence  shower 

On  my  closed  lids,  lead  me,  O  shadowy  Queen^ 

To  fairy  regions,  and  some  blissful  clime 

Elysian ;  picturing  the  unreal  scene 

In  Fancy's  gorgeous  garb  and  imagery  sublime: 

And  bring  from  out  thy  magic  cell 

That  potent,  necromantic  spell, 

Which  holds  the  soul  in  wonder's  trance, 

"While  pass  thy  airy  train  successive  by. 

Rolling  along  the  visioned  ecstacy 

To  rapt  Attention's  glance : 

Oft'  has  the  Bard  whom  genius  warms, 

"Who  marks  at  eve  thy  spectre-forms, 

Won  from  thy  magic  stores  divine 

The  colouring  of  his  simple  line ; 

And  o'er  the  page  the  Muses  own 

Kays  of  poetic  glory  thrown ; 

And  sketched  the  high*wrought  scenes,  and  bade  them 

glow, 
In  radiant  hues  of  light,  and  Fiction's  solemn  show* 

But  far,  far  greater  boast  was  thine 
M' hen  Inspiration  led  thy  band  ;  , 

When  not  with  fond  illusions  vain. 
Such  as  the  idle  brain 
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Alarm,  wifH  prodfgy  and  dire  portent,  * 

Thou  cam^t ;  but  which  when  Wisdom's  self  bekcM, 

Rightly  she  augured  what  thy  vbions  meant. 

Shadowed  in  doubtful  hues  by  soxxie  ijnmortal  faiaiid; 

When  breathii^  mystic  truths  divine. 

Full  many  a  seer  and  prophet  thou  bast  taught. 

And  from  the  Almighty  brought 

Behests  of  dread  command,  and  import  high ; 

While  the  rapt  mind's  judging  eye 

In  cloudless  perspective  the  Future  caught : 

Nor  seldom  God  or  Angel  held 

Converse  with  man ;  the  midnight  hour 

Illumined  shone  with  glory's  ray. 

And  coruscations  of  eternal  day 

Waved,  queen  of  silence !  o'er  thy  darksome  bower;; 

Heaven  oped  her  golden  portals  wide. 

And  far  within  her  glittering  courts  were  spied 

The  an^ic  phalanx  robed  in  vestments  bright  \ 

To  esLvth  descending  slow  from  yon  fair  worlds  of  li|^t; 

And  still  thy  gracious  fornts  await 

The  good  man  on  the  verge  of  fate ; 

When  this  world  and  the  next  between. 

The  Beatific  Vision  to  the  sight 

Unfolding,  opens  heaven :  then  floods  the  scene. 

In  boundless  bliss  absorbed,  and  deluges  of  h^ai» 

Thou  canst  the  heart  of  Guilt  appal ; 

Thy  voice,  O  awful  Sleep,  has  power 

To  wake  the  dead  at  midnight  hour, 

Obedient  to  thy  potent  call : 

And  tyrants  oft'  have  heard  with  dread 

The  cry  of  vengeance  thundering  in  their  ear,- 

While  the  pale  spectre  Fear 

Hangs  her  dire  portents  round  the  regal  bed, 

^Geaesisich.  xxviii.  ver.  12. 
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Horrors,  and  woes,  and  death :  Night^fi  deiDOBt  Iimi 
Shriek  tQ  the  moon  afar,  from  many  a  pa38iiig  cloud. 

Beneath  the  dim  Earth's  centre  deep, 

Beneath  where  Ocean  tolls  his  wave, 

"Where  ghosts  their  lingering  sabbath  keep. 

And  thrown  across  the  gulph  of  fate, 

Where  Hell  her  ponderous,  adamantine  gate 

Bars  on  the  mansions  of  the  grave ; 

Close  by  l)cath*s  door,  on  either  hand, 

O  Sleep,  thy  shadowy  kingdoms  stand  ; 

Stretched  on  thy  ebon-couch  supine, 

Soft  poppy- wreaths  thy  temples  twhie ; 

Around  thee  mimic  Fancy  plays, 

The  siiadow  of  the  evening  strays, 

AikI  busy  murmurs  creep: 

While  dreams  in  clusters  thick  are  spread 

Like  hovering  mists  about  thy  head. 

That  with  fantastic  wing  thy  dewy  eye-lids  sweep. 

About  thy  sable  standard  pass 
Of  Hopes  and  P'ears  a  mingled  mass, 
Fluttering  Wishes,  gay  Desires, 
Sighs  of  Disappointment  born. 
Passion's  unextinguished  fires, 
And  Melancholy's  plaint  forlorn  f 
While  from  the  tablet  of  the  brain 
Memory  calls  off  her  dusky  train, 
Dim-veiled  lUusifm  mocks  the  sight 
With  short-lived  phantoms  of  delight, 
And  shows  of  promised  bliss,  that  fly 
Ere  the  young  Morn  with  bashful  eye. 
From  Thetis'  coral-woven  bed. 
Lifts  o'er  the  wave  his  beaming  head  : 
Amidst  the  deep-surrounding  shade 
Ambition's  gilded  trophies  fade  ; 
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No  more  tbef  Lover's  aims  infold 

The  fair,  saatched  sudden  from  his  view ; 

And  melting  like  the  early  dew 

Slips  from  the  Miser's  grasp  the  evanescent  gold. 

Vast  and  stupendous  beyond  aught 

Fancy,  in  fit  ecstatic,  thought; 

Or  what  beside  of  high-wrought  lore 

Graced  Fiction's  elfin-tales  of  yore. 

Thy  forms  in  many  a  wondrous  hue 

Glance  on  the  bard's  astonished  view. 

Or  hold  in  deep  suspense  his  tranced  ear ; 

While  many  a  phantom  cleaves  the  ground. 

And  busy  murmurs  circle  round. 

And  airy  voices  wake,  that  whisper  fear: 

Oft*  by  thy  paly  star 

His  steps  thou  lead'st  to  shadowy  wood-scenes  wild. 

Or  where  stupendous  precipices  piled. 

Gleam  through  the  untrodden  wilderness  afiir; 

Where  nature's  awful  scenes  present 

Mute  wonder  and  astonishment; 

Or  in  some  nook  where  Solitude 

Sits  on  a  rocky  fragment  rude, 

He  reads  that  high,  immortal  line. 

Traced  by  the  Muse's  hand  divine, 

Which,  while  enamoured  of  the  strain, 

Memory's  bold  pencil  would  retain, 

Fades  by  degrees  upon  the  mental  sight. 

And  seeks  Oblivion's  shore,  and  melts  before  the  light. 

Ye  visions  of  the  night,  farewell ! 
The  orient  Morn's  impurpled  ray 
Has  chased  your  airy  tonus  away. 
And  now  with  strong  immortal  hand. 
She  breaks,  O  Sleep,  thy  fairy  wand, 
And  melts  thy  wizard  spell : 
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Yet  With  iropassionedf  food  regret, 

I  quit  thy  shadowy  realmffy  where  brought 

^idst  Fanc/s  high  and  solemn  hour. 

The  ttose  invoked  thy  mystic  power 

To  nurse  poetic  thought : 

Adieu,  ye  visionary  vales  ! 

Far  off  Night's  sullen  spirit  sails/ 

The  land  of  shadows,  lo,  I  leave : 

Yet  shall  yon  golden  lamp  of  day 

More  lasting  forms,  more  happy  scenes  display? 

Alas!  like  thine,  they  quickly  pass  away, 

Like  thine,  alas !  deceive. 


ODE  TO  THE  SAME. 

BY   THE   SAME. 

Soft  Queen  of  shadows,  gentle  Sleep, 

Once  more  to  thee  I  pay  my  vow, 

Again  I  woo  thy  murmurs  deep 

To  sooth  this  throbbing  breast  of  mine. 

And  round  my  aching  temples  twine 

The  grateful  foliage  of  thy  cypress-bough ; 

Sweet  are  thy  foldings;  when  the  mind 

Leaving  the  load  of  cares  behind, 

Expatiates  'midst  thy  visionary  reign, 

And  bathes  in  slumbers  bland  the  wakeful  sense  of  paiftr 

Sweet  are  thy  foldings ;  when  to  bless 
The  spirit  faint  with  trials  sore, 
Thou  com'st  indulgent,  to  restore. 
Past  scenes  of  short-lived  happiness ! 
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Wlien  thy  fairy-fingers  dress  *• 

The  paths  where  childhood  loved  to  stny ; 

"When  Joy  with  roses  strewed  the  way, 

And  Pleasure,  nymph  of  heavenly  birth. 

Frolicked  blithe :  with  simple  Glee, 

Sporty  and  rose-lip'd  Gaiety, 

The  family  of  Mirth ! 

Where  playful  at  the  cottage-door. 

Or  in  light  gambols  on  the  floor, 

}nfant-groupes  with  daisies  crowned, 

Frisked  in  many  an  airy  round  ; 

Or,  with  instinctive  aim,  began 

To  mimic,  'midst  their  sports,  the  graver  cares  of  Man* 

Scenes  of  enchantment !  ye  are  fled ; 

Yet  Fancy  oft'  your  flight  pursues, 

While  evening-shadows  dim 

O'er  earth's  pale  surface  swim, 

And  eyes  your  transient  forms,  and  pranks  in  golden 

hues* 
But  most  when  mortal  eye-lids  close 
Locked  in  Sleep's  profound  repose. 
The  Enchantress  wakes  ,  and  lo,  anew, 
Yoftth's  fairy  prospects  start  to  view, 
The  vernal  landscape  glows ! 
Hope  relumes  her  sickly  fires, 
The  Bard's  ecstatic  breast  inspires, 
Expressing  subjects  high,  and  worthy  of  the  Muse« 
And  ofV  has  Friendbhip  known 
The  kind  relief  that  Sleep  alone 
Sooth  est  of  heavenly  powers  !   with  opiate  touch 

bestows : 
Even  Love  beneath  thy  placid  reign, 
|n  sweet  delirium  sinks  to  rest, 
Calms  the  wild  tumults  of  his  breast, 
And  in  thy  silken  bonds  foregoes  his  ruthless  chain. 
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Say,  Sleep,  ♦hence  o'er  the  mind 

I)i)st  thou  such  potency  derive. 

To  bid  the  hosts  of  Thought     - 

That  with  the  light  of  day 

In  chill  oblivion  died  away. 

Again  on  Memory's  plain  revive  ? 

That  with  thy  subtle  magic  fraught^ 

In  many  a  glittering  rank  combined, 

Reflect  the  splendours  of  the  mental  ray. 

And  agitate  the  soul,  or  tranquillize; 

Now  with  sublimest  objects  fill, 

With  Pity  touch,  with  Horror  thrill. 

And  wake  respondent  sympathies. 

Thy  colourings.  Sleep,  deceive 

Deliciously  the  throb  of  pain. 

Bid  us  live  o'er  the  day  again  ; 

With  gildings  soft  the  scene  relieve, 

And  heighten  into  bliss  Life's  dull  realities* 

By  necromantic  groves  that  glance 

Their  umbrage  dusk  to  the  Phcebcan  beam, 

W^herc  hung  with  many  a  dream. 

The  twinkling  boughs  to  rosy  zephyrs  dance; 

By  darksome  rocks  that  lower 

O'er  the  wild  brook  that  babbles  by, 

O,  often  meet  my  ear 

In  echoes  soft  and  clear. 

Of  fairy  harps  unseen,  and  soh^mn  minstrelsy ; 

And  o'er  my  soul  thy  mystic  visions  pour. 

Pure,  intellectual ;  such  as  fed 

By  happiest  presage  of  better  days 

Round  modest  Merit's  drooping  head, 

Beam  the  cK  ar  sunshine  of  ingenuous  Praise  : 

Such  as  the  wounded  bosom  cheer, 
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Whene'er  by  cold  neglect  depressed^ 

Or  held  bv  Obloquy  in  thrall^ 

Or  steeped  in  Env/s  venomed  gall ; 

Then,  Sleep,  thy  healing  influence  bring, 

Soft  slumbers  waft  on  downy  wing. 

And  breathe  the  balm  divine  of  visionary  rest. 

Thus,^  Sleep,  oft"  let  me  lie 

Beneath  thy  grateful  shadowings:  Call  around 

Every  magic  sight  and  sound ; 

Shifting  swift  from  grave  to  gay, 

Minting  shade,  or  flashing  day. 

Glance  with  fairy  footsteps  by. 

And  lull  each  sense  in  extacy ! 

Oftf  let  the  friend  of  former  days 

Meet  me  in  sweet  colloquial  talk. 

And  'midst  thy  moon-light  scenes  delighted  walk. 

While  on  each  other's  face  we  gaze, 

And  with  congenial  warmth  our  bosoms  burn 

Of  sacred  amity ;  overjoyed  to  live 

The  spring  time  of  our  youth  a^n. 

To  taste  Uie  pleasure,  or  the  pain. 

And  with  remembrance  bland,  survive 

TheiolitaiyumI 

Thus,  Sleep,  oft'  find  me,  at  thy  soft  return, 

While  Philomela  pours  her  minstrelsy ; 

And  to  my  sij^t  in  colours  faint 

Those  ftiture  scenes  of  Beauty  paint. 

Which  oft,  with  foretaste  kind,  await 

On  Virtue,  in  this  transieat  state, 

Eadiibitiiig,  in  vision  high, 

A  weak,  but  zapturoos  ^Unce  of  Immortality  I 


▼OL.  TI. 
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THE  PRINTERS'  CAULDRON. 

Scene— i^  dark  Room:  in  the  Middk  a  great  CoMn 

bummg. 

Tkmder-'enter  three  Frintet^e  Devib. 


YIRST   DSVIL- 

Thrice  the  watchman  gave  his  knocks 

SECOND  DEVIL. 

t 

Twice — and  once  has  crowed  the  cock ; 

THIRD   DEVIL. 

Our  master  cries,  *  Tis  five  o'clock/ 

ALL. 

Now  your  several  schemes  display. 
To  make  the  paper  of  the  day:— - 

SECOND  DEVIL. 

Spy  that  standing  on  cold  stoi^e^ 
Names  and  titles  one  by  one^ 
Catchest  at  the  doors  of  ^Etshion^ 
Haste  to  bring  your  motley  trash  in  > 
Packwood's  pu^,  an<f  state  of  weather^, 
Hints  of  who  and  wbGis*  together^ 
(Paid  to  contradict  to-morrow 
Mistake — inserted  to  our  sorrow) 
Fluttering  follies  light  as  vapour^ 
Rise  you  to  the  top  o'tk'  paper. 
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ALL* 

Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble. 
Touch  the  cash — the  nation  bubble. 

FIRST    DETIL. 

Braham— ^Soldier  tir'd-»-Mad  Bess-^ 
Case  of  singular  distress, 
Speech  of  egotistic  pleader, 
String  of  Coaches  made  by  Leader, 
Fashionable  invalids. 
Morning  dresses,  widows'  weeds, 
liobby  quarrels,  satisfaction. 
Rout  in  May-fair,  crim.  con,  action, 
Patent  soles  that  never  faulter, 
Doctors  Brodum  and  Sir  Walter^ 
Pun  and  vive  la  bagatelle 
Schemes  to  make  our  paper  sell. 

ALL. 

Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble. 
Touch  the  cash — the  nation  bubble* 

THIRD   DEVIL. 

Bonaparte,  Paris  fashions, 
Chapels,  Cyprian  assignations : 
Captain  Sash,  the  sea-side  shark — 
Slander's  arrow  shot  i'th'  dark. 
Villa  of  Roehampton  Jew, 
Horrid  murder  done  at  Kew; 
Queries,  critical  corrections, 
Galvinistic  resurrections. 
Treatise  on  the  Moon's  eclipse. 
Paint  for  cheeks,  and  salve  for  lips. 
Stupid  pun,  birth-strangled  jest — 
Portsmouth  letter — wind  north-west. 
And  thus  our  merit  stands  confessed! ' 

V  2 


} 
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ALL. 

Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble. 
Touch  the  cash--*the  nadon  bubble. 

SECOITD  ]>BTIL. 

Cool  it  with  an  empty  boast. 

That  "  every  day  we  sell  the  most,* 

Tis  done— behold  the  The  Morning  Post! 


] 


SONG. 

BT  mCHABL  WODHULL,  B8Q. 

What  still  does  fair  Luc/s  disdain 
Occasion  this  festering  smart; 
Cannot  time  give  relief  to  your  pain, 
And  heal  the  slight  wound  in  your  heart? 

The  arrows  of  Cupid,  I  know. 
At  first  are  all  pointed  with  steel : 
But  how  frail  is  the  strength  of  his  bow  1 
How  fleeting  the  pangs  which  we  feel  t 

His  wings  they  are  8hatter*d  i>y  Time, 
His  quiver  is  soiled  in  the  dust, 
Such,  such,  is  Life's  flowery  prime^ 
And  Beauty's  most  insolent  trust. 

Taste  the  joys  a  new  passion  can  gi.re, 
With  the  nymph  thatrs  complying  and  b 
Or,  learning  more  sagely  to  bve. 
Be  blest,  and  give  Love  to  the  wind* 
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THE  BEECH  TREE. 

AN  ALLEQORICAL  ODE. 
BT  THS  LATE  REV.  T.  COLS^  I.L.B. 


Serene  and  calm,  the  morning  ray 
Had  poured  a  cheerful  gleam  of  day 

Through  Philo's  inmost  grove, 
When  Damon  there,  in  private,  sought 
With  some  kind  muse  to  shun  ea^ch  thought 

Of  inauspicious  love. 

But  nature's  walks  in  vain  he  views. 
In  vain  art's  winding  paths  pursues. 

Though  worthy  both  of  song ; 
For  here  the  am'rous  boughs  embrace. 
And  all  the  charms  he  there  can  trace 

To  love  alone  belong. 

The  lofty  vista's  ample  bent, 
The  rising  prospect's  vast  extent. 

Aspiring  thoughts  suggest ; 
And  though  the  streams  and  zephyrs  meet 
To  cool  the  arbour's  close  retreat, 

It  but  inflames  his  breast! 

At  length,  beneath  a  Beech's  shade,    - 
^ach  sightlier  object  to  evade. 

In  pensive  mood  he  came ; 
But  there,  alas  !  some  kindred  swaii^ 
^ad  on  the  bark  inscribed  his  pain 

With  lovely  Cblia's  name ! 
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Cupid  at  tbis,  who  all  the  while 

Had  watch'd  his  steps  with  secret  guile. 

Presents  himself  to  sight; 
And  thinking  now  his  conquest  won. 
The  indignant  tyrant  thus  begun 

With  insolent  delight. 

Attempt  no  more,  thou  rebel  Slave, 
A  weak  and  tender  heart  to  save 

From  mine  and  Celia's  sway  ; 
For  whilst  to  roe  that  charming  maid 
Consents  to  lend  her  powerful  aid, 

Thou  shalt  my  will  obey. 

Cease  then  thy  contest,  and  agree 
To  pay  due  homage  still  to  me 

At  beauty's  sacred  shrine ; 
Nor  ever  from  this  time  presume 
Thy  wonted  commerce  to  resume 

With  any  of  the  nine. 

4 

Half  yielding  up  dear  Freedom's  cause 
To  this  usurpei-'s  rigid  laws, 

He  hesitates  assent ; 
And  caught  with  Hope's  delusive  prize. 
Was  half  inclin'd  to  sacrifice 

Th*  enjoyment  of  content. 

When,  hark  !  a  soft  harmonious  sound. 
Through  all  the  grove  diffusM  around, 

With  wond'ring  joy  he  hears : 
And,  lo  !  Urania,  quick  as  thought, 
In  a  rich  garb,  by  Iris  wrought, 

Before  him  now  appears. 
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^or  mild  nor  rigorous  her  meii^ 
^ut  such  as  spoke  intent  beni^ 

Though  purposM  to  upbraid ; 
And  thus,  inclined  at  once  to'  exciU 
Regret^  attemper'd  w^th  delight. 

Severely  l^ind,  she  said : 

In  Gofitetnplation- s  bow^r  reclined, 
liave  I  so  often  calmed  thy  mind 

^ith  soothing  lays  in  vain ; 
My  lyre,  in  vain»  so  often  strung^ 
And  with  each  fav'rite  poet  sung 

To  thee  his  phoicest  strain  I 

Let  not  this  sly»  insidious  cheat. 
With  all  hjs  wiles,  thy  heart  defeat^ 

But  vindicate  thy  choice : 
With  courage  own  thy  truest  friend. 
Nor  fear  to  show  thou  dar'st  atienq 

To  mine,  and  Rea«on^  voice. 

iRefleo^  on  thy  past  happy  state, 
And  call  to  mind,  ere  'tis  too  lat^, 

How  well  you  once  was  taught 
To  bid  defiance  to  those  cares, 
Which  now  you  fee{,  and  shun  tho^e  snares. 

In  whiph  yo^  now  arp  caught. 

^rom  Passion's  meteor  turn  thy  sight. 
And  let  calm  Reason's  steady  light 

Thy  foo^teps  always  guide : 
T|iat  only  roves  through  Folly's  chasci 
^ut  this  leads  Wisdom  to  the  place 

^here  Truth  and  Peace  reside. 

V4 
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At  this  Urania  paused,  to  try 
If  Cupid  chose  to  make  reply 

To  aught  she  had  expressed : 
But  ere  suspense  left  either  free, 
The  Hamadriad  of  the  tree 

Each  party  thus  address'd : 

The  nymphy  indeed,  whose  name  I  bear 
May  well  deserve  your  rival  care, 

But  'tis  as  mutual  friends : 
Your  several  gifts  for  her  combine. 
Nor  ere,  in  such  a  cause,  decline 

To  serve  each  other's  ends. 

Let  her  whose  charms  at  once  can  raise 
The  lover^s  sigh,  the  poet's  praise. 

Your  equal  favour  find : 
No  more  each  other^s  votaries  scorn, 
While  perfect  grace  and  worth  adorn 

Her  person  and  her  mind ! 

And  though  you  must  not  yet  declare 
To  whom  the  fates  reserve  the  fair, 

This  gentle  youth  direct, 
If  to  his  mind  he  can't  be  blest. 
From  envy  to  secure  his  breast. 

And  bear  with  cool  neglect. 

That  face  which  jealousy  can  love. 
That  conduct  ceiisure  must  approve, 

Permit  him  to  admire : 
But,  Oh !  with  strength  possess  his  soul 
Each  anxious  passion  to  controul, 

And  check  each  fond  desire. 
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ODE. 

BT   HR.   SHAW. 


While  I  was  absent  from  my  fair, 

Ye  hourSy  I  bad  you  speed  your  flight| 
Swift  as  the  winds  that  sweep  the  air, 

Till  Delia  blest  again  my  sight.] 

But  then  you  crept  with  dull  delay, 

Regardless  of  a  lover's  pain; 
And  slowly  brought  at  length  the  day 

When  Delia  blest  my  eyes  again. 

Now  when  the  nymph  delights  my  sight. 

Ye  hours,  I  bid  you  softly  stay 
Your  speed,  nor  with  too  hasty  night 

The  precious  minutes  bear  away. 

But  now  on  swiftest  wings  ye  move. 

And  now  ye  bring  that  moment  near  _ 

Which  parts  me  from  the  nymph  I  love,  » 

And  Delia  sheds  the  tender  tear. 

O  wayward  hours,  that  slowly  move, 

Or  swiftly  at  your  pleasure  glide, 
Why  are  ye  bent  to  cross  my  love,  ^^ 

And  from  my  fair  one  to  divide  f 

Yet  vain  your  malice  is  and  art ! 

While  you  pursue  your  circling  race. 
You  never  from  my  constant  heart 

My  Delia's  image  can  efl^e. 
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TO  A  LADY, 

fVUh  a  new  Year's  Gift ;  the  Author  being  accu$tamed  f^ 
make  her  an  Annual  Present.     1 7ff4, 

BY   F.  N.  C.  MUNDAYy   £89, 


Ik  days  of  yore,  as  they  record, 

When  all  was  carried  by  the  sword  ; 

When  folks  took  not  the  least  delight  in 

Aught  pn  the  earth  of  God,  but  fighting  \ 

A  King  sometimes,  by  way  of  riot. 

Seeing  his  neighbours  ^lept  in  quiet, 

And  little  dream'd  of  harm,  would  therefore^^ 

Without  another  why  or  wherefore, 

Pescend  upon  him  sword  in  hand, 

And  rob  him  of  his  crown  and  land. 

And  then  to  shew  his  generosity. 

Laying  aside  his  late  ferocity. 

The  Conqueror  freely  would  restore 

What  strictly  was  the  man's  before, 

Provided  he,  upon  his  knees. 

Would  swear  to  some  such  rules  as  these : 

f^  You  vassal  in  my  cause  mu^t  fight, 

f*  Whether  that  cause  be  wrong  or  pght  \ 

**  And  without  grumbling  draw  your  sword, 

f *  Whene'er  I  please  to  give  the  word  \ 

M  And  whpn  we  meet,  thui^  kneelmg  down, 

•*  Must  do  me  homage  for  your  crown  : 

**  And  once  a  year,  by  way  of  token 

f^  That  these  your  vows  remain  unbroken, 
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ff  Some  trifling  present  let  me  have, 
f*  Deliver'd  from  you  as  my  slave : 
f^  And,  if  it  be  not  duly  paid, 
**  Depend  upon't  this  trusty  blade 
f  <  Shall  n^yer  r^t  within  its  sheath, 
f'  Until  it  has  procured  your  death/^-— 
-—O'er  neighbouring  king,  and  subject  peeF| 
The  tyrant  thus  would  domineer ; 
Whibt  every  baron  in  the  nation, 
PosessM  of  king-like  imitatiop. 
The  same  allegiance  would  extort 
From  farmers  at  his  country  court : 
And  if  he  came  not  gift  in  l^and, 
Wou'd  oust  the  villain  from  his  land* 
£'en  in  these  present  days  full  fifty 
Good  instances  I  soon  couM  give  t^ye. 
Where  annual  peppercorns  are  sent 
By  way  of  an  acknowledgment. 
"  But  whither  does  this  story  tend  ? 
**  Sir,  will  you  never  make  an  end  ?" 
Yes  Ma'am,  Fve  done  with  my  relation,^ 
J^roceed  we  to  the  application : 
As  ancient  monarchs  by  their  bravery 
Reduc'd  their  brother-kings  to  slavery ; 
As  barons  in  subjection  held 
The  rustic  tillers  of  the  field ; 
So  you  by  one  resistless  glance. 
Keener  by  far  than  sword  or  lance, 
Enter'd  my  breast  by  means  un£ur, 
And  founded  your  doniinion  there. 
Yes,  tyrant,  yes,  too  well  'tis  known 
My  captive  heart  is  all  your  own; 
The  wounds  you  gavte  will  ever  bleed— 
— "  Sir  to  the  point." — Ma'am  I  proceed  i 
As  ancient  peers,  and  ancient  peasants 
Purchased  their  peace  by  annual  presenti. 
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And  often  turnM  aside  the  sword 
By  gifts  to  the  superior  Lord ; 
So  ly  who  owe  undoubted  duty 
To  so  much  wit,  to  so  much  beauty. 
Send  you  this  mark  of  my  subjection, 
As  harbouring  no  disaffection : 
For  if  I  shouM  but  once  neglect 
This  yearly  token^of  respect. 
You  soon  wou'd  send  your  armed  forces 
To  punish  my  rebellious  courses. 
£?en  now  methinks  I  see  you  rise, 
IVith  vengeance  sparkling  in  your  eyes ; 
Anger  contracts  your  threatening  brows  ; 
And  on  your  cheek  resentment  dows ; 
Your  voice  upbraids  my  trutor  neart 
That  from  its  fealty  durst  depart. 
But  spare  me,  cruel  victor,  spare! 
Your  smiles  are  more  than  I  can  bear; 
And  less,  far  less  can  I  sustain 
Your  looks  of  anger  and  disdain. 
I  dare  not  stand  th'  unequal  strife, 
take  my  gift  and  spare  my  life. 


EPIGRAM. 

IMITATED  FROM  MARTIAL. 

With  a  room-full,  to  ^le  all  unknowui 
You  bid  me  make  one  at  your  feast: 

I  decline  it;  jou  grumble  and  groan, 
And  call  me  unsociable  beast,—- 

^hy,  since  I  must  dine  quite  alone, 
ril  dine  by  myself.  Sir,  at  least. 

V.  B.  BAlBBPy  BSQ. 


SOI 

©E  TO  THE  SPIRIT  OF  ANIMATION. 

[Vide  Da&wih's  ZooHomUif  Vol.  I.] 

^Med  on  a  Jottmq  an  Horseback  last  Winter ^  and  tra* 

teBing  late  at  Nights 


0  THOU !  whose  presence  none  can  trace 
'Midst  all  the  sons  of  Adam's  race, 

Nor  tell,  or  where,  or  when, 
Or  how  thou  sprang'st  to  life  at  first. 
Or  in  what  comer  Uiou  wast  nurst 

Of  this  frail  house  of  men: 

Dear  to  my  head,  my  heart  most  dear, 
Spirit  of  Animation!  hear. 
Nor  let  our  union  end, 

1  own,  without  thee  I'm  undone : 

And  where  could'st  thou  for  shelter  roiv 
Should'st  thou  desert  thy  friend } 

I  know  thy  alderman  desire 

For  drink  and  rest,  for  food  and  fire, 

Whilst  I  am  cold  and  wet : 
But  patience  till  we  reach  yon  inn ; 
m  ply  thee  then  with  ale  and  gin, 

And  many  a  dish  I'll  get. 

But  mark,  when  filFd,  no  pranks  like  thosa 
Which  learned  Doctor  Darwik  shows. 

Who  says,  that  when  thou'rt  full, 
Thou'rt  apt  to  play  men  many  a  trick, 
And  frisk  about,  and  toss,  and  kick. 

Just  like  a  mad  town-buU. 
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This  houscy  remember,  thoii  art  in^ 
li  but  of  clay,  and  built  but  thin, 

And  soon  is  puU'd  to  pieces : 
Yet  shouid'st  thou  rend  this  house  in  tWaiOi 
Perchance  thoul't  not  a  better  gain^ 

Nor  one  on  longer  leases. 


VERSES  WRITTEN  IN  AUTUMN. 

The  gladsome  hours  are  gone,  and  from  the  fields. 
Now  mute  and  naked,  cheerful  Toil  retires  ; 

The  sun  far  off  a  paler  radiance  yields, 
And  darts  more  faint  his  horizontal  fires. 

Mark,  how  the  thickets  fade !  whose  pleasing  gloom 
No  longer  charms,  whose  music  all  is  past  $ 

Prepared  to  shed  their  last  autumnal  bloom, 
And  bare  their  foreheads  to  the  wintry  blast. 

To  those,  who  riot  in  the  mad  career 

Of  wealth  and  luxury  and  idleness. 
Whose  souls  ne'er  felt,  whose  eyes  ne'er  shed  a  tear 

For  worth  forsaken,  or  for  pale  distress, 

No  moral  charm  these  pensive  scenes  impart ; 

But  they  of  softer  mould,  to  nature  true» 
Now  own  a  kindly  influence  on  the  heart, 

And  love  ev'n  fields  and  groves  uf  sadder  hue. 
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These  teach^  that  mortal  blias  tnust  swiftly  die. 
And  Man  return  to  nighf  s  unending  shade  ; 

TThat  some  on  sorrow's  dreary  couch  must  lie. 
And  wait  for  peace  a  pitying  brother's  aid ; 

^That,  while  thro'  fortune's  paths  we  jocund  tend, 
Tis  ours  each  headlopg  passion  to  restrain, 

A  heart  too  frail  from  vanity  defend. 

And  serious  think  on  those,  who  suffer  pain. 

These  too  with  tender  thoughts  awhile  may  charm. 
And  wake  the  mem'ry  of  departed  hours. 

That  'mid  the  wilds  of  life,  beset  with  harm 
And  pain  and  sorrow,  smile  like  summer  flow'ra ; 

Endear'd  perhaps  by  those,  whose  looks  we  lov^d. 
Whose  gentle  voice  was  music  to  our  ears, 

Now  far  away  by  fates  unkind  rcmov'd. 
Or  gone,  where  love  is  vain,  and  vain  our  tears. 

These  too  may  speak  of  early  friendships  flown, 
As  thro'  life's  ever-changing  paths  we  go. 

Of  blending  hearts,  estrang'd  and  careless  grown. 
And  beaming  looks  that  now  no  longer  glow. 

Spring  shall  return,  and  these  forsaken  glades 
And  faded  hills  and  woods  of  foliage  pale 

Again  shall  bloom,  again  the  forest  shades 
Will  charm,  and  birds  the  dew^e/d  morning  hail; 

But  ne'er  shall  youth,  noi*youth's  delights  return. 
Nor  youth's  warm  sentiments,  that  love  create. 

Bidding  with  stronger,  purer  flames  to  bum ; 
Nor  those  we  mourn  escape  the  bonds  of  fate. 

E.HAMLST. 
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OPE. 


How  fresh  the  breezes  blow ! 

How  softly  swell  the  hills ! 
How  kind  the  sun's  bright  glow ! 

What  soothing  in  the  rills  ! 

Ally  all  with  transport  thrills ! 
Scenes  that  alone  impart 
True  visour  to  the  mind,  sweet  solace  to  the 

heart! 

Hark !  from  the  inmost  grove. 

Borne  by  the  scented  gale. 
The  bird  of  thought  and  love 

Is  heard. — O  nightingale ! 

Thee  early  do  I  hail ; 
Thy  full  of  music  long 
Mav  listening  woods  resound,  and  lovo  reward 

the  song ! 

While  in  the  mid-way  skies 

The  shrill  lark  seems  to  float, 
As  yet  the  cuckoo  tries 

Faintly  her  mellowing  throat ; 

Soft  is  the  blackbird's  note ; 
Nor  yet,  at  evening's  blush. 
Long  heard  from  hedgerows  green  the  wildly* 

warbling  thrush. 

April !  thy  changeful  day 

Though  tempest  oft  alarms, 
I  greet ;  since  the  sweet  May 

Owes  to  thy  fostering  arms 

Her  more  thaa  mortoi  charms' ! 
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^  love  thy  cheqiier'd  hour; 
Still  mingling,  as  in  life,  the  sunshine  and  the 
show'r. 

Sweet  breeze !  no  gentler  breath 

Fans  the  bright  bowers  above ; 
^viv'd  from  wintry  death, 

Where  all  is  youth  and  love ! 

Nor  winged  the'  appointed  dove 
With  holier  calmness  fraught, 
When  to  the  rested  ark  Heaven's  olive  branch 

she  brought. 

p.  L.  C. 

X.  28, 1805. 


SONG. 

BY   RICHARD   FENTOK,   ESQ: 

ELL  me,  what  can  mean  this  riot 

In  my  pulse  when  Damon's  nigh; 
'hat  my  breast  is  never  quiet, 

Ever  heaving  with  a  sigh  ? 
,^^'f  such  tokens  don't  discover 
^VVhat  it  is  to  be  a  lover. 

Then,  O  tell  me !  what  am  I  ? 


lut,  alas !  poor  thoughtless  creature  \ 
By  each  pulse  bctray'd^  and  sigh, 

*^here's  a  tongue  in  every  feature, 
And  a  thousand  in  the  eye, 

"^hich  to  Damon  will  discover 

^^hat  it  is  to  be  a  lover. 

And  to  tell  him,  what  am  h 

L.  VI.  X 
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THE  TEARS  OF  ASTROP. 

AlV  EPISTLE  TO  MISS  HARRIET  BLOSSET. 

BY    MICHAEL   WODHULL9   ESQ. 


Gli  angclici  sembianti  nati  in  cielo 

Non  si  ponno  celar  aotto  alcun  velo.— AftiOITO. 

^'  Cak  the  blest  swains  of  Astrop  pine, 
<<  ^Vhen,  crownM  with  Amalthean  horn, 
'<  Such  savory  cates,  such  floods  of  wine, 
'^  Such  slaughtered  hecatombs  of  geese, 
"  This  •  chosen  festival  t'  adorn, 
'^  September,  bounteous  God,  presents? 
"  Heavens !  what  unusual  discontents 
<<  O'ershadc  these  antient  realms  of  Peace? 
'*  Pale  Care  sits  thron'd  on  every  brow ; 
'^  And  they,  who  rarely  thought  till  now, 
"  Rival  with  furrow'd  look  forlorn 
"  Each  old  Philosopher  of  Greece." 

In  these  light  strains  exclaimM  some  youthy 
Yet  uninstructed  whence  arose 
The  signs  he  viewM  of  deepest  woes. 
Curious  to  penetrate  the  truth. 
All  strove  to  answer; — silence  hung 
With  leaden  weight  on  every  tongue, 
And  testified  excess  of  grief. 
Long  had  they  paused,  when  from  the  Spring 
Its  Genius  (whom,  as  Poets  sing, 
Hygeia  sends  to  the  relief 
Of  sickness)  rising,  thus  expressed 
The  feelings  that  for  utterance  heav'd 
In  every  sentimental  breast; 

*  Michaelmas-day,  annually  commemorated  at  Aitrop  Wei 
VorthamptQashire« 
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**  Young  stranger,  whosoe'er  thou  arty 
"  (For  sure  it  ought  to  be  believed, 
**  Since  in  my  pangs  thou  beai^st  no  part, 
**  Far  from  my  source,  in  some  bleak  wild, 
«  Where  Wit  and  Beauty  never  smil'd, 
^  Thou  dreVst  thy  natal  breath)  att^, 
**  And  make  our  wretchedness  thy  own; 
"  Not  that  yon  lowering  clouds  impend, 
"  Not  that  we  view  these  groves  bereav'd 
''  Of  leafy  honours,  do  we  moan; 
**  But  that  from  these  neglected  shades, 
"  Anticipating  Winter's  reign, 
''  Fair  Harriet  flies ;  who,  midst  the  maids 
**  That  haunt  the  margin  of  yon  stream, 
''  Winding  along  my  fertile  plain, 
*^  Shone  with  unrivall'd  elegance ; 
''  Of  these  unbidden  tears,  that  force 
**  Their  passage,  she,  the  conscious  theme, 
**  Flies,  unrelenting  as  the  wind, 
**  Nor  casts  one  pitying  glance  behind, 
"  To  bid  these  meads  a  last  adieu : 
**  Hadst  thou  beheld  that  graceful  ease 
**  With  which  she  trod,  in  mazy  dance 
*^  My  fragrant  vales  and  woodbine  bowers, 
**  Slighting  applause,  secure  to  please, 
'*  When,  votary  of  the  rural  powers,     . 
*'  She  quitted  Thames's  banks,  resigned 
**  The  studied  ornaments  of  dress, 
**  And  look'd,  and  was,  a  Shepherdess, 
**  Thou  too  hadst  sympathiz'd  with  these, 
**  Whose  smart  excites  thy  gaiety* 
**  Whether  to  term  such  ignorance 
**  Of  this  transcendant  fair,  mischance, 

**  Or  bliss,  I  hesitate ;  beware 
**  Rashly  the  magic  cup  to  shara 
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''  Of  dangerous  Sensibility, 

'*  That  draught,  to  vulgar  lips  denied^ 

'^  Where  in  confusion  blended  lie 

"  Th'  extremes  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

"  Hence  all  its  baleful  dregs  to  miss, 

''  Yet  taste  the  quintessence  of  bliss, 

'^  Heaven^s  favourites,  few  alone  attain^ 

^*  Love  in  a  slight  degree  beguiles 

**  The  storms  of  Life  s  precarious  tide; 

"  But  if  too  far  its  Siren  smiles 

"  The  guardless  traveller  bewitch, 

'*  Headlong  to  rush  into  the  snare, 

"  Urged  on  by  Hope,  beset  with  Care, 

"  Too  late,  solicilous  to  fly, 

"  He  feels  it  in  its  utmost  pitch, 

**  Distraction  all  and  agony/* 

He  ended ;  and  the  bubbling  fount. 
Closed  o'er  his  venerable  head, 
First  having  bade  me  to  recount 
To  the  daiik  vales  and  lowly  cot. 
Where  Pate  assign'd  my  humble  lot, 
The  truths  he  spoke,  the  tears  he  shed. 

O,  formM  to  shine  in  every  sphere ! 
How  shall  the  pastoral  Muse  presume 
To  wish  ingloriously  confin'd 
A  nymph  so  fitted  to  adorn 
The  court  and  splendid  drawing-rodm, 
From  an  admiring  nation's  gaze. 
From  scenes,  where  in  full  radiance  blaze 
The  beauties  which  adorn  thttt  mind, 
And  animate  those  features,  here 
Amid  the  pines,  grotesque  and  rude, 
Overshadowing  this  deep  solitude? 
Yet  sometimes  dei^  to  lay  aside 
Those  envied  gaieties,  nor  scorn 
To  visit  our  forsaken  rill. 
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Old  legend  tells,  on  Ida's  hill. 
With  vringed  Hermes  for  their  guide, 
Erst  to  the  Phrygian  shepherd's  will 
Contending  Goddesses  applied, 
And,  urging  eagerly  their  suit, 
Tfao'  with  each  boon  of  Heaven  endued, 
O  erjoyed  with  the  vicissitude. 
Sought  from  his  hand  the  golden  fruit. 
Should  you,  like  these,  awhile  forego 
The  surer  triumphs  of  your  eyes, 
Thro'  curiosity  to  know, 
If  aught  of  ancient  t^sto  remains 
Among  us  simple  village  swains, 
And  from  our  verdict  seek  the  prize ; 
Boldly  with  an  applauding  voice 
Should  we  decide,  nor  fear,  lest  Age, 
Or  miserable  Envy's  rage, 
Might  deem  us  biass'd  in  our  choice : 
Each  snarling  censor  we  defy 
Whose  honest  judgement  truth  ensures 
Against  tkat  idle  calumny. 
That,  with  a  Venus'  person  caught^ 
Minerva's  wit  we  little  sought 
When  either  claim  confirms  it  yours. 

Alas,  in  such  untutored  plains, 
111  can  these  rustic  fingers  hold 
A  lyre,  attemper'd  to  the  strains 
In  which  immortal  Chaulieu  told 
Of  Turenne  snatch'd  from  Victory's  arms. 
Of  Bethune's  wisdom.  Bouillon's  charms, 
And  Steinkerque's  memorable  day ; 
Indeed,  like  Orpheus'  magic  song 
His  drew  no  listening  brutes  along. 
But  in  a  light  and  polish'd  age, 
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Which  Science  loved  to  call  her  tmiii 
IVhen  from  the  heightof  Louis'  throne 
She  darted  forth  her  broadest  ray. 
Beside  the  winding  banks  of  Seine, 
Where  blooms  Parisian  elegance. 
He  wove  th'  Epicurean  page ; 
Superior  to  the  frowns  of  Chance, 
Tho'  Time  had  silver'd  o'er  his  head, 
The  myrtle  groves,  the  trim  parterres 
And  fragrant  jasmine  walks  between. 
He  tun'd  his  charming  shell,  while  cares. 
And  the  wnn  forms  of  sorrow  fled. 
Soothing  his  audience  with  the  flames 
Of  mighty  chiefs  and  courtly  dames. 

How  shall  this  hoarse  and  scrannel  flute. 
Regarded  only  by  my  flocks. 
That  listening  browse  yon  thymy  rocks. 
To  such  high  stop  its  ditties  suit. 
As  Harriet's  self  may  deign  to  hear? 
All  hopeless  I  attempt  to  raise 
Strains  that  could  sooth  your  nicer  ear, 
And  utter  in  these  Runic  lays 
Accents  uncouth,  disgustful  praise. 

Tho'  on  my  mouldering  cottage  wall. 
Perchance  with  momentary  gleajn. 
Some  Muse's  kindlier  influence  fall ; 
On  the  glad  augury,  in  vain, 
My  too  aspiring  soul  relies. 
And  at  your  feet  presents  the  strain, 
Th*  inexorable  Power  denies 
Expressions  worthy  of  my  theme. 

1767. 
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ODE  TO  JUSTICE. 

BT    THE   REV.   J.   WHITEHOUSE. 


Sterhal  Justice,  first  and  best 
Of  all  the  Virtues  !  Thou  whose  ear 
Is  ever  open  to  the  Oppressed : 
O  Thou  !  whom  purple  Tyrants  fear ; 
And  trembling  'midst  the  gorgeous  feast. 
See  high-suspended  o'er  their  head 
Thy  outstretched  arm,  and  ensigns  dread. 
And  that  huge  beam  aloft  pourtraycd 
By  which  their  secret  crimes  are  weighed, 
Balanced  in  thy  even  scale  ; 
Scanned  by  thy  all-fiearching  eye 
The  arts  of  Fabehood  nought  avail, 
Or  secret  Fraud,  or  bold  Impiety ! 
Slow  to  revenge,  yet  sure !  Ere  long 
Thy  judgments  shall  repay  the  wrong ; 
The  impious  in  their  mad  career  overtake, 
And  bid  within  their  breasts  the  scorpion  conscience 
wake. 

Clad  with  the  triple  lightning's  force, 

'Midst  heaven's  resplendent  archives  stored, 

Pavilioned  in  thick  darkness  sleeps  thy  sword ; 

Which  oft  cherubic  Ardors  bright 

Bathe  in  cerulean  founts  of  light, 

Or  on  the  blade  with  reverence  gaze ; 

When  flashing  strong  the  empyrean  blaze. 

It  leaps  in  terror  forth,  and  wings  its  destined  course ; 
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And  marked  with  many  a  sign  of  woe, 

Deals  around  its  fated  blow  : 

Unseen  by  mortal  eye,  thy  hand 

Bids  it  travel  through  the  land, 

And  mow  down  nations  at  a  sweep. 

Whene'er  to  appease  the  Almighty's  ire. 

The  fierce  Destroyer  walks  in  fire ;  ^ 

And  heard  in  awful  accents  deep, 

Thy  voice  proclaims  the  vengeance  nigh. 

The  fixed  decree  of  Jove,  and  mandate  of  the  sky. 

In  vain  beneath  the  sheltering  robe 

Of  darkness,  Vice  her  form  atrocious  veils, 

Or  walks,  with  forehead  unabashed  the  globe : 

Tis  thine,  to  mark  her  close  disguise. 

With  keen  observant  glance  to  trace 

The  varying  features  of  her  face, 

(Which  Falsehood's  mask  but  ill  conceals) 

And  with  prompt  speed  the  sorceress  chase 

Through  all  her  tortuous  paths,  and  foul  obliquities. 

Immersed  in  tenfold  shades  of  night. 

The  assassin  hears  thee  knocking  at  his  heart ; 

Transfixed  by  fell  Remorse's  dart. 

Inward  upon  himself  his  eyes 

He  turns :  exploring  by  thy  light. 

The  guilty  stains  of  scarlet  hue, 

That  glare  portentous  on  his  view. 

While  conscious  fears  his  soul  affright ; 

And  storms  of  wrath  and  indignation  dread,^ 

Seem  ready  to  displode,  irruptive,  on  his  head. 

Yet  oft',  in  their  preposterous  mood 

The  impious  triumph  ;  while  they  dream 

Of  acts  nefarious  that  defy 

The  sovereignty  that  sways  the  sky, 

That  thou  dost  nothing  deem. 

And  with  their  taunts  insult  the  good : 
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Inflated  with  prcsumpttious  pride 
The  lingering  thunders  they  deride, 
And  mock  at  him  whose  upright  thought 
But  meditates  the  thing  it  ought : 
Indulging  their  insensate  hope, 
On  thy  strong  buckler's  bosses  wide 
They  rush  regardless ;  bold  to  dare 
Thy  terrors,  and  provoke  the  war, 
As  if  their  feeble  arm  could  cope 
With  power  supernal.     Heaven  surveys 
With  scorn  the  vauntings  of  the  unjust  ; 
And  with  the  breath  of  her  displeasure  lays 
Their  trophies  in  the  dust. 

Daughter  of  sempiternal  Jove, 

Divine  Astr^.a  !  Blest  is  he 

By  no  vain  hopes  or  fears  misled. 

Who  dares  in  thy  firm  footsteps  tread. 

And  by  thy  dictates  sage  approve 

Each  act,  determined  to  be  free  : 

Lord  of  the  movements  of  his  soul, 

Who  by  no  partial  views  confined, 

Bids  in  diffusive  currents  roll 

Thy  liberal  gifts  that  bless  mankind  ; 

What  though  round  Merit's  lustrous  mien 

Detraction  dart  her  arrows  keen, 

And  Persecution's  monster- brood 

Imbrue  their  victim's  steps  in  blood ; 

What  though  awhile  thy  children  mourn 

Midst  Being's  thorny  wilds  forlorn  : 

Not  always  shall  the  Just  complain, 

Nor  heaven's  high  will  to  man  be  certified  in  vain. 

Fox  lo,  thou  comest !  In  mid  air, 
Thy  throne  a  thousand  seraphs  bear 
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In  long  progressive  order  through  the  skies. 

The  courts  of  thy  Great  Father !  On  the  day 

Of  final  retribution  thou  shalt  rise 

To  judge  with  righteousness  the  earth,  and  take 

Vengeance  on  the  transgressors  ;  on  their  head 

Thou  shalt  pour  out  the  vials  dread 

Of  fierce  displeasure  ;  and  within  them  wake 

Remorse,  and  tenfold  anguish,  and  dismay ; 

Through  countless  periods  doomed  to  feel 

The  •  iron  scourge  and  torturing  wheel, 

In  that  dark  gulph  Tartarean  chained. 

Which  Nemesis  of  old  ordained : 

Then  shall  the  faithful  triumph  :  they  that  stood 

The  firm  assertors  of  thy  laws, 

And  loved  thy  hallowed  mandates  high, 

With  joy  and  holy  transport  shall  appear 

Surviving  this  diurnal  sphere. 

The  heirs  of  immortality ! 

Honoured  with  approbation,  and  applause 

From  THE  Supreme  :  Unfolding  'midst  a  flood 

Of  light,  and  lucid  order.  Heaven's  design 

Consummated  at  length,  shall  throw 

New  splendours  o'er  this  scene  below, 

And  bid  'midst  Glory's  circlet  shine 

The  wisdom  of  the  Eternal  Cause ; 

Who  ere  He  Earth's  foundations  laid. 

Or  Ocean  in  his  balance  weighed. 

Willed,  that  from  thy  immortal  source 

Each  godlike  act  should  take  its  course, 

Combining  in  one  perfect  plan 

The  dignity,  the  rank,  and  happiness  of  Man. 

•  Whose  iron  scourge,  and  torturing  hour. 

GBAY's  ode   to   A0VER8ITT. 
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THE  RUINED  ORPHAN. 


BY  LAUftA  SOPHIA  TEMPLE, 


The  Wizard  of  Winter  is  rouz'd  from  his  sleep^ 
In  anger  he  comes  o'er  the  waves  of  the  deep  ; 
In  anger  he  comes, — hut  /  heed  not  his  roar. 
For  the  Wizard  of  Winter  can  vex  me  no  more. 
The  sea  fowl  retires  to  her  desolate  home, 
His  fury  has  warned  her  no  longer  to  roam ; 
But  I  may  the  frown  of  his  vengeance  defy, 
For  it  never  can  wither  my  blossoms  of  joy. 

Lo !  he  comes  to  the  bed  of  the  fragrant  flow'r, 
And  roots  up  the  beautiful  child  of  an  hour. 
Now  wildly  he  rides  through  the  regions  of  air, 
Destroying  whatever  is  goodly  and  fair. 
But  harmless  to  me  is  the  blast  of  his  wing ; 
The  bolts  of  his  wrath  he  is  welcome  to  fling ; 
For  my  callous  bosom  he  never  can  bruise; 
And  1  have  no  soul-valued  treasures  to  lose. 

Tis  the  morning  of  Summer  that  wakes  me  to  pain ; 
Tis  the  soft  song  of  pleasure  that  maddens  my  brain; 
For  Summer  may  come  in  the  pride  of  her  bloom, 
May  give  to  the  woodlands  their  wonted  perfume. 
And  the  vallies  may  echo  with  songs  of  delight. 
And  unmark'd  the  moments  pursue  their  gay  flight ; 
Yet  Summer  to  me  shall  no  image  present 
But  the  image  of  bliss  that  was  long  ago  spent* 
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For,  often  has  Nature  her  vestments  renew 'd, 
And  often  the  South-wind  his  wild  flight  pursued, 
Since  that  moment  arriv'd  which  was  big  with  my  fate^ 
Which  condemn'd  me  to  wander,  to  mourn,  and  to  hate ;, 
That  moment  when  villainy  doom'd  me  to  shame. 
And  from  Purity's  register  struck  out  my  name ; 
That  moment,  when  Falsehood  withdrew  from  my  sight. 
And  my  soul  plung'd  aghast  'mid  the  darkness  of  night. 

The  storm  has  blown  o'er  I — but  its  traces  are  left ; 
Like  a  wave-shatter'd  vessel  my  bosom  is  reft. 
As  the  roe  from  the  hunter,  I  fly  from  mankind. 
Or  the  shrunk  leaf  of  autumn  when  chac'd  by  the  wind* 
For  the  world  is  my  foe,  its  cold  glance  of  disdain 
Would  scowl  on  my  grief,  and  would  scoff"  at  my  pain  ; 
Fair  maidens  would  turn  from  this  eye  of  despair, 
As  tho'  the  foul  Fiend  of  Infection  dwelt  there. 

Yet  once  there  were  eyes  that  would  smile  upon  mine. 
But  the  Angel  of  Death  has  forbade  them  to  shine  ; 
There  wore  lips  that  could  chace  from  my  bosom  her  woe, 
And  the  purest  of  kisses  were  wont  to  bestow  ; 
There  were  arms  to  whose  shelter  I  fled  when  opprest, 
That  were  always  my  home,  and  my  haven  of  rest : 
But  quickly  from  Joy's  narrow  door  I  was  thrust ; — 
The  best  and  the  loveliest  now  moulders  in  dust. 

Yet  blest  to  escape — the  dark  whirlwind's  rude  swell 
Would  have  rent  thy  proud  soul  when  my  innocence  fell; 
Yes; — blest  to  the  earth's  darkling  womb  to  return. 
Ere  thy  cheek  had  been  taught  by  my  follies  to  burn; 
Ere  the  whispers  of  Rumour  had  poison'd  thine  ear 
With  the  tale  of  my  ruin, — the  source  of  my  tear; 
Ere  the  glare  of  conviction  had  taught  thee  to  prove 
That  the  foe  of  thy  peace  was  the  child  of  thy  love. 
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Ob,  s6enes  of  my  childhood !  I  view  you  once  more ; 
My  fancy  retires  from  this  wave-beaten  shore  ; 
My  fancy  retraces  that  lovely  abode, 
Where  the  steps  of  my  youth  and  my  innocence  trodf 
Oh,  scenes  of  my  childhood  !  I  fly  to  your  arms. 
And  gaze  with  a  lover's  fond  eye  on  your  charms ; 
For  still  your  wild  graces  shall  comfort  bestow, 
And  snatch  for  an  instant  my  spirit  from  woe* 

Ye  vallies  of  beauty  !   ye  summits  of  green  ! 

To  your  lovely  Eden  no  spoiler  has  been  ; 

And  Summer  shall  ever  your  graces  renew. 

Your  woods  of  rich  verdure,  your  skies  of  fair  blue. 

Jkfy  Summer  has  vanished  no  more  to  return, 

In  sadness  and  winter  I  ever  shall  mourn ; 

For  nought  can  the  lustre  of  Virtue  restore, 

When  cropt  are  her  blossoms,  they  flourish  no  more. 

Tis  true,  I  might  shorten  this  night  of  despair; 
With  '*  the  wings  of  a  dove"  I  might  fly  from  my  care. 
It  is  but  to  close  the  dark  curtain  of  life, 
To  drown  in  oblivion  its  turmoil  and  strife; 
Since  no  tear  of  pity  for  me  would  be  slied; 
Forgotten  by  all,  I  should  sleep  with  the  dead; 
No  sorrowing  parent  would  hang  o'er  my  grave. 
Where  the  tall  bearded  thistle  should  mournfully  wave. 

Yet,  No !  I  will  bow  to  the  vigours  of  fate. 

For  peace  yet  awaits  me, — nor  distant  the  date* 

Repentance  is  mine,  and  behold,  from  on  high^ 

Faith  beckons  my  fluttering  soul  to  the  sky : 

She  tells  me  to  call  on  the  God  of  my  youth, 

She  bids  me  to  trust  to  his  mercy  and  truth, 

And  whispers,  **  These  words  are  recorded  in  Heav'n— 

**  Poor  wand'rer  look  up,  for  thy  sins  are  forgi/n/' 

EXITER,  FIB.  9,  1806. 
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ODE. 

AY    MR.   SHAW. 


Ye  lofty  woods,  that  proudly  sweep 

Along  the  hill,  along  the  plain, 
That  in  your  bounds  fair  pastures  keep, 

And  fields  enrich'd  with  golden  grain : 

Ah !  not  for  me  this  ample  space 
Of  hill  and  vale  ye  proudly  sweep ; 

Nor  yet  for  me  your  groves  embrace 
Rich  fields  and  pastures  white  with  sheep. 

Yet  let  me  praise  you,  not  in  vain 
That  your  dark  solitudes  among 

I  may  of  fate  unkind  complain, 
And  love's  reward  delayed  too  long: 

Yet  let  me  praise  you,  that  I  may 

On  your  smooth  trees  the  name  engrave 

Of  her  from  whom  so  far  I  stray, 
To  wayward  destinies  a  slave. 

O  mighty  lords,  ye  to  whose  share 
These  woods  and  fields,  and  pastures  fall^ 

How  long  to  you  alone  her  care 
Shall  Fortune  lend,  deaf  to  my  call  f 

Still  busy  for  your  state  and  power. 
Fair  lands,  proud  mansions  to  provide ; 

When  will  she  rear  my  humble  bower, 
When  will  she  give  to  mc  my  bride  f 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  ALCINA. 

FROM  THE  ITALUN  OF  ARIOSTO. 


Her  form  with  richer  charms  was  blest 
Than  glowing  pencil  e'er  exprest ; 
Her  hair  in  many  a  wanton  fold 
Wav'd  long  and  bright  as  purest  gold  ; 
O'er  her  warm  cheek  were  sweetly  spread 
The  lily's  white,  the  rose's  red  : 
Her  forehead  such,  the  ivory's  hue 
Was  ne'er  so  fair  and  polish'd  too. 

Crown'd  by  two  sable  arches  shone. 
Each,  bright  as  e'er  was  noon-day's  sun, 
Two  darkly- beauteous  eyes  that  stole, 
Beaming  soft  pity  to  the  soul. 
There  Love  eternal  basking  lay, 
There  pruned  his  wings  in  fraudful  play, 
And  ambusii'd  threw,  with  fatal  arts, 
His  quiver'd  store  at  heedless  hearts# 

Beneath,  with  every  charm  bespread, 
With  all  its  native  glowing  red, 
A  beauteous  mouth  by  turns  reveals. 
By  turns,  the  pearls  within,  conceals. 
Hence,  the  mild  accent  sweetly  flows. 
That  calms  the  rage  that  fiercest  glows ; 
And  hence  the  smile  receives  its  rise, 
That  opes  the  gate  to  paradise. 
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White  as  the  pride  of  drifted  snows. 
Her  well-proportion'd  bosom  rose : 
While  as  the  gently-curling  main 
Swells  to  the  breeze  and  sinks  again. 
Each  lovely  orb  with  softer  swell, 
More  sweetly  rose,  more  sweetly  felL 
Ah,  what  transporting  charms  concealed 
Might  well  be  guess*d  from  those  reveal'd. 


STANZAS, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAVOURITE  BIRD. 

BY    W,    llOLLOWAY. 

Though  ne'er  on  the  bough  of  the  hedge-row  or  grove, 
Thou  didst  build  the  soft  nest,  or  attune  the  sweet  lay, 

Enjoy  the  fresh  shade  of  the  woodbine  alcove, 

Or  rouse  the  dull  swains,  at  the  peep  of  young  day, 

Yet  still  hast  thou  'scap'd  all  the  snares  of  mankind. 
The  snares  which  on  Innocence  ever  attend  ; 

For  liberty  lost  thou  hast  never  repin'd. 

Hast  never  known  want,  nor  e'er  needed  a  friend. 

But  ah!  cruel  Fate,  with  aim  sudden  and  sure. 
Has  mark'd  thee  her  victim,  and  laid  thee  to  rest  I 

For  Lesbia's  fam'd  bird  not  a  tear  flow'd  more  pure, 
Nor  lighter  the  green  sod  repos'd  on  his  breast. 

Farewell,  little  Warbler  !  To  those  who  deplore, 
Would  the  Muse  this  suggestion  prefer,  and  repeat— 

For  the  moral  shall  hold  when  the  sorrow* s  no  more — 
"  Mat/  your  Hv^s  be  as  calm,  and  your  exits  as  sweet! 
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PRO  PATRIA  MORI. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  BURGER. 


PoR  virtue,  freedom,  human  rights,  to  fall, 
Beseems  the  brave :  it  is  a  Saviour^s  death  1 

Of  heroes  only  the  most  pure  of  all 
Thus  with  their  heart's  blood  tinge  the  battle-heath» 

^nd  this  proud  death  is  seemliest  in  the  man 
Who  for  a  kindred  race,  a  country  bleeds : 

Three  hundred  Spartans  form  the  shining  van 
Of  those^  whom  fame  in  this  high  triumph  leads. 

Great  is  the  death  for  a  good  prince  incurred  ; 

Who  wields  the  sceptre  with  benignant  hand : 
Well  may  for  him  the  noble  bare  his  sword, 

Falling  he  earns  the  blessings  of  a  laud. 

Death  for  friend,  parent,  child,  or  her  we  love. 
If  not  so  great,  is  beauteous  to  behold  : 

This  the  fine  tumults  of  the  heart  approve ; 
It  is  the  walk  to  death  unbought  of  gold. 

But  for  mere  majesty  to  meet  a  wound — 

Who  holds  that  great  or  glorious,  he  mistakes : 

That  is  the  fury  of  the  pamper'd  hound, 
Which  envy,  anger,  or  the  whip  awakes. 

And  for  a  tyrant's  sake  to  seek  a  jaunt 
To  hell-'s  a  death  which  only  hell  enjoys : 

Where  such  a  hero  fiEills — the  gibbet  plant, 
A  murderer's  trophy,  and  a  plunderer's  prize. 

VOL.  VI,  y 
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TRANSLATION. 

A  POEM. 

IT   THOMAS    FRAH CKLIN  •,  FELLOW   OF  TWHrtT* 
COLLEGE,    CAMBRIDGE. 

ggg  g 

^SucH  is  our  pride,  oor  folly,  of  our  fete, 
That  few,  but  such  as  cannot  write,  tramlate.*^ 
So  Den  HAM  sung,  who  well  the  labour  knew  ; 
And  an  age  past  has  left  the  maxim  true. 
Wit  OS  of  old,  a  proud  iinperious  Lord»  • 
Disdains  the  plenty  of  another's  board ; 
^nd  haughty  Genius  seeks,  like  Philip's  son^ 
Paths  never  trod  before,  and  worlds  unknown. 
"Unaw'd  by  these,  whilst  hands  impure  dispense 
The  sacred  streams  of  antient  eloquence, 
Pedants  assume  the  task  for  scholars  fit, 
And  blockheads  rise  interpreters  of  wit. 

In  the  fair  field  the  vet'ran  armies  stand, 
A  firm,  unconquer'H,  formidable  band, 
When  lo !  Translation  comes  and  levels  all ; 
By  vulgar  hands  the  bravest  heroes  fall. 
On  eagle's  wings  see  lofty  Pindar  soar ; 
t  Cowley  attacks,  and  Pindar  is  wo  morcr 

*  The  translator  of  Sophocles.  This  poem  was  publishcdl  '» 
1754,  and  was  dedicated  to  the  Earls  of  GraBville,  Chesteraeld» 
and  Orrery. 

t  Nothing  can  be  more  contemptible  than  the  translations  and 
imitations  of  Fiudar  done  b^  Cowley,  which  yet  havo  lui^  ^«ir 
admirers* 
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•  ^?^  Tibur  s  swan  the  muses  wept  in  vtin, 
1^  ^^^J  mourn'd  their  bard  by  cruel  Dunster  slain*-   . 
^^y  Ogilby  and  Trap  great  Maro  fell, 
"^^  Homer  dy'd  by  Chapman  and  OzelL  '  : 

^n  blest  Arabia's  plains  unfading  blow  i 

^w'rs  ever  fragrant,  fruits  immortal  grow ;  ^  * 

northern  climes  th' unwilling  guests  coiivey, 
e  fruit  shall  wither,  and  the  flow'r  decay  ; 
V'n  so  when  here  the  sweets  of  Athens  come^ 
^^r  the  fair  produce  of  imperial  Rome, 
I^hey  pine  and  sicken  in  th'unfriendJy  shade, 
't'teir  roses  droop,  and  all  their  laurels  fade. 

X  The  modern  critic,  whose  unlettered  pride, 
^ig  with  itself,  contemns  the  world  beside, 
l€  haply  told  that  Terence  once  cou'd  charm, 
^ach  feeling  heart  that  Sophocles  cou'd  warm, 
Scours  ev'ry  stall  for  Echard's  dirty  page, 
§  Or  pores  in  Adams  for  th'Athenian  stage; 
\Vith  joy  he  reads  the  servile  mimics  o'er, 
l^leas'd  to  discover  whatvhe  guess'd  before  ; 
II  Concludes  that  Attic  wit*s  extremely  low; 
**  And  gives  up  Greece  to  Wotton  and  Perrault» 

*  See  Horace's  Epistles,  Satires,  and  Art  of  Poetryi  doMf  into 
English  by  6.  Dunster,  D.  D.  Prebendary  of  Sarum. 

t  See  their  translations  of  Homer  and  Virgil. 

^  Les  belles  traductions  (says  Boilean)  sont  des  prenves  sans 
i^eplique  en  faveur  des  nncieiis,  qu'on  leur  donne  les  Kacines  pour 
interpretes,  &  ils  scauront  plaire  aujourdhai  comme  aatreifois. 
C^ertain  it  is,  that  the  contempt,  in  which  the  antients  arc  held  by 
^he  illiterate  wits  of  the  present  age,  is  in  a  great  measure  owing 
%o  the  number  of  bad  translations. 

§  See  Adams's  prose  translation  of  Sophocles. 

11  A  favourite  coffee-house  phrase. 

**  See  Wotton's  discourse  on  antient  and  modern  learning, 
and  Perrault*s  defence  of  his  Sieclc  de  Louis  XIV. 

Y  2 


)wn; 

es  shine,  O 

ous  line,  > 

livine.  3 


Our  shallow  language,  shallower  judges  say^ 
Can  ne'er  the  force  of  antient  sense  convey. 

As  well  might  Vanbrugh  ev'ry  stone  revile 
That  swelb  enormous  Blenheim's  awkward  pile  ; 
The  guiltless  pen  as  well  might  Mauro  blame, 
*  For  writing  ill,  and  sullying  Arthur's  fame; 
Successless  lovers  blast  the  maid  they  woo'd, 
And  these  a  tongue  they  never  understood  ; 
That  tongue,  which  gave  immortal  Shakespeare  fame, 
Which  boasts  a  Prior^s,  and  a  Thomson's  name ; 
Graceful  and  chaste  which  flows  in  Addison, 
With  native  charms,  and  vigour  all  its  own ; 
In  Bolingbroke  and  Swift,  whose  beauties 
In  Rowe's  soft  numbers,  Johnson's  nervous 
Dryden's  free  vein,  and  Milton's  work  divine. 

But,  such,  alas !  disdain  to  borrow  fame, 
Or  live  like  dulness  in  another's  name ; 
And  hence  the  task  for  noblest  souls  design'd, 
Giv'n  to  the  weak,  the  tasteless,  and  the  blind ; 
To  some  low  wretch,  who  prostitute  for  pay 
+  Lets  out  to  Curll  the  labours  of  the  day. 
Careless  who  hurries  o'er  th'  unblotted  line. 
Impatient  still  to  finish  and  to  dine ; 
Or  some  pale  pedant,  whose  encumber'd  brain 
O'er  the  dull  page  hath  toil'd  for  years  in  vain, 
Who  writes  at  last  ambitiously  to  shew 
How  much  a  fool  may  read,  how  little  know.     - 
Can  these  on  fancy's  wing  with  Plato  soar? 
Can  these  a  Tully's  active  mind  explore? 
Great  nature's  secret  springs  can  these  reveal, 
Or  paint  those  passions,  which  they  ne'er  cou'd  feel? 

*  See  Blackinore's  King  Arthur,  an  heroic  poem. 

t  Most  of  the  bad  translations,  which  we  have  ef  eminent  aa« 
thors,  were  done  bv  garreteers  under  the  inspection  of  this  gen- 
tleman, who  paid  them  by  the  sheet  for  their  hasty  performances. 
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Yet  will  they  dare  the  pondrous  lance  to  wield. 
Yet  will  they  strive  to  lift  the  seven-fold  shield^ 
The  rock  of  Ajax  ev'ry  child  wou'd  throw, 
And  ev'ry  stripling  bend  Ulysses'  bow. 

*  There  are,  who  timid  line  by  line  pursue^ 
Anxious  to  keep  th'  Original  in  view; 

Who  mark  each  footstep  where  their  master  trod, 
And  after  all  their  pains  have  mist  the  road. 

*  There  are,  an  author's  seijise  who  boldly  quit, 
As  if  asham'd  to  own  the  debt  of  wit ; 

Who  leave  Uieir  fellow-traveller  on  the  shore. 
Launch  in  the  deep,  and  part  to  meet  no  more. 

*  Some  from  reflection  catch  the  weaken'd  ray, 
And  scarce  a  gleam  of  doubtful  sense  convey, 
Present  a  picture's  picture  to  your  view, 
Where  not  a  line  is  just  or  feature  true. 

Thu$  Greece  and  Home,  in  modern  dress  array'd, 
Is  but  Antiquity  in  masquerade. 
Disguis'd  in  Oldsworth's  verse  or  Watson's  prose, 
What  classic  friend  his  alter'd  Flaccus  knows  ? 
t  Whilst  great  Longinus  gives  to  Welsted  fame, 
J  And  Tacitus  to  Gordon  lends  his  name, 

*  The  reader  ^ill  easily  recollect  instances  to  illastrate  each  of 
these  remarks,  more  especially  the  last ;  half  of  oar  translations 
being  done  from  translations  by  such  as  were  never  able  to  con- 
sult the  original.  One  of  these  gentlemen  having  occasion  in  his 
yersion  to  mention  Dionysius  pf  Halicarnassust  not  having  the 
good  fortune  to  be  acquainted  with  any  such  writer^  makes  use  of 
the  French  liberty  of  curtailing,  and  without  scruple  calls  him 
Dennis  of  Halicarnassus.  Mi^itakes  as  gross  as  this  often  occur, 
though  perhaps  not  many  altogether  so  ridiculous. 

t  See  Welsted*s  translation  of  Longinus,  done  almost  word  for 
word  from  Boileau. 

t  This  gentleman  translated  Tacitns  in  a  very  stiff  and  affected 
manner,  transposing  words,  and  placing  the  verb  at  the  end  of  the 
sentence,  according  to  the  I^atin  idiom.  He  was  called  in  his  life- 
time Tacitus-Gord^ 
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Unmeamng  strains  debase  the  MatittiBn  mnse. 
And  Terence  speaks  the  language  of  the  stews* 

In  learning  thus  must  Britain^s  sons  decay. 
And  see  her  rival  bear  the  priije  a\vaj, 
*  In  arts  as  well  as  arms  to  Gallia  yieldi 
And  own  her  happier  skill  in  either  field?  • 
f  See  where  her  boasted  d'Ablancourt  appears^ 
Her  Mongualts,  Brumoys,  Olivets,  I>aciers  j 
Careful  to  make  each  antient's  merit  known,  <    •  t 
"Who  just  to  others  fame  have  rais'd  their  own;- 
Nor  wonder  these  should  claim  superior  praise; 
A  nation  thanks  them  and  a  ihonarchpays. 
Far  other  fate  attends  our  hireling  bard  ; 
A  sneer  his  praise,  a  pittance  his  reward, 
The  butt  of  wit,  and  jest  of  every  muse, 
Foes  laugh  to  scorn,  and  even  friends  abuse, 
J  The  great  Translator  bids  each  dunce  translate. 
And  ranks  us  all  with  Tibbald  and  with  Tate.    ' 


♦  It  was  raid  by  a  great  wit  in  the  ^ast  war,  that  lie  -should 
never  doabt  of  our  success,  if  we  could  once  bring  onrseW^  to 
hate  the  French  as  heartily  as  we  do  the  arts  and  scieikces.  It  is 
indisputable}  that  they  are  iiiOre  warmly  encouraged,  and  conse- 
quently more  cultivated  and  improved  in  France  than  amongst  us. 
Their  translations  (especially  in  profc)  are  acknowledged  to  be 
more  faithful  and  correct,  and  in  general  more  lively  anid  spirited 
than  ours. 

t  The  French  had  so  high  an  opinion  of  d'Ablai\conrt^s  VKftilt 
us  to  think  him  deserving  of  the  following  epitaph : 
L'illustre  d'Ablancourt  repose  en  ce  tombeau. 
Son  genie  a  son  si^cle  a  servi  de  flambeau. 
Pans  ses  fanieux  ecrits  toute  la  France  admire 
Des  Grec5  &  des  Romains  les  precieux  tresor^ ; 

A  son  trepas  on  ne  peut  dire 
Qui  perd  le  pluf,  des  vivans  on  des  morts. 

t  Pope,  in  his  Epistle  to  Arbuthnot,  after  bis  cnnmeratMB  of 
doDcefli,  concludes  with  the!«e  two  lines. 
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But  know,  whatever  proud  Art  hath  calFd  her  oK&y 
he  breathing  canvas,  and  the  sculptured  stone, 
he  poets  verse ;  'tis  Imitation  all ; 
reat  Nature  only  is  Original.  ..    I 

er  various  charms  in  various  forms  expressed,  - 
TThey  best  have  pleas'd  us,  who  have  copy^d  b€»t; 
And  those  still  shine  more  eminently  bright, 
Who  shew  the  goddess  in  the  fairest  light.  :  ft/. 

So  when  great  Shakespeare  to  his  Garrick  join'd^ 
With  mutual  aid  conspire  to  rouse  the  mind,  /•'; 

Tis  not  a  scene  of  idle  mimickry,  : ! 

Tis  Lear's,  Hamlet's,  Richard's  self  w©  see. ; 
We  feel  the  actor's  strength,  the  poet's  .^e ; 
With  joy  we  praise,  with  rapture  we  admire, 
To  see  such  pow'rs  within  the  reach  of  art. 
And  fiction  thus  subdue  the  human  heart. 

When  Sarto's  pencil  trac'd  the  faithful  line,  *  ! 

Bo  just  each  stroke,  so  equal  the  design, 
^  That  pleas'd  he  saw  astonish'd  Julio  stand, 
^or  know  his  own,  nor  Raphael's  magic  hand ; 
flushing  to  find  himself  enamoured  grown 
Qf  rival  charms  and  beauties  not  his  own.. 

All  these  ipy  modest  satire  bade  tnmsiate. 
And  own'd  that  nine  such  poets  made  a  Tatel 
I  make  no  donbt  but  the  very  despicable  light,  iq  which  transl»> 
Yion  is  here  represented,  may  have  deterred  many  from  engaging 
in  it,  who  would  perhaps  have  made  no  contemptible  figure  io 
that  branch  of  literature. 

*  Andrea  del  Sarto,  being  desired  by  Frederic  duke  of  Mantna 
to  copy  a  picture  of  Leo  X.  did  it  with  so  much  jastness*  that  Julio 
Komanoy  who  drew  the  drapery  of  that  piece  under  Raphael, 
took  his  copy  for  the  original,  and  said,  to  Vasari,  **  Don't  I  set  thu 
strokes  that  I  struck  with  my  own  hand ;"  but  Vasari  shewing  hiii| 
Pel  Sarto*s  mark,  he  was  convinced  of  his  mistake. 

The  story  is  told  at  large  in  the  27th  chapter  of  the^first  boqkpf 
P^  File's  Art  of  Fainting. 
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Theirs  be  the  task  to  comment  and  translate. 
Like  these  who  judge,  like  these  who  imitate. 

*  Unless  an  author  like  a  mistress  warms. 
How  shall  we  hide  his  faults,  or  taste  his  charms, 
How  all  his  modest,  latent  beauties  find, 
How  trace  each  lovelier  feature  of  the  mind. 
Soften  each  blemish,  and  each  grace  improve. 
And  treat  him  with  the  dignity  of  love  ? 

Tis  not  enough  that,  fraught  with  learning's  store, 
By  the  dim  lamp  the  tasteless  critic  pore, 
Tis  not  enough  that  wit's  misguiding  ray 
Uncertain  glance,  and  yield  a  doubtful  day, 
Not  ev'n  when  both  by  partial  nature  giv'n 
United  bless  the  favourite  of  heav'n ; 
t  Unless,  by  secret  sympathy  combined. 
The  faithful  glass  reflects  its  kindred  mind  ; 
Unless  from  soul  to  soul  th'  imparted  fire 
Congenial  catch,  and  kindle  warm  desire  ; 
Ev'n  such  as  lives  in  Rowe's  enraptur-d  strain, 
And  gives  Pharsalia  to  our  eyes  again, 
Where  glowing  in  each  animated  line, 
J  We  see  the  fiery  soul  of  Lucan  shine ;      , 
Or  such  as  gilds  the  fair  historic  page, 
§  For  Smith  reserved  to  grace  our  latter  age  j 
Such  as  o'er  Dryden  all  its  influence  shed. 
And  bade  his  muse  recall  the  mighty  dead^ 
Such  as  in  Pope's  extensive  genius  shone, 
And  made  immortal  Homer  all  our  own. 

f  Roscommon  says, 

"  Chuse  then  an  author  as  you  chase  a  friend.'- 
perhaps  the  image  is  better  drawn  from  the  more  lively  passion. 

t  A  bias  of  inclination  towards  a  particular  author,  and  a  simi- 
larity  of  genius  in  the  translator  seem  more  inmiediately  necessary 
than  wit  or  learning. 

t  See  Howe's  translation  of  Lucan's  Pharsalia,  at  the  end  of 
which  is  a  short  supplement  written  in  the  true  spirit  of  the  original. 

$  See  Smith's  translation  of  Thucydides,  lately  published. 
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View  all  that  proud  antiquity  displays. 
Count  o'er  her  boasted  heirs  of  endless  prai«e, 
Who  thought  so  nobly  or  who  wrote  so  well, 
Britain  can  shew  th'  illustrious  parallel. 
Methinks  I  hear  each  venerable  shade 
For  base  neglect  his  genuine  sons  upbraid. 
Why  wou'd  not  Congreve  Afer's  charms  revive, 
*  Or  tender  Hammond  bid  Tibullus  live  ? 
Plautus  had  pleas'd  in  Vanbrugh's  looser  page. 
And  Otway  should  have  trod  the  Grsecian  stage ; 
Lucian  would  shine  unveilM  by  Swift  alone, 
And  Tully  calls  in  vain  for  Middleton  ; 
A  Livy's  sense  demands  a  St.  John's  style, 
And  Plato  asks  a  Mclmoth  or  a  Boyle. 

Ev'n  now  there  are,  ere  learning  take  her  flight, 
And  gotliic  darkness  spread  a  second  night ; 
Tho'  science  droop,  and  ling' ring  arts  decay. 
There  are,  who  gild  the  evening  of  our  day. 
Once  more  behold,  majestic  in  her  tears, 
+  By  Gray  adorn'd,  fair  Elegy  appears, 
J.  Whilst  by  her  side  ihe  soft  Elfrida  stands, 
And  all  our  love  and  all  our  grief  demands ; 
§  With  Roman  spirit  Johnson's  manly  page 
Rises  severe  to  scourge  a  venal  age ; 
II  Brown  draws  the  pen  in  sacred  truth's  defenc^ 
If  And  Armstrong  paints  his  own  benevolence. 

*  Hammond,  author  of  Love  Elegies. 

+  See  Elegy  in  a  country  churchyard* 

i  Elfrida,  by  Mr.  Masou 

§  Samuel  Johnson,  author  of  the  Rambler,  and  also  of  two  fine 
imitations  of  Juvenal. 

II  See  Essay  on  the  Characteristics  of  Lord  Shaftesbury. 

5f  See  an  Epistle  on  Benevolence,  by  Dr.  Armstrong ;  so  weU 
known  for  his  celebrated  Poem  on  Ilealtti,  one  of  the  best  j)^- 
formances  in  the  English  language. 
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From  antient  models  these  exalted  few 
Their  fairest  forms  and  bright  ideas  drew; 
We  know  the  fountain  whence  the  waters  carne^ 
Nor  wonder  at  the  clearness  of  the  stream. 

Yet  still  fair  Greece,  we  see  thy  garlands  torn. 
We  see  thee  still  thy  widow'd  altars  mourn  ; 
On  us  thy  heroes  still  superior  frown. 
Or  look  with  awful  indignation  down  ; 
The  tears  of  Rome  for  injur'd  learning  flow. 
And  Athens  grieves  that  Britain  is  her  foe. 

Will  you  not  rise  then,  O  !  ye  sons  of  fame. 
To  vindicate  the  Greek  and  Roman  name? 
On  friends  opprcss'd  your  gcn'rous  aid  bestow, 
And  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude  you  owe? 
Or  can  you  still  their  wrongs  unpitying  see, 
*  Nor  social  join  with  Warton  and  with  Me  ? 

Whilst  round  his  brows  the  Mantuan  ivy  twine. 
Cautious  to  tread  in  Attic  paths  be  mine ;    - 
To  fame  unknown,  but  emulous  to  please, 
Trembling  I  seek  th*  immortal  Sophocles, 

Genius  of  Greece  do  thou  my  breast  inspire 
With  some  warm  portion  of  thy  poet's  fire. 
From  hands  profane  defend  his  much  lov'd  name  j 
•f  From  cruel  Tib  bald  wrest  his  mangled  fame  ; 
Give  him  once  more  to  bid  the  heart  o'erflow 
In  graceful  tears,  and  sympathizing  woe ; 
A  father's  death  with  soft  Electra  mourn. 
Or  shed  her  sorrows  o'er  a  brother's  urn ; 
Or  fair  Aiuii:;onc  her  griefs  relate; 
Or  poor  Tccniessa  weep  her  hapless  state; 
Or  QLdipus  revolve  the  dark  decrees  of  fate. 

♦  Mr.  Warton  has  lately  published  a  new  translation  of  fhe 
Eclogues  and  Georgics  of  Virgil,  and  joined  it  to  Mr.  Pitt's  excel- 
lent IransFation  of  the  .^Elneid. 

t  Tibbald  (or  Theobald)  translated  two  or  three  plays  of  So- 
fj^oclc!:,  and  tl.'jaten'd  the  public  with  more. 
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CouM  I  like  him  the  yarious  passions  move, 
Granville  wou'd  smile^  and  Chest^eld  approve; 
Each  letter'd  son  oi  science  wouM  commend. 
Each  gentle  muse  wou'd  mark  me  for  her  friend; 
Isis  iren-plebl'd: yrb\x'4 join  asister'3  jpraise, 
^nd  Cam  applauding  consecrate  the  lays. 
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How  sadly  from  the  withered  spray 

The  falling  leaves  bestrew  the  vale ; 
Whilst  Nature,  as  she  dies  away, 

Is  heard  to  groan  in  every  gale ! 
Winter,  hark  !  that  savage  howl 

Proclaims  thy  tyrant  footsteps  hear, 
Yet  I  with  joy  can  see  thee  scowl, 

And  meet  thy  brow  austere. 

If  mov'd  in  one  unvaried  round, 

How  soon,  alas !  this  life  would  cloy! 
In  every  age  some  charms  are  found, 

And  every  season  has  its  joy. 
Let  Summer  boast  her  choice  delights, 

The  cooling  shade,  the  flowery  plain ; 
But  friendship,  love,  and  social  nights. 

Are  Winter  in  thy  train. 


3S3 


PROLOGUE 


TO  THE  MINIATURE  PICTURE  *. 


BY  THE  RIGHT  HOU.  R.  B.  SHERIDAK. 


Chill'd  by  rude  gales,  while  yet  reluctant  May 
Withholds  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  day, 
As  some  fond  maid,  whom  matron  frowns  repro¥c, 
Suspends  the  smile  her  heart  devote?  to  love, 
The  Season's  pleasures  too  delay  their  hour. 
And  Winter  revels  with  protracted  power; 
Then  blame  not,  Critics,  if  thiis  late  we  brii\g 
A  Winter's  Drama,  but  reproach  the  Spri-Dg. 
What  prudent  Cit  dares  yet  the  season  trust. 
Bask  in  his  whiskey,  and  enjoy  the  dust? 
Hors'd  in  Cheapside,  scarce  yet  the  gayer  Spark 
Achieves  the  S\inday  triun[^ph  of  the  Park ; 
Scarce  yet  you  see  him,  dre^dii\g  to  be  late. 
Scour  the  New  Road,  and  dash  thro'Grosvenor-gate; 
Anxious — yet  timorous  too— his  steed  to  shew, 
The  hack  Bucephalus  of  Rotten- row  1 
Careless  he  seems,  yet  vigilantly  sly> 
Wooes  the  stray  glance  of  ladies  passing  by. 
While  his  off  heel,  insidiously  aside. 
Provokes  the  caper  which  he  seems  to  chide. 
Scarce  rural  Kensington  due  honour  gains. 
The  vulgar  verdure  of  her  walks  remains  I 

*  This  prologue  was  also  spoken  before  the  play  of  Pizarro* 
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liere  while-rob'd  Misses  amble  two  by  two, 
odding  to  booted  Beaux — "  How*  do,  how'  do  ?" 
ith  gpn'rous  questions  that  no  answer  wait — 
How  vastly  full !'  AVt  you  come  vastly  late  ? 
Fn't  it  quite  charming?  When  do  you  leave  town  ? 
AVt  you  quite  tir'd  ?  Pray  can  we  set  you  down  f 
lese  suburb  pleasures  of  a  London  May, 
aperfect  yet,  we  hail  the  cold  delay. — 
lould  our  Play  please — and  you're  indulgent  ever — 
indly  decree — **  'Tis  better  late  than  never." 


TRANSLATION 

>r   A   LATIN   FOEM   OF    POLITIAN   TO    LORENZO    I%£ 

MEDICI. 

While  burning  with  poetic  fire, 

To  you  I  tune  th'  applausive  lyre; 

The  jeering  rabble  slyly  note 

(And  well  they  may)  my  threadbare  coat, 

My  shoes,  that,  gall'd  by  constant  wearing, 

Threaten  to  give  my  toes  an  airing. 

The  rogues  but  ill  conceal  their  smirking, 

When  they  remark  my  ragged  jerkin  ; 

They  cry,  I'm  but  a  scurvy  poet, 

And  swear  my  shabby  tatters  show  it : 

While  you,  Lorenzo,  so  bep raise  me. 

Your  flatt'ry's  sure,  enough  to  craze  me. 

But  prove  your  eulogies  sincere; 

Have  mercy  on  my  character, 

And  (no  great  boon  your  bard  beseeches) 

Send  me — at  least,  a  pair  of  breecaes. 


S34 
THE  DEATH  OF  WOLSEV. 

AN  ELEGY, 

BY  THE   REV.   J.    H.    POTT. 


SuLLEK  and  slow  from  *Cawood's  lessening  spires, 
Unheeded  nqw,  the  mournful  traia- retires. 
Ah  where's  the  thronging  crowd)  the  long  array? 
Could  one  keen  blast  sweep  all  so  soon  away  ? 

Powder  makes  no  friends  that  humble  need  can  claim^ 
The  wretch  who  meanly  sought,  will  spurn  the  nanu^ 
The  slaves  whom  fortune  with  a  nod  hath  sway'd 
Distress  in  vain  shall  beckon  to  her  aid. 

Ah  wretched  Wolsey !  these  no  more  remain, 
But  fancy  still  perceives  another  train : 
Remorse,  and  shame,  the  tyrants  of  the  hiind. 
And  hated  malice,  thronging  press  behind. 

And  see  where  hooting  envy  claps  her  hands  ; 
High  on  the  distant  castle's  height  she  stands. 
And  gladly  beck'ning  round  her  muffled  train. 
Points  to  the  conquest^  which  they  help'd  to  gain. 

O  thou,  reflected  in  whose  starting  tears. 
The  image  of  a  melting  heart  appears, 
From  whence  the  dews  of  silent  sorrow  flow. 
Whose  Ipcks  so  oft  have  dry'd  the  cheeks  of  woe, 

*  Cawd^d  in  Yorksliirey  to  which  Wolsey  had  retiredi  and 
vhere  he  was  arrested^  in  order  to  be  ^arr|e4  to  London. 
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Soft  pity !  thou  whose  swelling  eyes  still  bend 
O'er  some  sail  object,  maid  of  beayen  descend  2 
Ah  let  one  face  of  generous  grief  be  near ; 
^hy  store  can  ypare  for  helpless  age  a  tear. 

And  thou  whose  eyes  with  patient  hope  serene. 
Still  look  to  heaVn,  and  scorn  this  languid  scene : 
Calm  resignation  I  teach  him  how  to  prize 
That  awful  hour  on  which  thy  faith  relies. 

A  busy  life  demands  a  serious  close  ; 

And  grief  can  ask  no  more  than  soft  repose. 

That  ease  is  death's,  when  kings  shall  frown  no  more| 

And  victims  bless  the  stroke,  they  fear'd  before. 

Then  heart-wrung  grief  shall  draw  a  longer  lot. 
The  scalding  tear  of  yesterday  forgot ; 
Then  shall  the  cloud  that  frown'd  upon  the  sight 
Disclose  its  brighter  side,  its  tints  of  light. 

Already  sickness  chills  the  small  remains 
Of  vital  heat  that  warms  his  withered  veins. 
Already  from  bis  eyes  its  fires  has  stole, 
Revealing  there  the  fears  that  load  his  soul. 

That  force  elastic  which  can  rise  tho'  prest 
With  sorrows  load,  forsakes  his  aged  breast ; 
The  weakened  fraiAe  receives  the  galling  weighty 
Feels  its  diminished  strength,  and  yields  to  tate. 

Tears  fill  the  furrows  of  his  reverend  cheek, 
Whose  sHent  rhetoric  proves  language  weak. 
Each  heart  must  sicken  when  a  man  shall  weep, 
A  great  man's  tears  inflict  a  shock  too  deep. 

Too  strong  the  conflict.     Nature  sinks  oppressed. 
What  gate  stands  wide  to  succour  the  distressed  f 
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Religion's  holy  mansion  •  rises  near, 
No  son  of  woe  can  come  a  stranger  there. 

There  pious  hands  shall  thrust  the  har  aside ; 
Slow  to  her  humble  door,  too  low  for  pride, 
Till  pride  shall  stoop,  they  bear  their  painful  load, 
There  sorrow  oft  has  found  a  safe  abode. 

With  kind  concern  and  hospitable  care, 
The  sons  of  peace  each  needful  help  prepare, 
An  anxious  readiness  in  each  appears, 
For  all  with  pity  view  his  helpless  years. 

Soon  as. his  rank,  and  high  estate  they  learn. 
Respect  and  wonder  swell  their  first  concern  ; 
In  vain  they  strive  ;  for  Oh  no  kindling  breath 
Can  e'er  renew  the  flame  once  chill'd  by  death* 

His  eyes  already  lose  their  sickly  gloom, 
For  well  he  feels  his  hour  of  peace  is  come. 
These  faultering  words^  whose  accents  last  shall  leave 
His  trembling  lips,  the  pious  train  receive. 

**  O  sad  mistake  !  O  vain  misguiding  light, 
"  Pursued  alas  too  far,  as  false,  as  bright! 
*'  O  fatal  error,  ill  repented  now, 
*'  O  wretch,  before  a  mortal  God  to  bow  ! 

"  Had  I,  just  God  of  truth,  obeyed  thy  word 
•'  Witli  half  the  zeal  I  serv'd  an  earthly  Lord, 
**  Thou  ne'er  had'st  left  me  in  my  friendless  hour, 
"  Thus  old,  to  feel  the  scourge  of  worldly  power. 

♦  Leicester  Abby.  The  fatigue  of  his  journey,  and  the  distress 
of  his  mind,  rendered  him  incapable  of  proceeding  further  to* 
wards  London.  He  reached  this  place  with  great  (Sfficulty,  and 
died  there. 
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*^  Thy  toil  is  light,  thy  recompense  secure, 
**  I  serv'd  a  prince  whose  smiles  were  never  sure ; 
**  Who  fearless  scom'd  all  hazard  to  fulfill 
**  Some  purpose  of  a  wild  ungovem  d  will* 

**  He  who  shall  live  to  see  with  agedh^yes 
*'  The  tombs  of  parents,  children,  friends  arise, 
'*  Shall  often  wish  his  ashes  slept  with  theirs, 
**  And  crave  their  pillow  in  his  warmest  praters. 

**  But  I  tho'  struggling  in  each  mementos  breath, 
**  Still  wishM  to  Uve,  till  sorrow  welcomed  death* 
''  No  change  to  misery  can  be  a  curse, 
"  The  happy  only  fiear  a  sad  reverse. 

■ 

**  Yet  let  my  royal  roaster  deign  to  hear, 

**  That  Wolsey  nam'd  him. in  his  latest  prayer. 

**  Ah,  let  him  think  on  all  the  toil  I  bore, 

**  And  weep  for  me,  when  I  can  weep  no  more."^ 

Fate  checks  the  rest ;  in  vain  they  bend  around : 
Life  pass'd  his  lips,  and  vanished  with  the  sound. 
On  heav*n  with  anxious  hope  he-fix'd  his  e3re, 
And  breath'd,  with  lifted  hands,  his  last  sad  sigh. 

Still  silence  reigns ;  true  grief  ne'er  spends  its  force 
Like  shallow  streams  that  murmur  in  their  coUrse. 
The  deepest  waters  ever  silent  flow. 
And  heart-sick  sorrow  hates  the  noise  of  woe* 

The  holy  father,  raisM  by  elder  years. 
And  virtue  more  mature,  commends  their  tears. 
And  strives  to  leave  with  lasting  force  impressed. 
These  pious  lessons  on  each  soitenM  breast. 

'^  O  ye,  whom  now  the  world's  long-faded  charms 
**  Shall  ne'er  seduce  from  holy  virtue's  arms; 
'*  No  longer  toss'd  in  dreams  of  worldly  care, 
''  Ye  pensioners  of  peace,  and  sons  of  prayer, 

VOL.  VI.  2 
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''  Learn  hence  to  prize  your  own  secure  retreat; 
(<  Subdued  liy  you^  still  fortune  rules  the  great. 
**  Your  frailest  thoughts,  ere  truth  confirm'd  the  breifitt 
**  Ne'er  feign'd,  what  he  whose  fate  you  mourn  posaett'd* 

^*  Yet,  such  was  he,  who  here  rcsignM  his  breath, 
''  Happy  at  length  to  go,  tho'  led  by  death, 
''  Where  base  ingratitude  must  quit  her  aim; 
''  Happy  to  lose  the  bitter  sense  of  shame. 

'^  Howe'er  projected  high,  when  fate  shall  call 
'*  Back  to  this  common  centre  all  must  fall. 
"  G  rown  stiff  in  death,  the  eye  which  glanc'd  command, 
**  Shall  crave  the  office  of  a  pious  hand. 

*'  Perhaps  that  care  unpay'd,  dcn/d  a  tomb 
*'  Till  pitting  winds  the  hated  face  consume. 
*'  So  quickly  vanish  grandeur,  wealth  and  power; 
"  The  giant  shadows  of  life's  sun-shine  hour. 

«  Behold  how  soon  the  supple  slaves  of  state, 
"  Thankless,  forget  the  favours  of  the  great, 
"  Down  fortune's  fav'ring  current  still  they  glide, 
"  But  never  turn  to  strive  against  the  tide. 

''  Tbe  friends  of  power,  like  armies  rais'd  for  show, 
**  The  practised  forms  of  mimic  duty  know ; 
"  In  gay  review  observe  each  nice  command, 
'*  But  in  an  hour  of  danger  never  stand. 

*'  Yet  think  not  that  Adversity  bestows 
*'  No  sun-shine  ray,  for  all  her  show'rs  of  woes ; 
"  That  gift  was  her  s  which  last  his  eyes  confest, 
''  That  beam  of  soft  anticipated  rest. 

*'  The  tears  of  sufferance  arc  but  the  seeds 

"  Of  future  bliss;  when  joy  to  grief  succeeds, 

**  Each  drop  shall  purge  from  worldly  film  the  sight, 

*^  And  lit  it  for  a  brighter,  purer  light. 
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*^  Had  fav'ring  fortune  still  remained  his  guide, 
''  Nor  e'er  to  life's  last  step  forsook  his  side, 
^  Far  other  passions  then  had  fill'd  his  eyes, 
**  Which  wean'd  at  length  from  earthy  now  sought  th« 
''  skies. 

''  Then  happy  he  who  trembling  on  life's  brink 
''  Already  bent,  desires  at  once  to  sink  ; 
*'  And  as  his  wrinkles  lean  to  earth  more  near, 
*'  Wishes  to  cover  them  for  ever  there. 

'^  Be  ours  that  fortitude ;  tha^t  bliss  attend, 
^^  And  smooth  the  awful  hour^  when  life  must  end ; 
"  Still  trust  a  Power,  whose  word  can  ne'er  deceive, 
'^  And  ne'er  repine  a  joyless  world  to  leave ; 

**  Where  on  a  sea,  by  hourly  tempest  toSt, 
*'  All  blindly  steer,  the  helm  of  reason  lost  *, 
"  Where  many  sink,  and  they  who  gain  the  shore, 
**  Think  them  as  happy  who  were  drown'd  before ; 

"  Where  all  are  busied  in  some  vain  pursuit, 
^'  Fair  in  its  blossom,  barren  in  its  fruit. 
*^  nil  late  they  find  when  full  passession  cloys, 
"  They  earn'd  disgust,  but  paid  for  real  joys.^' 


EPIGRAM,  IMITATED  FROM  MARTIAL. 

Hang  me  outright,  but  I  could  spend 
Whole  days  and  nights  with  you,  my  friend. — 
Rut  two  miles  sever  us,  or  more ; 
To  go  and  come,  I  make  them  four. 
You're  pftcn  absent,  oft  denied, 
Engag'd,  or  sick,  or  occupied  : 
Your  fight's  well  worth  a  two-mile  trudge- 
Four  miles  to  miss  you  is  the  grudge! 

N.  B.  HALIIED,  ESQ 


7  ^ 
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THE  OPTIMIST. 

An  Bpistk  to  Robert  Augustus  Jokn$onf  Esq. 

BY   MICHAEL   ilfOtttVt-Lf   tSQ. 


Nattira  beatis 
Omnibus  eue  dedit*  si  quis  cognoverit  uti. 

CLAVMAH. 

KesoLv^d  to  snatch  the  present  hour 
Sacred  to  Chearfulness  and  you, 
Tho'  dull  November  skies  yet  lour, 
From  trivial  converse  I  retire, 
From  joys  on  which  the  crowd  attends ; 
And  seated  by  a  blazing  firc> 
With  distant  admiration  view, 
What  borrow'd  attitudes  express 
The  rage  of  modish  emptiness. 

Lectur'd  by  those  considerate  friends, 
Whose  vows  are  pour'd  at  Wisdom's  shrine 
More  ftprvently  than  your's  or  mine. 
From  idly  tracing  up  and  down 
Each  foliy  that  besets  the  town, 
Or  haunts  the  cottage,  I  desist. 
And,  duely  weighing  in  my  thought 
Each  maxim  honest  *  Pangloss  taught. 
Commence  an  errant  Optimist. 

Let  the  worn  Beau  of  Anna's  reign 
Repeat  what  pleas'd  in  days  of  yore, 
And  act  the  Lover  at  fourscore, 
All  tottering  and  convuls'd  with  pain. 

*  In  Voltaire's  Candido, 
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liet  cards  (ordain'd  to  break  the  fenca 
Which  kept  insipid  ugliness 
Apart  from  beauty  and  from  sense) 
Intrude  on  meditation's  gloom, 
Banish  the  Matron's  sober  dress. 
And,  paradox  till  now  unheard ! 
Make  hoary  age  no  more  rever'd, 
Sink  unregarded  to  the  tomb. 

Of  old,  as  godly  writers  tell. 
When  her  unwelcome  looking-glass 
Informed  the  antiquated  Belle 
The  triumphs  of  her  charms  were  o'er, 
And  every  lover  fled  the  door, 
Conscious  how  swift  life's  minutes  pasS) 
She  order'd  up  her  gravest  pi  niters, 
Exchanged  brocade  for  decent.  furs» 
And  mixed  with  penitential  sinners : 
Bot  now  at  Flavia's  toilet,  grac'd 
With  such  refln'd  display  of  taste 
As  might  become  her  grand- daughters^ 
Midst  Naples  washes  and  carmine, 
Spadille,  great  potentate,  is  seen. 
With  pomp  to  take  his  nightly  stand ; 
Each  eve,  this  idol  to  appease. 
She  dashes  from  her  palsied  hand, 
Unread  Devotion's  fervent  strain, 
Penn'd  by  old  *  Jeremy,  Romaine^ 
Or  any  greater  Saint  you  please. 

Meanwhile  at  Fortune'^  spacious  table 
I  take  whatever  seat  I  find, 
Accommodating  still  my  mind. 
To  feed  as  well  as  I  am  able, 
Fond  to  persuade  each  grumbling  guest^ 
The  fare,  which  from  her  shaken  uru 

•  Jeremy  Tayloi, 

a  a 
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This  Queen  of  sightless  equity 

Chances  at  any  time  to  turn. 

Is  undeniably  the  best. 

Haply  your  candour  may  incline 

To  bid  mc  the  faint  notes  prolong, 

Since,  scorning  meanly  to  repine, 

Tho'  the  coy  nymphs  of  Pindus*  hill 

Their  much-requested  aid  deny, 

Self-soothed,  with  accents  harsh  and  shrill, 

I  breathe  an  unambitious  song. 

Could  my  invention  soar  on  high 
With  yours,  together  would  we  rove, 
And  gleaning  each  neglected  sweet, 
From  that  imaginary  grove 
Where  Beauty  and  where  Virtue  meet. 
With  blooming  myrtle,  Gallia's  pride, 
Braid  laurels  from  Ilyssus'  side, 
And  strew  the  wreath  at  Plato's  feet ; 
Or  tread  Leucate's  haughty  brow 
Where,  moved  with  energy  divine, 
In  days  of  more  heroic  mold. 
Hopeless,  yet  resolutely  bold. 
The  Lover  pour'd  at  Phoebus'  shrine 
A  last  irrevocable  vow. 
Nor  fear'd  to  tempt  the  raging  tide; 
Thence,  while  the  big  tears  down  her  cheek 
Steals  copiously,  bid  Nature  speak, 
And  near  the  gulph  where  Sappho  died. 
O'er  the  huge  cliffs  exposed  and  bare, 
Erect  the  trophies  of  Despair. 

Such  were  the  themes  your  voice  approv'd ; 
Nor  should  fastidious  Fancy  ask 
A  scope  more  large,  a  nobler  task. 
When,  by  each  prejudice  unmov'd) 
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She  dares  to  sHaHh  ftf>1n  ptiiVHcrlAl^'-^'^' 
From  thd  kfgh  Vulgaris  empfy  8Ctorn>   '     "^T 
Actions  irregularly  gr^at,  ,  =     ■  .il 

Or  sendMeftts  ^tet  might  adf(ft-tt  ^    ^ 

Lyceum's  archivee^  ere  iii  dfiftt,  '  *'  ^ 

With  brutal  shouts,  an  impious  band      '    ^ 
The  t6#«r9  Of  fam'fi^  Erecthotts  laid';  ^ 

And  where  the  Patriot'^  awful  bust  ..' 

Had  dignitiedf  the  ptftlniy  sh«cfe,  '       '^ 

The  Turkic  crescent  flam'd.— 'f  o  close     ■ .] 
My  bafiQed  souYt  aspiring  views, 
See  Boreas  eolncs  iititb  fHficn  hand, 
And  white  yoii  altar  of  fhe  Mu$e 
With  kindled  incense  blazes»  throws. 
To  damp  it,  Winter's  sickly  dews. 

Yet  tho'  unbraced,  my  torpid  lyre 
Denies  to  breathe  one  tuneful  nole, 
'Ao*  in  these  leaAcss  shades  the  threat 
Of  PhiloBiely  with  all  the  i^uire 
Of  feather'd  harmonists,  is  mute^. 
And  tempests  cage,  'tis  you  ajoqe, 
I  ask  no  other  aidj  can  suit 
My  spirits  to  some  livelier  tone: 
Come  then,  and,  to  induce  you  mote, 
Melissa  will  with  smiles  attend 
To  welcome  her  expected  friend; 
And  haply  from  Italian's  shore 
Returning,  virti^'s  choicest  store 

Will import;  or  He,  whose  soul 

With  lettered  elegance  refin'd 
Brings  Aristippus  to  our  mind. 
While  the  swift  hours  unheeded  fly 
Mix  with  the  circulating  bowl 
His  unconstrain'd  festivity. 

2  4 
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While  thus  to  our  obscure  recess 
The  social  Pleasures  wing  their  way 
In  calm  tranquillity,  I  bless  ^ 
These  howling  blasts  and  fleecy  snows. 
Inclement  Winter's  dread  array, 
Convinced  that  all  is  for  the  best; 
Since  Friendship's  stream  unfrosen  flows. 
Unlike  the  (^iddy  throngs  we  find, 
lYhose  wishes  float  with  every  wind. 
Gladly  can  I  those  pleasures  spare 
With  which  tumultuous  cities  ring. 
And  much  prefer  this  chilling  air 
To  all  the  vaunted  flowers  oi  Spring. 
1767. 


SONG. 

When  forc'd  from  thee,  my  soul's  delight. 
What  cares  distract  my  throbbing  breast! 

My  anxious  day,  my  anxious  night, 
Strangers  alike  to  rest : 

For  though  1  know  thee  still  sincere. 

Yet  love  is  full  of  doubt  and  fear. 

How  vain  the  joys  that  tempt  the  eye, 

And  music  melting  on  the  ear ! 
Indifferent  to  each  sight  am  I, 

And  every  sound  I  hear: 
A  body  only's  lett  with  me, 
For  still  my  soul  attends  on  thee. 

As,  when  the  Sun  withdraws  his  ray, 
Clos'd  is  the  snow-drop*s  lilied  cup  ; 

So  shuts  my  heart,  when  thou'rt  away, 
And  locks  thy  image  up. 

How  long  shall  then  this  night  remain. 

Till  thou  unlock  my  heart  Again  ? 

&.   FENTOK,  ESQ. 
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ODE 

BY   MR.  SfiAW. 


Ask  not  why  oft  my  charmed  sight 
I  bend  along  that  lawn  and  grove^ 

Ask  not  why  thus  my  steps  delight 
Along  that  mountain  side  to  rove, 

Nor  ask  why  by  that  wandering  brook, 

I  linger  long  with  earnest  k)ok. 

That  lawn  and  grove  no  scenes  display. 
That  other  lawns  and  groves  surpass ; 

Dark  pines  tRat  mountain  side  array, 
And  thinly  shade  its  walks  of  grass) 

Thro'  whispering  reeds  that  streamlet  glidef^ 

And  humble  osiers   crown  its  sides. 

But,  ah !  this  is  the  well-known  space, 
Se(»n  after  tedious  years  are  past, 

Within  whose  bound  which  well  I  trace, 
My  part  of  sprightly  youth  was  cast : 

My  infant  steps  have  trdd  this  green, 

These  banks  my  early  spores  have  seen. 

O!  haunts,  long  from  my  sight  withdraw!). 
Oft  to  my  mind  by  fancy  brought, 

How  gladly  now  1  trace  each  lawn. 

Where  jocund  youth  its  pleasures  sought, 

Where  I  was  wont  in  careless  play 

With  LycoQ  oft  to  waste  the  day% 
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Can'st  thon  not  tell,  O  limpid  stream  I 
For  far  we  stray 'd  not  fr«'m  thy  side, 

How  oft  to  shun  the  summer  beam. 
We  wont  to' plunge  into  thy  tide, 

How  oft  we  swipt  thy  ice-bound  fl'»od, 

When  winter  stirred  our  youthlul  bkM)d^ 

Together  by^the  tinkling  rill 

Wc  beat  our  spui  tive  bows  at  morn. 

Together  rouml  the  pine-clad  hill 

We  urg'd  the  chace  with  sounding  hom^ 

Or  to  the  hazd  bank  retir'd, 

Wc  sung  what  oft  the  Muse  inspired. 

Bat,  ah  t  how  happy  was  that  day, 
When  love  first  tdught  me  hvr  soft  law, 

When  in  the  shades  in  early  May,^ 
The  blooming  Myra  fii-st  i  shw:* 

How  beauteous  was  she  by  that  wood ! 

How  gazing  on  the  nymph  i  stood ! 

From  yonder  mead,  to  grace  her  hair, 

I  cuird  the  lily  and  fresh  rose, 
In  yond'T  bower,  to  soothe  the  fair, 

doft  numbers  for  my  reed  i  chose ; 
We  sat  beneath  yon  poplar  sluido. 
These  willows  heard  the  vows  we  made. 

But  why  these  scenes  should  I  retrace, 
Nor  seek  to  taste  such  ytys  again  ? 

The  lawn,  the  grove,  each  well-known  place, 
The  hill  and  limpid  Ktreani  remain ; 

The  poplars  green  ih('ir  shadows  spread. 

And  May  with  fresh  (lowers  crowns  tbe  mead. 
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Then  bring  to  mc  my  polish'd  bow. 
And  bring  the  pipe  of  tuneful  breath, 

And  let  me  crop  the  flowers  that  blow. 
And  let  roe  twine  a  fragrant  wreath, 

So  shall  I  all  tlie  joys  renew^ 

Which  here  in  youthful  days  I  knew. 

But  from  the  softly-whispering  reeds, 
And  from  the  stream  that  glides  below. 

With  plaintive  voice  a  sound  proceeds. 
Whose  tender  accents  feebly  flow, 

"  Forbear,  fond  man,  it  seems  to  say. 

Forbear  and  chase  these  dreams  away. 

The  hill,  the  lawn,  the  well-known  bowers, 
The  mead  and  silver  stream  remain, 

The  breath  of  Spring  calls  forth  the  flowers. 
To  crown  once  more  the  dewy  plain : 

But,  ah  !  thy  youth  on  hasty  wing 

Is  flown,  nor  knows  returning  Spring. 

Thy  art  may  teach  the  pipe  to  blow. 

Thy  hand  may  grasp  the  bow  once  more. 

But  can  the  pipe  or  polish'd  bow 
Thy  careless  youth  to  thee  restore? 

Or  can  the  flowery  garland  chace 

The  wrinkles  printed  on  thy  face? 

Will  Lycon  now  his  bed  forsake 

If  thou  at  dawn  shalt  wind  the  horn  ? 

Will  Myra  at  thy  call  awake 

If  thy  soft  flute  resound  at  morn  ? 

Ah!  no:  dark  tombs  their  ashes  keep, 

Within  the  peaceful  grove  they  sleep. 
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Then  rather  go  to  yon  dark  towers 
Along  whose  walls  pale  ivy  crimps, 

Go  thou  and  deck  the  spot  wiih  flowers, 
Where  Lycon  near  thy  Myra  sleeps, 

An  aged  yew-tree  marks  the  place, 

Each  tomb  pale  stones  of  marble  graccw 

There  sit,  and  while  thy  pensive  mind 
Calls  back  those  golden  days  again 

When  Myra  to  thy  love  was  kind, 

When  Lycon  trod  with  thee  the  plain, 

Think  that  thou  also  soon  shalt  have 

Thy  dwelling  with  them  in  the  grave/' 

1776. 


THE  LEAF. 

BY   THE    LATE    DR.   IXORNKE,    BISHOP    OF   KORWICII. 


We  all  do  fade  as  a  Leaf. 

ISAIAH  latr.  6. 

See  the  leaves  around  us  falling. 
Dry  and  wither'd  to  the  ground  ; 

Thus  to  thoughtless  mortals  calling. 
In  a  sad  and  solemn  sound : 


Sons  of  Adam,  once  in  Eden 
Blighted  when  like  us  he  fell, 

Hear  the  lecture  we  are  reading, 
Tis,  alas !  the  truth  we  telU 


349 

Virgins,  much,  too  much,  presuming 
On  your  boasted  white  and  red, 

View  us,  late  in  beauty  blooming, 
Numbered  now  among  the  dead. 

Griping  misers,  nightly  waking. 
See  the  end  of  all  your  care ; 
Fled  on  wings  of  our  own  making, 
'  We  have  left  our  owners  bare. 

Sons  of  honour,  fed  on  praises, 
Flutt'ring  high' in  fancied  worth, 

Lo !  the  fickle  air,  that  raises, 
Brings  us  down  to  parent  earth* 

Learned  sophs,  in  systems  jaded, 
Who  for  new  ones  daily  call. 

Cease,  at  length,  by  us  persuaded, 
Ev'ry  leaf  must  have  its  fall  1 

Youths,  tho'  yet  no  losses  grieve  you, 
Gay  in  health  and  manly  grace. 

Let  not  cloudless  skies  deceive  you. 
Summer  gives  to  Autumn  place. 

Venerable  sires,  grown  hoary. 
Hither  turn  th'  unwilling  eye. 

Think,  amid  your  falling  glory, 
Autumn  tells  a  winter  nigh. 

Yearly  in  our  course  returning 
Messengers  of  shortest  stay. 

Thus  we  preach  this  truth  concerning, 
*  Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away/ 

On  the  Tree  of  Life  eternal, 
Man,  let  all  thy  hope  be  staid, 

Which  alone,  forever  vernal. 

Bears  a  Leaf  that  shall  not  fade. 
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TO  SPRING. 


Spring,  bow  delighted  *  in  life's  early  dawn 
1  trod  each  bending  vale  and  breezy  lawn. 
And  niark'd  each  op'ning  flower  of  freshest  hue. 
That  drinks  the  genial  rain  or  morning  dewf 
How  pleas'd  bt  neath  the  noontide's  silent  sky 
I  heard  the  feeble  lamb's  repeated  cry, 
While  the  fond  mother  anxious  ceas  d  to  feed, 
And  watch'd  my  careless  footsteps  o'er  the  mead ! 
How  pleas'd  the  calm  and  sun-warm  lane  1  trac'd  t» 
Its  sides  once  more  with  cheering  verdure  grac'd. 
Where  'mid  the  varied  moss,  untaught  and  wild, 
The  violet  sweet  and  golden  lily  smil'd, 
The  snow-drop  meek,  in  virgin  white  array'd. 
And  primrose,  tenant  of  the  pathless  shade ! 
How  pleas'd  I  wander'd  o'er  the  landscape  still, 
When  dark'ning  shadows  wrapt  the  western  hill, 
While  on  the  eastern  slope's  contrasted  side 
By  slow  degrees  the  beam  of  ev'ning  died ; 
What  time  'mid  swimming  mists  the  dusky  spire 
And  groves  and  pleasing  dells  from  view  retire; 

*  The  reader  of  Italian  may  Iierc  recollect,  aiid  somewhat  to 
my  cost,  tlie  exquisite  "  0  Frimavera'*  of  Guariui. 

•|-  The  grassy  lane,  so  rarely  pac'd, 
^Vilh  azure  floweyets  idly  grac'd. 

T.    WARTON,    ODE    VII. 

I  have  received  much  amusement  from  the  poems  of  this  elegant 
V Titer.  He  has  far  greater  merit  than  many  critics  are  -willing  to 
allow.  On  the  poetical  shelf  of  a  man  of  general  taste,  WartOA 
must  not  be  omitted.  ITis  pleasing  rural  images  arc  highly  gnti- 
lying  to  an  observer  of  nature. 
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When  sleep  the  fainting  breezes  on  the  shore. 
And  the  last  tinkling  sheep-bell  speaks  no  more  ! 

Sprivg,  thou  return'st  with  all  thy  wonted  grace, 
The  woods  re-echo  to  thy  tuneful  race. 
In  ev'ry  forest  walk  and  mead  are  seen 
Thy  fiow'ry  chaplet  and  tby  robe  of  green. 
Again,  by  many  a  fairy  dream  beguil'd, 
I  seek  the  upland  path  or  shaggy  wild, 
And  drink  rich  odours  *  from  the  furze-clad  dale, 
That  scents  at  intervals  the  luscious  gale. 
Or  freshening  fragrance  of  new-moisten'd  earth. 
When  shoots  the  strengthen^  barley  into  birth. 
When  cooling  drops  the  thirsty  gold-cup  fill, 
And  the  lone  fisher  seeks  the  nuid-stain\i  rilL 
Or,  far  from  vulgar  cares,  I  trace  the  stream 
With  dripping  oars,  that  catch  the  noonday  beam ; 
While  soothing  bells  in  many  a  varied  round 
Fling  on  the  liquid  tides  their  silver  sound. 
Nor,  floating  slow  and  careless,  do  I  dread 
To  cast  a  backwaid  view  on  moments  fled; 
Whate'er  of  sweet  remembrance  there  appears, 
Tis  doubly  pleasing  through  the  mist  of  years. 
So  when  soft  vapours,  dimming  mortal  eyes. 
Make  pale  the  cloudless  blue  of  summer  skies, 
The  blending  groves,  and  hills  of  faded  green, 
And  dark-grey  battlements  more  large  are  seen. 
If  aught  of  mournful  bleeding  mem'ry  find, 
Tis  not  unwelcome  to  the  musing  mind  ; 
While  drops  of  milder  melancholy  born. 
Such  as  Reflection's  drooping  cheek  adorn, 
From  the  moist-sparkling  eye  unbidden  flow, 
And  all  the  bosom  melts  to  softer  woe. 

*  Save  that  by  fits  the  furze-clad  dale 
Tinctures  the  transitory  gale. 

WARTON's    first   Of   JIPR7L, 
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Thus  iinperceiv'd  %Vide%  on  the  vacant  Ay, 
And  gradual  steal  the  willow'd  banks  away. 

Spring,  thou  retuni'st;  but  labour,  care,  and  pain 
flight  mar  thy  sweets,  and  make  thy  coming  vaia: 
Vain  is  thy  glud  return  to  him,  who  bends 
Beneath  hard  penury,  bereft  of  friends; 
And  vain  to  him,  who  feeds  the  wasting  fire 
Of  dim-ey'd,  hi)pel(Rs,  pining,  wan  desire. 
The  gloomy  debtor's  heart  thou  canst  not  cheer; 
Thou  canst  not  wipe  the  wretched  widow's  tear; 
Thou  canst  not  cha>i'm  the  tyrant,  nor  controul 
The  busy  pangs,  that  rend  his  guilty  soul ; 
And  those,  who  mourn  oppression's  sullen  sway^ 
With  hearts  unbeating  view  thy  golden  ray: 
Nor  always  gladden'd  by  thy  fost'ring  care. 
Thy  health-inspiring  suns,  and  balmy  air, 
Does  groaning  Pain  forsake  his  tedious  bed. 
Or  pining  Sicki^ess  rear  her  drooping  head. 

Nor  shine  thy  rapt'rous  moments  alwa3r8  fair 
To  him  who  droops  beneath  no  private  care; 
Still  shall  the  generous  breast  its  views  extend, 
And  share  the  griets  of  all,  to  all  a  friend. 
Dear  to  the  virtuous  soul  is  pita's  tear. 
Beyond  all  sensual  selfish  pleasure  dear; 
Dear  is  the  sigh,  to  wailing  Mis'ry  paid, 
And  sweet  the  the  toil,  that  seeks  the  poor  to  aid  ; 
Nor  is  there  bliss  in  all  this  scene  below, 
Like  his,  who  rescues  want  or  comforts  woe. 
Still,  as  thy  hours  return,  delightful  Spring, 
These  mild  emotions  to  my  bosom  bring ; 
The  bliss  thy  charms  inspire,  chastis'd  by  these. 
Beyond  all  wild  unmeaning  joy  shall  please* 
So  sweeter  than  the  feverish  glare  of  day 
Is  meek  and  pensive  ev'ning's  sober  ray, 


553 

When  the  sad  bird  begins  to  charm  the  vales, 
And  earth  revives  beneath  the  cooling  gales : 
So,  when  its  beauteous  tints  the  rainbow  rears^ 
More  fresh  and  green  the  moisten'd  soil  appears ; 
The  showers,  in  silence  shed,  expand  the  heart. 
And  fragrance,  peace,  and  hope  to  man  impart, 

X.  HAMLET. 
# 


EPIGRAM  FROM  THE  LATIN. 

BY  THE  LATE  BEV.  t.  COLE,  Lt.B.* 

Wau,  more  infiamM  than  civil  discord's  rage» 
Religious  war  two  zealous  brothers  wage. 
This  for  the  faith  of  Protestants  contends ; 
A  Papist  THAT  the  church  of  Rome  defenoi* 
Each  rais'd  his  force;  each  match'd  his  fJG^  so  well, 
Alike  both  chunpions  fought,  alike  the/  fell. 
What  both  desir'd,  his  brother  each  stibdues  ; 
What  fate  decreed,  their  faith  both  brothers  lose. 
No  cause  of  triumph  cither  side  could  boast ; 
Each  victor  yields,  and  takes  his  captive's  post. 
Strange  war !  where  both,  as  vanquished,  are  content, 
And  l^tby  as  conquering,  their  success  lament. 

*  There  were  tw  brothers,  Joliti  aod  Willitm  Revnolds ;  one  a 
rigid  Ptpisty  the  other  as  tenacious  a  Ftotestaat :  both  were  in* 
spired  with  an  eqaal  seal  of  conterting  each  other.  With  tba^ 
Tiew,  they  had  frequent  elaborate  and  learned  disputes :  at  laH. 
tlieir  controrersies  had  this  effect-^tl^  Papist  became  a  Pro« 
f  estanty  and  the  Protestant  a  Papist ;  "Mioh  gare  occasion  to  this 
beautiful  Epigram  byDr*  Alabaster. 

VOL.  VI.  A  a 
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ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

Written  at  Buxton ^  in  Dtrhyshin.    1765. 

BY   p.   N.   C.   MUNDAY,   ESQ. 


O*R0SY  Healthy  heart-easy  Maid, 
In  garments  light  thy  limbs  array'd. 
In  smiles  thy  jocund  features  drest. 
Of  Heaven's  best  blessings  tl^gu,  this  best; 
Bright  Goddess  ever  fair  and-you^g. 
To  thee  my  votive  lay^  belong ! 
For  tho^  hafit  filled  each  languid  vela 
With  vigour,  lifc,  anid  strength  again, 
Whenpsjey  eocrvate,  wan^  and  weak. 
Despair  aind  sickness  sei^'d  my  cheek. 

0  cou'd  my  voice  such  numjbers  rajso 
Theo  and  thy  healing,  founts  tO|  praj^e. 
As  might  with,  themes  so  high  ag^e. 
Praise,  wopthy  them,  and  worthy  thee ! 
O  aymph  admit  me  of  thy  traH9» 
'  With  thee  to  range  the  breezy  plain; 
And  fresh  aad  stcong  my  limbs  to  lave 
Beneath  thy  ncrve-restoriiig^  wave. 
With  thee  to  rouze  the  slumberitig  morn 
With  opening  hound  and  cheering  lioi^n. 
With  shouts  that  shake  each>  wo^  and  kill. 
While  mocking  £ch»  lakos  h«r  fiU; 
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O  lover  of  the  daisied  Ijiwn ! 

Tis  thine,  at  ea^'lieitf  peqp  of  dawo 

The  rangiDg  forestQi^  to  gioet^ 

Or  the  blithe  lass  whose  tripping  feet, 

All  as  she  sings  beaeath  her  p>ul, 

Imprint  IjOQg  traces  o'er  the  v^. 

Nor  scekest  thou  the  proud  rqsqrts 

Of  cities  and  licentvo^^  courts,. 

Where  Sloth  0^4  Qluttpuy  abide. 

With  l^lpBjtcd  Suirfeit  by  their  sidq; 

But  humbly  scoffnqst  i^ot;  tp  d;weU 

With  Temperamce  m.  tbe-  rural  cell ; 

To  watch  the  sheep-bi^y  at  his.  stand. 

Or  plough ma^kgn  the  furrowed  land. 

These  climates  cold,  these  barren  plains. 

Where  rude  uncultur'd  Nature  reigns, 

Better  thy  hardy  manners  please 

Than  bowers  of  Luxury  and  Ease. 

And  oft  you  trip  these  hiU%  aj^ong^ 

With  Exercise,  a  sportsman  young. 

Who  starting  at  the  call  of  day 

Cuffs  drowsy  Indolence  away. 

And  climbs  with  o^Apy  9l  sturdy  stride 

The  mossy  Mountain's  quivering  side. 

Nor  fleeting  mist,  nor  sullen  storm. 

Nor  blast,  nor  whirlwind  can  deform 

The  careless  scene  when  thou  art  there, 

With  Cheerfulness  thx  da^ygbtter  fair. 

From  thee,  bright  Health,  all  blessings  sprii^ 

Hither  thy  blooming  Children  brings 

Light-hearted  Mirth^  and  Sport,  ai^  Joy, 

And  young-e/d  Love  thy  darling  boy. 

'Tis  thou  hast  pour'd  o'er  Beautys  face 

Its  artless  bloom,  its  native  grace ; 

A  a  ^ 
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Thou  on  my  Laura's  lip  hast  spread 
The  peach's  blush,  the  rose's  red ; 
With  quickening  life  thy  touch  supplies 
The  polish'd  lustre  of  her  eyes* 
O  ever  make  thy  dwelling  there. 
And  guard  from  harm  my  favourite  Fair ! 
O  let  no  blighting  grief  come  nigh  ; 
And  chace  away  each  hurtful  sigh. 
Disease  with  sickly  yellow  spread. 
And  Pain  that  holds  the  drooping  head! 
There  as  her  beauties  you  defend. 
Oft  may  her  eye  in  kindness  bend 
(So  doubly  bounteous  wilt  thou  prove) 
On  me  who  live  but  in  her  love. 


ON  A  LADY  FAINTING  AT  CHURCH. 

BT   RICHiIRD   FENTOK,   ESQ. 


■  an  vitiis  carentem 

Ludit  imago 
Vana  ■ 

HOR. 


When  fix'd  in  all  the  zeal  of  prayer, 
Thine  eyes  no  earthly  joys  pursue, 

When  all  the  world  and  mortal  care 
Grow  less  and  less  upon  the  view, 

V  hat  envious  shadows  intervene. 

To  cloud  thy  beatific  scene. 
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What  steals  insidious  o'er  thy  face, 
To  H^e  there  the  rose's  bloom ; 

With  cold  hand  shedding  on  each  grace 
The  lilyfs  paleness  in  its  room  ? 

Or  is  it  death  which  chills  thy  breast. 

Or  is  it  thus  that  angels  rest } 

Be  this  the  mockery  of  death ! 

Yet  riper  for  celestial  bliss. 
Thou  shalt  resign  thy  latest  breath, 

Dissolving  in  a  trance  like  this ; 
Then  let  this  pause  of  life  supply 
An  image  how  the  virtuous  die« 

If  what  can  charm  the  waking  sense. 
Still  perseveres  to  charm  the  soul, 

Where'er  she  soars  in  this  suspense, 
Above  the  body's  gross  controul. 

What  visions  now  to  thee  arc  given. 

Which  antedate  the  bliss  of  Heaven ! 

How  pleas'd  thy  spirits  must  retire, 
Thus  disembodied  from  their  clay, 

And  on  sublimer  wings  aspire, 
To  reach  the  regions  of  the  day ; 

Where  the  soul  short  excursions  tries, 

To  grow  familiar  with  the  skies. 

When  first  the  new-fledg'd  bird  essays 
His  weak  and  yet  untutor'd  flight. 

He  circles  round  in  many  a  maze, 
Ere  bold  he  tempts  th'  aereal  height. 

Thus  the  same  path  so  often  trod. 

At  last  will  lead  thee  to  thy  God, 

A  a3 
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TO  IRELAND. 

My  Co\iritry !— shall  -I  ttio^tn  6r  bless. 
Thy  tame  and  wretched  happincs>s? 

'Tis  true-^lhe  vast  Atlatitit  tide 
Has  scoop'd  thy  harbours,  deep  and  wide, 
Bold  to  protect  end  prompt  to  save. 
From  fury  of  the  western  wave. 
And  Shannon  points  to  Eurqpe'e  trade  ; 
For  that,  his  chain  of  lakes  were  made ; 
For  that,  he  scorns  to  wa^te  his  store, 
In  channel  of  a  subject  shore ; 
But  courts  the  southern  wind  to  bring, 
A  world  upon  its  rapid  wing. 

True — thy  resplendent  rivers  run. 
And  safe  beneath  a  temp'rate  sun, 
Springs  the. young  verdure  of  thy  plain, 
Nor  dreads  his  torrid,  eastern  reign. 

True — thou  art  blest  in  nature's  plan.; 
Nothing  seems  wanting  here  but — Man. 
Man,  to  subdue,  not  serve  the  soil, 
To  win  and  Wear  its  golden «poil ; 
Man,  conscious  of  &n  earth  his  own. 
No  saVage  biped,  *torpid,>prone ; 
Living,  to  dog  bis  brother  brute. 
And  hung'riHg  for  4he  lazy  root. 
Food  for  a  soft  contented  slave. 
Not  for  the  hardy  and  the  brave. 


3S9 

Had  Nature  been  her  enemy, 
lerne  might  be  fierce  and  free. 
To  the  stout  heart,  and  iron  hand, 
Tern p'rate  each  iky,  and  tame  each  ktid. 
A  clrmtitc  *ida  soil  less  kind, 
Had  form'd  a  map  of  richer  mind ; 
Now  a*  mere  sterile  swamp  of  soul, 
Tho'  meadows  spffead  and  rivers  roll ; 
A  nation  of  abortive  men, 
That  dart — the  tdngue,  and  point — the  pen. 
And  at  the  back  of  Europe  hurrd, 
A  "base  Posterior  of  the  world. 

In  lap  of  Araby  the  blcss'd, 
1S%SLH  lies,  with  luxury  oppress*d, 
While  Spicy  odours  blown  around, 
£nfich  the  air,  and  gems,  thcrgrcfund. 
But  through  the  pathless  burning  waste, 
Man  marches  with  his  patient  beast ; 
Braves  the  hot  sun,  and  heaving  -sand. 
And  calls  it  free  and  happy  land. 

Enough  to  make  a  desert  known. 
Arms  and  the  man,  and  sand  anid  stone. 

-PUBLIN    MARCH   20,   1796. 
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IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Ijend  Sptjnge  a. guinea!  Ned!  you'd  best  refuse, 
And  give  tiim  half-— sure  half's  enough  to  lose !     ' 

N.  B.  IIALIIED,  ESQ. 

A  a  4 
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ELEGY 

To  the  Memory  of  John  Courtenat/y  a  Cadet  in,  the  Corp 
of  Engmeersy  who  died  at  Cakuttay  December  179^9  >* 
the  19th  Year  of  kis  Jge. 

BT  HIS  FATMEEy  JOUV  COUETENAT,  XSQ|  M.  ?• 


O  Shade  beloVdy  still  present  to  my  sight. 
My  daily  vision,  and  my  dream  by  night! 
In  all  thy  youthful  bloom  thou  seem'st  to  rise, 
With  filial  love  yet  beaming  from  thy  eyes. 
Such  were  thy  looks,  and  such  thy  manly  grace, 
When  late  I  held  thee  in  a  last  embrace ; 
When  in  my  breast  presaging  terrors  grew. 
And,  sunk  in  grief,  I  sigh'd  a  lopg  adieu. 
How  soon  to  thee  this  plaintive  note  I  owe, 
My  plaintive  note  to  soothe  maternal  woe ! 
**  ♦  Those  fading  orbs  their  darling  view  no  more, 
"  And  the  last  charm  of  ebbing  life  is  o'er," 
Dark  o'er  my  head  the  lowering  moments  roll, 
For  ever  set  the  sun-beam  of  my  soul. 
Is  this,  indeed,  the  universal  doom  ! 
No  ray  of  hope  to  cheer  the  lonely  tomb ! 
Perhaps  the  soul,  a  pure  ethereal  flame. 
May  still  survive  her  frail  and  transient  frame. 
And  wrapp'd  in  bliss,  the  great  Creator  trace. 
Celestial  Power !  who  lives  thro'  boundless  spacel 
See  his  benevolence  unclouded  shine. 
Where  wisdom,  virtue,  dwell  in  joys  divine ; 

*  In  an  Elegy  on  Captain  Courtney. 
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Search  truths  suhlime ;  with  sacred  rapture  scan 
His  gracious  views  conceard  from  erring  man : 
But  reason  vunly  would  this  depth  explore, 
And  fabled  systems  make  us  doubt  the  more. 

O  Youth  belov'dy  now  mouldering  in  the  tomb. 
Each  soft  progression,  ev'n  to  manhood's  bloom. 
My  fancy  paints ;  in  infancy  my  pride. 
With  sparkling  eyes  still  playful  at  my  side ; 
The  lively  hmy  then  rose  with  winning  grace. 
Till  ripening  ardour  mark'd  his  glowing  face. 
1  saw  him  shine  in  every  liberal  art. 
Science  and  fame  the  passion  of  his  heart. 
Where  Granta's  domes  o'erhang  the  cloistcr'd  plain. 
Studious  he  mix'd  in  Learning's  pensive  train  ; 
There,  Meditation  lent  her  sacred  aid. 
To  woo  bright  Science  in  the  peaceful  shade. 
Why  tempt  that  burning  clime,  that  fatal  shore? 

*  The  glorious  motive  pains  my  bosom  more. 
When  bards  sublime  attun'd  the  sounding  lyre. 

His  vivid  breast  displayed  congenial  fire: 
He  bade.TYRTJEUs'  martial  ardour  shine. 
And  breathes  his  spirit  in  each  glowing  line ; 
With  Henry's  glory  gilds  his  classic  lays. 
And  joins  the  Prince's  in  the  Hero's  praise; 
Indignant  scorn  on  Freedom's  foe  he  flings. 
And  spurns  ambition,  the  mean  vice  of  Kings ; 
With  Prior's  graceful  ease  he  moves  along, 
And  laughs  at  fiction  in  his  sportive  song; 
With  pregnant  fancy,  brilliant  wit  defines, 
And  blends  examples  in  his  playful  lines ; 

•  Extract  of  one  of  his  letters  from  Portsmonth,  April  SO,  1794. 
^  For  the  idea  of  being  aserrice  to»  and  of  again  seeing  those  who 
•re  80  dear  to  ine»  is  the  most  lively  and  pleasing  sensation  I  can 
^f  er  have." 


J 


362 

Iti  sprightly  nutnbcrs  Chants  IVIaHia's*  Kway, 
While  Wallek's  t  groves  rebound  the  amorous  lay. 

Mow  plvas'd  with  wiihe  to  mix  ihy  tttirefi^l  strain {^ 
"When  Freedom's  banner  >#tav'd  r>tt  Gallia's  plain ! 
There  fervid  §  courage  won  th^c  early  praise^ 
And,  tv'itig^d  with  pleasure,  flew  l>ur  happy  days : 
Never  did  Natun>*s  bounteo'ns  hft'ft'd  ihipart 
A  nobler  ^irit,  oV  a  gentler  heart. 

How  dear  to  all  !> — ^by  social  love  refifi'd, 
No  selfish  passion  warp'd  his  generous  milid  ! 
When  from  my  breast  a  sigh  reln<i?ant  iftole, 
That  spoke  the  bodihg  sorrows  of  my  soul; 
He  grasp'd  my  hand,  the  parting  m<om^rt  nigh, 
A  filial  tear  yet  starting  from  his  <eye, 
And  sweetly  strove  the  presemt  gloom  to  cheer  ; 
These  words  for  ever  vibrate  on  my  ear  : 
**  Ah,  why  repine !  the  palm  off  honour  won, 
"  Descends  a  bright  incentive  to  thy  son, 
"  To  spurn  at  wealth  in  Itidia's  tempting  clilhc, 
**  If  stain'd  by  bribes,  if  sullied  by  a  crime, 
"  O  let  my  voice  each  anxious  care  dispel, 
"  I'll  soon  return  to  those  I  love  so  tjrcU/' 

That  promised  bliss — that  vital  beam  is  past, 
Hope's  genial  shoots  all  wither'd  at  one  blast ;   • 
He'll  ne'er  return,  in  shining  talents  blest. 
With  duteous  zeal  to  glad  a  parent's  breast. 

♦  Verses  addressed  to  Miss  M.  L. 

-f  Written  at  Hail  Ikmy  Beaconsfield. 

X  I'he  Republican  and  Nuns  Song,  published  in  the  ^Poetical 
Bpiiitles  from  France. 

§  A  very^young  soldier  at  the  door  of  the  National  Convention 
menaced  him  vrith  his  pointed 'bayonet,  which  he  instantly  seized, 
and  wrested  the  piece  out  of  his  hands.  One  of  the  Members  was 
fortunately  a  witness  of  the  transaction,  and,  after  reprimanduig 
the  centinel,  introduced  my  son  into  the  Convention,  and  told  tue 
the  fact,  with  high  culogiums  on  his  spirit. 
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-Midttsocial  joy,  in  festive  pleasure  gay, 
A  sudden  corse*  the  blooming  victim  lay; 
While  here  forlorn  I  yet  exist  to  tell, 
How  in  the  glow  of  youth  ray  darling  fell. 
Llfe*<  closing  scenes  no  consolation  lend, 
I've  t-lost  my -sweet  companion  and  my  friend. 
That  grief  is  vain-^but  tempts  me  to  repine, 
EVn  ;  Fox'4  generous  tears 'have  flowed  with  mine. 

O  shade  benign, -still  at  my  couch  tfrise, 
Till  low  in  eor-th  t^y  once^lov'd  father  lies. 
Ne'er  from  my  mind  can  thy  memorial  part^ 
Thy  picture's  grav'd  for  ever  on  my  heart : 
But  India's  mould  contains  thy  hallowM  shrine, 
Vain  my  last -wish  to  mix  my  dust  with  thine. 
For  thee  sweet  Emma  drops  the  tender  tear. 
Sighs  o'er  thy  verse,  and  thy  untimely  bier ; 
For  thee  Sophia  heaves  her  aching  breast, 
t¥hile  plaintively  ^ke  lulls  her  babe  to -vest. 
For  thee  thy  Mother's  eyes  incessant  flow ; 
Thy  fate  alone  could  touch  my  heart  with  woe : 
With  flow'rs  I'll  strew  thy  urn,  and  clasp  thy  bust, 
With  my  last  numbers  consecrate  thy  dust ; 

•  Captain  Grey,  to  H.  J.  Fsq. — **  In  answer  to  your  note  of 
yesterday,  I  ain  compelled  to  the  painful  task  of  eoninranicating 
^e  melanc|hoIy  account  of  T^Ir.  C  — *s  death.  At  a  ball  on 
the  Mh  df  -Dec6teber,  'being  dver-heated  with  dancing,  he  impru* 
dently  drank  a  ^Idss '•<>£' leinohadb,  -which  j^roved  almost  instantly 
fatal." 

+  Extract  of  a  letter :— "  Cambridge,  Sebruary  10, 1792  :  I  aia 
more  obliged  to  you  than  I  ean  express :  gratelul  I  am  to  my  fa- 
ther, and  ever  shab 'remain  :  'passion  may  at'ti'm^s  have  led  qie 
astray,  'fdt 'Still  <lid  I  ever  ^member  his  -kindn^ess  and  affection^ 
admire  bis  talents, 'fCftpect  him  as'a  plire%,  love  him  as  a  protector, 
a  companion,  and  a  friend.'* 

t  Mr.  Fox,  with  generous  and  consoling  attention,  and  with  that 
sympathizing  iriendship  which  distinguishes  hmi,  gave  me  the  £ist 
intimation  of  this  fatal  event. 
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Dwell  on  thy  praise,  and  feel,  while  life  remains. 
The  joy  of  grief  from  thy  harmonious  strains. 
Still  to  thy  shade  each  sacred  honour  pay, 
And  to  thy  grave  devote  the  mournful  lay. 
'Tis  Nature's  charm  to  ease  the  troubled  breast. 
And  sooth  the  anguish  of  the  soul  to  rest ; 
We  fondly  hope,  by  dear  delusion  led, 
To  wake  our  own  sensations  in  the  dead. 
By  sympathy  reverse  the  eternal  doom. 
Revive  the  clay  and  animate  the  tomb. 


ON  SOME  FLOWERS  PAINTED  BY  A  LADY. 

BT   W.   PARSONS,   ESQ. 

'TwixT  Art  and  Nature  long  has  been  the  strife, 

*Tis  rare  the  copy  pleases  as  the  life ; 

But  in  Miranda's  chaste  designs  we  view 

The  pictur'd  flower  more  beauteous  than  the  true. 

Her  every  touch  can  some  new  grace  impart, 

And  Nature  blushing  yields  the  palm  to  Art! 

— Yet  Nature  hold !  for  her  soft  cheek  discloses 

Still  fairer  lilies,  and  still  brighter  roses ; 

Art  sees  abashed,  nor  more  disputes  the  throne, 

For  those  O  Nature,  those  are  all  thy  own! 
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ON  A  LATE  CONNUBIAL  RUPTURE  IN 

HIGH  LIFE. 


I  aiOHy  fair  injured  stranger!  for  thy  fate; 

But  what  shall  sighs  avail  thee  f  thy  poor  heart, 
'Mid  all  the  *^  pomp  and  circumstance'^  of  state, 

Shivers  in  nakedness.     Unbidden,  start 

Sad  recollections  of  Hope's  garish  dream, 
That  shap'd  a  seraph  form,  and  nam'd  it  Love, 

It9  hues  gay-varying,  as  the  orient  beam 
Varies  the  neck  of  Cytherea's  dove* 

To  one  soft  accent  of  domestic  joy, 

Poor  are  the  shouts  that  shake  the  high-arcKM  dome; 
Those  plaudits,  that  thy  public  path  annoy, 

Alas!  they  tell  thee — ^Thou'rt  a  wretch  at  home! 

O  then  retire,  and  weep !  Their  very  woes 
Solace  the  guiltless.    Drop  the  pearly  flood 

On  thy  sweet  infant,  as  the  full-blowk  rose, 
Surcharged  with  dew,  bends  o'er  itsneighb'hngBVD. 

And  ah!  that  Truth  some  holy  spell  might  lend 
To  lure  thy  wanderer  from  the  syten's  power ; 

Then  bid  your  souls  inseparably  blend, 
Like  two  bright  dew-drops  meeting  in  a  flower« 

S.  T.  COLERIDGE.     . 
1796. 
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ADJS>RESS  TQ  THE  BRFTiSH  CHANNEJ^ 

BY   ROBXRT  BLOOHEIELD. 


Roll,  roll  thy  wbito  waves^  aad  envelop'd  in.  foan 
Pquf  thy  tides  pound  the  ochoiog  shocey 

Thou  gyaod  of  'Oid  England,  my  counlary,  ib]|  hosiB} 
And  my  soul  shall  rejoice  in  the  roar. 

Though  high-fi'onted  velour  way  scowl  at  tfee  foe, 

And  witK  eyes  of  defiance  advance ; 
TTis  thou  hast  repell'd  desoUtion  and  woe. 

And  the  conquering  legjcoos  of  France. 

Tis  good  to  exult  in  the  strength  of  the  land. 
That  the  flow'r  of  her  youth  are  in  arms, 

That  her  lightning  is  pointed,  her  jav'lin  in  hand, 
And  arous'd  the  rough  spirit  that  warms; 

But  never  may  that  day  of  horror  be  known, 
When  these  hilb  and  these  vallies  shall  fee) 

The  rush  o£  tke  phalanx  by  phalanx  o'eFthrow9» 
And  the  bottnd  o£  the  tbHudering  whocK 

The  dread  chance  of  battle^  its  blood,  and  its  roar, 

Who  can  wish,  in,  his  senses  to  prove  ? 
To  plant  the  foul  fiend  on  Britannia's  own  shore, 

All  sacred  to  pe9,ce:  and  to  love  ? 

Hail  [  glory  of  Albicm- 1  ye  fteets,  and  yo  bests, 

I  breathe  not  the  tones  of  dismay ; 
In  Valour  unquestioned  still  cover  your  coasts, 

But  may  Heav'n  keep  the  slaughter  away ! 
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Thoa  gem  of  the  ocean,  that  smil^st  in  thy  powofv 
May  thy  ^oos  prove  too  strong  to  be  slaves; 

Tet,  let  them  not  scorn  in  the  dark-fated  hour, 
But  exult  in  their  rampart  of  waves. 

The  nations  have  trembled,  have  cowr'd  in  the  dust, 
E'en  the  Alps  heard  the  conqueror's  song, 

AVhen  the  genius  of  Gaul  with  unquenchable  thirst 
Push'd  her  eagles  resistless  along. 

And 'still  they  advance  ;  and  the  nations  must  bleed ; 

Then  sing,  O  my  country,  for  joy; 
Thy  girdle  qf  ocean  by  Heaven  was  decreed 

To  protect  what  the  sword  would  destroy* 

Roll,  roll  thy  white  waves,  and  enveloped  in  foam 
Pour  thy  tides  round  the  echoing  shore ; 

Thou  guard  of  Old  England,  my  country,  my  home, 
And  my  90ul  shall  rejoice  in  the  roar; 

RAMSOATi,   NOV.   2,   1806. 
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IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

CoMPi^&lJo  by  deadt  hia  millioQS  to  disgorge, 
Sir  Thomas  hardly  left  a  mit»  to  George : 
And  hence  the  astotushing  report  was  spread. 
That  George  half*wish'd  his  fiither  was  not  dead« 


S6Q 
THE  USE  OF  POETRY. 

BY  MICHAEL  WOt>HULL»  ESQ. 


Her  trackp  where'er  the  Goddess  roTes, 
Glurjr  pursue,  and  generous  Shame, 
Th'  unconquerable  Miad»  and  Freedom's  hoi  j  flame. 


Ipy  blaeon'd  by  the  Muse,  Calypso's  smile. 
The  Sirens'  melody >  Acrasia*s  isle 
Peopled  with  Graces  ever  blith  and  young. 
Nymphs  such  as  Titian  drew^  or  Ovid  sung^ 
In  earlier  days  my  fancy  could  engage 
Ere  Time  displayed  Reflexion's  sober  page : 
At  length  the  gay  delusion  charms  no  more  : 
Haste  we  those  distant  ages  to  explore, 
When  Poesy,  to  real  merit  just, 
Around  the  Patriot's  tomb,  or  Sage's  bust, 
Twin'd  amaranthine  chaplets,  and  withstood 
The  thunderbolts  of  fell  Oppression's  brood. 

As  once,  in  Egypt's  miserable  realm. 
Some  proud  unfeeling  Statesman  seiz'd  the  helm^ 
With  specious  words  assailing  Pharaoh's  throne, 
Deaf  to  a  trampled  nation's  loudest  groan. 
Their  bricks  exacting  when  depriv'd  of  straw, 
His  nod  like  Jove's,  his  wild  caprice  was  law. 
Till,  to  perdition  doom'd,  beneath  the  tide, 
With  all  his  host  o'erwhelm'd,  the  Monarch  died : 
When  under  Tyranny  the  World  lay  mute, 
The  Form  Divine  degraded  to  the  Brute ; 
A  new  device  the  Bards  of  Phrygia  found, 
They,  e'en  to  things  inanimate,  ^vc  sound : 
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Jkao^y  a  slave,  drew  ftom  the  knotted  oak 
Harmonioils  accents,  solid  marble  spoke  i 
To  plead  for  Man,  beneath  the  vocal  grove, 
Witn  mingled  birds  tirere  dragons  seen  to  rove; 
The  beasts  found  language  to  express  their  wrongs, 
And  utter'd  truths  too  bold  for  human  tongues. 

Here  the  vile  Churl,  tum'd  Financier,  we're  told, 
Ripp'd  up  his  Goose  to  snatch  her  eggs  of  gold. 
The  patient  Ass,  gaird  by  a  ponderous  load, 
There  slowly  jogged  along  the  miry  road. 
Blows  mov'd  him  not :  at  length,  ''  The  Foe  draws 

near," 
His  master  cried ;  "  O  quicken  your  career  V 
The  half-stai'v'd  Beast  replied :  *'  Why  speed  my  flight  ? 
**  Come  when  they  will,  I  shrink  not  with  affright. 
"  Can  any  Foreign  Lord,  b«'tidc  what  may, 
"  With  greater  cruelty  my  toils  repay  ?" 

Through  Greece,  where  Liberty's  auspicious  shrine 
Long  blaz'd  unsullied  with  a  light  divine. 
Heights  more  sublime  behold  the  Muse  ascend. 
Fair  Virtue's  harbinger,  her  Country's  friend ; 
The  wreaths  from  Persia's  vanquish'd  despots  torn 
She  bore,  Minerva's  altars  to  adorn ; 
Her  choral  pomp  then  swell'd  the  tragic  stage. 
Where  Pclla's  Bard  *,  t'  instruct  the  rising  age, 
Sings  his. own  Theseus,  eloquent,  and  brave, 
Who  to  th'  Athenian  state  its  pandects  gave, 
The  Sovereign  People's  Majesty  maintained, 
Nor  less  by  words  than  arms  the  victory  gain'd : 
Or  how  the  Chiefs,  sprung  from  that  dauntless  Sire, 
Repuls'd  the  Herald  of  Eurystheus'  ire. 
To  great  Alcides'- banish'd  cnildrcn  just. 
And  laid  Mycen^'s  Tyrant  low  in  dust. 

♦  Euripides.    His  Tragedies  here  alluded  to  are  ••  The  Sup- 
pliants'* and  •«  The  Children  of  Hcrcule*." 
VOL.  VI.  B  b 
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O'or  liatian  meads,  in  Freedom's  evil  Iboor, 
Beneath  the  zenith  of  Imperial  Power, 
Undaunted  Lucan  roam'd;  lie  nobly  paid 
The  harmonious  dirge  to  vanquished  Pompey's  sbade^ 
And  echoed  godlike  Cato's  loud  applause,. 
Who  ilar'd  to  perish  in  a  virtuous  cause. 

Til'  outrageous  pride  of  Stuart  Kings  to  qtieH, 
And  crush  oppression,  from  the  shades  of  bell. 
When  Vengeance,  issuing  with  remorseless  frown^ 
Tore  fFom  a  Charles's  brows  the  sullied  crown, 
Britannia's  champion,  Milton,  wak'd  the  lyre; 
Scorning  the  Pedant's  guile,  the  Bigot's  ire,. 
He  sung  those  Chiefs  Fame's  sacred  annals  boast^^ 
Chiefs  who  to  conquest  led  their  patriot  host^ 
And,  with -a  soul  unwarp'd  by  vu%ar  awe. 
Asserted  the  supremacy  of  Law: 
^or,  when  another  Charles  in  pomp  restor'd. 
By  mitred  slaves  and  prostitutes  ador'd,. 
With  his  gay  troop  on  Freedom's  banners  trod,. 
Crouched  to  the  Tyrant's  throne,  or  hail'd  tbis^  eactJ^ 
born  God  .^ 

The  torch  of  Liberty,  in  later  days. 
Blazes  awhile,  and  smouldering  soon  decays* 
That  energy,,  which  erst  was  found  t'  adorn 
The  youthtul  *  Akenside's  illustrious  morn, 

♦  Most  of  Dr.  Akenside's  Poems  were  written  in  his  youth:  ht ^ 
died  at  the  age  of  fort^-nine,  hawng  been  several  yeats before  ap* 
pointed  one  of  the  Queen's  Physicians.  The  passages  noticed 
may  be  found  in  his  Odes  to  the  Rigl^  Honoiuable  CbarljM 
Townshend,  to  Dr.  Hardinge,  and  en  leaving  Hullandr.  in  which 
Ihe  excellent  author  of  the  Characteristics,  originally  die  object 
of  his  panegyric,  is  now  passed  ov€r  in  silence ;  **  Ashley's  Wis- 
dom" being  eifaced,  to  make  room  for  "Somers'  Counsels."  kk 
the  posthumous  edition,  published  1773,  we  find  the  '*  Pieasores 
of  Imaginaliou"  much  garbled,  and  dedicated  to  Jesemiah  Dj(« 
SOB,  £sq^. 
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Whcun  b#9  tb'  afoctate  Statesiuftfi  to  spfNifly 

Chose  for  his  theme  the  haughty  Straiibrd%  fall^ 

Or  <lal^tf  with  manly  spirit  to  unfold 

*^  What  day  the  people's  stem  decree  is  told 

"  To  unbelieving  Kings;"  devoid  of  power," 

Soon  shrunk  unaer/d  in  his  meridian  hour; 

All  **Ashley's  wisdom,*  join'd  with  "  Hampden's  arms^* 

Then  from  his  page  effaced,  had  lost  its  charms. 

The  Heaven-born  Muse  descended  from  her  sphere^ 

His  parting  lays  were  tun*d  for  Dyson's  ear. 

Hull's  ♦  Senator,  pourtray^d  by  Mason's  hand, 
f *  Walk'd  forth  vindictive  through  a  venal  land ;" 
How  Abdalominus,  the  Bard  pursu'd, 
With  scornful  smile  the  robes  of  Empire  view'd. 
Why  then,  recanting  every  generous  strain. 
Such  as  old  Humber  heard,  but  heard  in  vain. 
When  Gallia's  Genius,  vilely  compa^'d  round 
With  swarms  of  Despots,  sore  through  many  a  wound. 
By  all  forsaken,  in  convulsive  pain 
Burst  from  his  nervous  arms  the  gaUing  chain. 
Caught  this  exhausted  Veteran  the  mean  hate 
Of  those  who  toii'd  to  crush  a  rising  state  2 

But  from  Vertumnus'  and  Pomona's  bowers, 
Twin'd  with  salubrious  plants  and  brightest  flowers, 
Lp !  Darwin  comes ;  around  his  hoary  head 
Hi9A  liberty  her  verdant  trophies  spread  : 
nOwas  his  to  titn  from  every  gaudier  theme, 
•*•  Th«  painted  mistress  or  the  purling  stream,* 
And  sing  Columbia  rescued  from  her  chains. 
The  light  &mt  gleaming  on  Hiberoia's  plains, 

•  Aftdfet^  Marvell.  The  reader  is  entreated  to  compare  Mr, 
Uvea's  **  Ode  to  Indepeadence**  and  the  '*  Episode  of  Abdalo- 
ttiihis  ia'bts  Euglbh  Garden*'  with  the  "  Palihodia"  in  the  third 
volume  of  hi)  Poems,  published  just  before  his  death. 
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Or  France^  like  vigorous  Sampson,  wben  of  jdre, 
Rent  fyom  their  hinges,  Gasa's  gates- he  bore. 

With  nought  bol  Bourbon's  glory  Park  ning. 
Till  Rome's  uurivaU'd  Patriots  Coraeillesuiigy 
Recaird  his  audience  to  a  pristine  lkge> 
And  rous'd  with  loftier  sentiments  the  stage : 
In  a^ter-days  Voltaire  his  steps  pursued ; 
G&y  Courtiers  first  avenging  Brutus  vie^d^ 
Then  haiFd  the  march  of  that  victorious  Dame 
Fair  Liberty,  as  down  Morat  she  came  \ 
And  proudly  stalkM  o'er  slaughtered  Charles  theBrave» 
Stain  d  wrth  the  gore  of  many  an  Austrian  slave. 
But  ah  !  he  sunk  into  the  silent  tomb. 
While  uncxplor'd  Futurity's  deep  gloom 
Yet  o'er  his  country  hung.     What  Muese  of  fire 
Shall  catjch  his  manlle,  with  auspicious  lyre 
Those  names  recording  to  whom  millions  owe 
Their  rescue  from  th'  overwhelming  tides  of  woe? 

Loud  roared  the  blast,  convulsions  shook  the  sky, 
Amazement  saw  no  guardian  Angel  nigh,    . 

*  "  La  Libert^,  j*  ai  vfl  cette  Deessc  altiere 
**  Descendre  du  haut  de  Morat  en  habit  d«  guerriere^ 
<*  Scs  maiiu  teintes  da  sang  des  fiers  Aatrichiens» 
'    •*  Et  de  Charles  le  tcmeraire."  , 

VOLTAIRS. 

So  little  of  theiir  celebrated  Poet* s  lore  of  Freedom  w»  thought 
to  have  been  transfiised  kite  the  breasts  of  Frenchni6n»  thst  we 
find  a  British  Lauveat,  one  ef  Vokaire'si  6ont«piipoiaries»  lasMj 
expressing  hinsself  thus : 

**  The  land  of  Freedom^  with  the  land  of  SIaTe%. 

"  As  Nature's  friend-,  must  M«igef  eternal  War.*^ 

WHITtHBAD* 

Keasons  eqxuUiu  strong  for  setting  no  bound  to  hostilities  imder^ 
taken  from  motives   quite  the   reverse  have  lately  issaed  in  a 
profusion  hardly  credible  from  the  Press,  the  Pulpit^  and  U>c 
'  Senate. 
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When  tlw  huge  Danuhe  (whoie  forojciouf  tribes, 
iDur'd  to  havoc,  thirsting  after  bribes. 
Peace  and  her  train  of  sodal  Arts  deitcst*) 
In  nocm^tiiie  glare  displayed  his  haughty  creftt. 
And,  masking  vile  designs  wkh  feign'd  alarms, 
Raised  his  hoarse  voice,  and  call'd  the  World  to  arms* 

But  its  own  bulk  dissolves  th'  unvieldy  mass ; 
Mepkttic  clouds  exhale  their  stores,  and  pass : 
Let  Europe's  sons,  scarce  rescued  from  dismuy. 
Welcome  these  omens  of  a  happier  day. 
May  pure  Relision  o'er  Jthe  soul  di£fuse 
Her  healing  balm,  and  point  to  nobler  views. 
Wrest  from  the  Hypocrite  Power^s  scorpion  rod, 
Assert  the  prostituted  name  of  God, 
And  to  that  "  Holy  Mount*,"  where  Aspics  change 
Their  nature,  where  innojicious  Lions  range, 
Greatest  and  best  of  miracles,  convey 
Reluctant  Man  more  cruel  far  than  they. 

To  Tyrants,  or  pretended  Saints,  too  long 
Have  nations  poured  the  tributary  song. 
While  bloated  malice,  leagu'd  with  childish  zeal. 
Is  titled  ardor  for  the  public  weal : 
Too  long  havp  wild  Crusades^  yon  Statesma^'^  dreams, 
Fields  drench'd  in  blood,  and  conquest's  distant  gleams. 
Of  many  a  venal  Bard  emplo/d  the  pen : 
'TIS  time  to  rouse,  think,  speak,  and  act,  like  mci}^ 
For  those  whom  FoUy  hurries  to  tha  snare 
No  inore  let  Fame  her  blasted  wreaths  prepare, 
But  weave  unfading  garlands,  tribute  due 
To  that  sage  Chief  t>  whom  grateful  Senates  view,  - 
Beyond  th'  Atlantic  ocean,  in  an  ^e 
^0  deeply  tinctur'd  with  Ambition's  rage, 

*  Isaiuh,  chap.  iii.  ver.  9,  and  chap>  Ixt*  ver.  25? 
^  general  Woshiogton. 
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Quitting  the  helm,  while  at  bis  maiidate  el69» 

The  gates  of  Janas,  and  the  tribes  ritpose  : 

Or  to  posterity  transmit  each  deed 

Of  those  who  dar'd  in  Freedom's  canse  to  Miad ; 

Him  *  who  in  Olmutz'  cursed  dungeons  lay. 

By  Despots  long  secluded  from  the  day, 

£rc  Austria's  Eagle,  of  her  plumage  shbm^ 

Left  ether's  heights,  and  to  the  ground  was  boviM* 

Or  br^-ve  Kosciusko,  in  an  evil  hour 

To  Poland  lost,  while,  with  gigantic  power, 

The  North's  foul  Harpy  seis'd  her  struggling  pny  ; 

Carnage  awhile  then  dimm'd  the  solar  ray. 

Till  Death,  that  great  avenger,  on  her  Tnrone 

His  banner  fix'd,  and  claira'd  her  for  hit  awa. 

rSBRUARY,  1798. 

•  La  Fayett«v 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL 

This  print,  in  Europe's  general  history  bmiiid. 
With  ail  its  Monarchs  scepter'd,  rob'd,  and  crowned, 
(Wrought  in  the  graver's  broadest,  blackest  tone,) 
]s  Catharine,  despot  of  the  frozen  aone* 
But  could  the  pencil  menial  features  trace, 
jAnd  give  as  well  her  spirit  as  her  face. 
This  plate  would  stride  o'er  portraits,  books,  and  niafi^y 
And  swallow  all  my  library  perhaps. 

V.  B.  HALHEO,  £8Q# 
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INDIAN  ODES. 

BY   THE   2»AT£   R£V.   IT*    B«   BXgVKXS* 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

1  HE  Scenery  of  the  A(llowing  Od^  is  roMos«4  ta  Ue  m  the  incst 
wild  and  anenlightened  Parts  of  India.  The  Naioei  gf  the  two 
adverse  Countries,  Hindvar  and  O^liju  are  fictitious,  ^ntren*  or 
as  he  is  called,  Ishuren,  or  Rnddiren,  is  one  of  the  three  chiei 
Divinities  among  the  lu^ns:  hi.9  Qfliec  »  that  of  Destruction^ 
and  he  is  the  favourite  Deity  of  the  Malabars.  The  Goddess 
Chaday,  is  believed  Hj  that  NafaOtt  to  be  the  Mother  of  the 
Dirumurtigol,  under  which  general  denomHMtioa  the  thra e  Diviai* 
ties  are  included. 


RUTRPN  AND  CHADAY. 
ODE  L 

TwAS  at  the  tad  aiui  ajid  solemn  kour. 

When  Midnight  wrapped  the  regions  round. 

And  wayward  Hftgs  of  secret  Pow'r 

Charm'd  the  air  with  angry  sound ; 

From  Indian  fires,  a  dying  ftame 
Gleam'd  wit^  fsLint  lustre  through  the  eypress-shadc, 

Which  to  the  fevered  eye  of  Fear  became 
A  thousand  Giaat-Forms,  iu  fancied  hues  array'd. 

While  htingry  panthers  urg'd  their  furious  way, 
Yeird  to  the  glooms,  and  mock'd  their  shriekrog  prey ; 
While,  wakened  by  the  sound,  the  lordly  snake 
Rais'd  bis  crown'd  head  in  horror  from  the  brake. 
Say,  Muse,  what  spectres  darted  through  the  glade? 
Where  moan'd  her  fate  the  visionary  maid? 
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And  where  the  wanioar*spirit  stalkM  along, 

And  wavM  his  airy  bow,  and  bowl'd  his  hideous  sopgf 

First  the  Sons  of  Rutren  came, 
Fierce  in  arms  of  fiery  show  ^ 
Leaders  once  of  mighty  name, 
All  that  haxe  and  bent  the  bow. 

«         Strong  to  slay  and  swift  to  fly, 

All  that  fought,  and  all  that  died; 
Fearless  of  the  battle-ciy, 
Hindvai^s  terror,  Oglu's  pride. 

Rutren  led  the  warriornrrew 
O'er  the  dews  of  Oglu's  field ; 
Well  the  valiant  power  I  knew, 
By  the  bow  and  oy  the  shield. 

Bed  with  lightnings  glancM  his  spear. 
Martial  as  he  mov'd  .along ; 
Death-birds  scream'd  in  mghted  air ; 
Clashing  jayelinsjoin'd  their  song. 

Virgins  al)  that  died  for  Love, 
Who  cmbalmM  the  crimsoned  youth  ; 
Shedding  in  the  cypress  gfoye 
TearjB  of  Woe,  an4  Tci^rs  pf  Truth : 

Warriour-mothers,  warriour-wives, 
Warriour-daughters  join'd  the  train : 
All  who  poured  their  patriot-lives 
Freely  oi^  the'  empurpled  plain: 

AU  who  climb'ji  the  (ux^era)  pyre, 
(Such  the  i^urest  offerings  come) 
Whp,  enshnn'd  in  bowers  of  fire, 
Sovi^ht,  spontaneous^  Chaday's  dome^ 
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These  the  Nymphs  that  Chaday  led, 
Spirits  fair  of  generous  flame; 
From  th'  Elysium  of  the  Dead 
Warriours  thus  and  Virgins  came. 

All,  to  such  the  boon  is  giv'n. 
Free  that  live,  and  firm  that  die, 
Once  in  every  year  of  Heav'n 
Breathe  again  die  Indian  sky ; 

Treading  thus  their  fav'rite  ground : 
While  they  dance  in  mystic  throng  ; 
Big  with  notes  of  haughty  «ound, 
India's  Genius  weaves  the  song* 

"  Ye  fairer  souls!  ye  warriours  slain! 

"  Dilfase  around  your  fire  divine! 

''  So  India's  sons,  a  living  train, 

**  Shall  lead  their  rites  to  Rutren's  shrine, 

"  Shall  swiftly  sweep  the  walks  of  War, 
"  For  ever  bold,  for  ever  free ; 
'^  And  Rutren,  from  his  crimson  car, 
•*  Shall  give  the  wreath  of  Victory. 

*^  So  India's  Nymphs,  on  Oglu's  plain, 
**  Shall  pay  their  vows  to  Chaday  due ; 
"  So  shall  they  weep  no  Lover  slain, 
"  The  Lover  crown'd,  the  Virgin  true," 

He  spake, — ^Tbe  golden  eye  of  Day  appear'd. 

And  Rutren  led  the  Heroe-band 
AU  sad  and  sorrowing  from  their  native  strand; 
Chaday  curs'd  the  sacred  light, 
The  living  God  of  Fire  she  fear'd,  . 
/i.nd  swiftly  sought  again  the  bowels  of  the  Night. 
Swift  with  her  fled  the  virgin  train ; 
Put  India's  Genius  lov'd  no  other  plain^ 
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On  Indian  ground  for  ever  shall  he  stay. 
Nor  shun  the  depths  of  nighty  nor  fear  the  fires  of  day* 


ODE  TO  THE  SUN. 

•  ODE  IL  , 

Hail  to  the  God,  whose  golden  ray 

Shall  beam  upon  the  silky  lap  of  Earth ! 
Soon  shall  he  sweep  his  rising  way 
O'er  the  old  eastern  ocean,  broad  and  fair ; 

Or,  borne  upon  tlie  bosom  of  the  air. 
Shall  peer  along  the  sky-clad  mountains  hoar : 
Thee,  God,  the  sons  of  Indian  birth, 
Wak'd  to  new  life  by  thee,  adore : 
They  feel  thy  sacred  ilame,  and  own  thy  glowing  pow'r* 

No  more  the  sullen  shades  of  Night, 
No  more  the  dreary  glooms  affright ; 
We  hear  no  more  Uie  lion's  growl, 
Nor  panther  fierce  of  fiery  soul ; 

Dispersed  has  ev'ry  shade  of  Hell, 
And  left  the  Welkin  fair  and  free. 
Left  for  where  shapes  unholy  dwell, 
The  land  of  Lig^t  and  Liberty. 

Arise,  ye  sons  of  India,  rise  ! 
The  Lord  of  Heav'n  ascends  the  skies, 
And  fiings  th^  empurpling  dawn  around  ; 
For  see,  each  fiow'r  of  Indian  ground. 
Fresh -breathing  from  the  dews  of  night. 
Emboldened  by  the  sacred  light, 

*  Thisi  and  tbe  Songs  of  War  and  Victory,  are  supposed  t9 
liave  betn  sung*  or  recited«  by  a  Chorus  of  Bramios,  at  ditferent 
times*  as  the  different  occasions  required. 
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Springs,  op'mngy  from  its  lowly  bed; 
Ind  meets  th'  eniiv'niog  Lord,  and  UfH  the 
head! 

The  *  Sea-Nymphs  leave  tbesporffol  plains, 
Their  traces  scarce  the  dew  retains, 
Embatbcd  in  their  watry  bonfr^rs. 
To  lose  again  the  soltry  hours : 
Hence  to  th'  Acacia's  circling  shades, 
Swiiit  too  have  fled  the  woodland  nmida. 
And  there,  on  velvet  herbs  reclin'd, 
hey  feci  the  coming  God,  and  woo  the  paBsii^  wind. 

Hence  to  the  woods  and  seas  for  prey ! 

The  Nymphs  and  Maids  have  led  the  way. 

Now  may  ye  hunt  the  woods  among. 

Now  may  ye  fish  the  rocks  along ; 

No  pointed  stone  the  boat  destroys, 

The  Hunter's  feet  no  asp  annoys.  , 

The  Nymphs  and  Maids  have  led  the  way; 

Hence  to  the  woods  and  seas  for  prey ! 

Arise,  ye  sons  c^  India,  rise ! 

The  Lord  of  Hcav'n  ascends  the  skies: 

And  quench  the  sacred  fires  of  night ; 

Already  bums  th'  imperial  light* 
Arise  !  and  spread  the  incense-breatbing  AowVs ! 
he  God  of  Day  shall  smile — the  God^  the  day  are  oun* 


THE  LOVE  SONG- 
ODE  m. 

'^HEttE  high-brow*d  Meli  swelled  its  mountain  height, 
nd  smooth  Savannahs  drew  th'  enchanted  M^jht, 

*  The  Indiaas  hare  their  inferior  Peitiei,  who  preside  orer  the 
tods  and  rivers. 
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With  flowery  blossoms  fair,  a  tulip-grove 
Spread  its  kind  branches,  and  invited  Love  t 
When  nearer  Suns  emblaz'd  the  noontide  air,   . 
The  bow  unstrung,  unbarb'd  the  idle  wpeBX, 
Where  ampler  shades  diffusM  a  milder  day, 
Moluck  the  hunter  and  the  warrior  lay ; 
And  there,  while  strctch'd,  supine,  his  length  along, 
in  these  wild  notes  he  pour'd  the  plaintive  song, 

*'  O  thou!  whose  love,  with  generous  vow 

^*  Of  mutual  flame,  my  love  repaid; 

**  To  whom  the  genial  Go()s  allow, 

^*  The  charms  that  grace  the  fairest  maid, 

"  0  thou !  my  Abra,  ever  dear, 

"  That  own'st  the  gentle  soul  sincere, 

"  With  ev'ry  purer  passion  fed  ; 

"  Still  may'st  thou  joy  with  me  to  rov^ 

"  The  Fairy  fields  of  happiest  Love, 

"  By  kindly  pow'rs  of  Nature  led, 

*'  But  now  what  ead  unkind  delay, 
' "  Can  bear  thy  timorous  feet  away, 
**•  And  force  thee  from  this  sheltering  glade? 
**  Where  now,  while  sultrier  hours  invade,  - 
**  For  thee  I  cull  each  sweeter  flow'r, 
**  For  thee  I  weave  the  shadiest  boVr ; 
^*  Where  might  we  pass  each  moment  free, 
"  Bestow'd  by  Love,  and  due  to  me. 
"  Then  hither  turn  thy  gentle  way, 
"  The  bow'r  laments  thy  long  delay ! 
*'  And  what  shall  keep  thy  ravish'd  sight  f 
.  .    "  What  pleasure  new,  what  fond  delight 
**  Shall  stay  thee  from  this  conscious  grove, 
**  Where  first  thou  own'st  thy  meeting  Love  ? 

' "  Or  do  some  rude  and  savage  arms 
'^  Seize,  ruthless,  on  thy  trembling  charms, 
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^^  And  drag  thee  to  the  destined  ceU  . 
**  Wher^  Tapes  and  horrid  murders  divelU 
**  Rise  then,  my  speat  of  bloody  pow'r, 
**  To  thee  beloncis  the  vengeful  hour! 
^  And  thou  shsJt  tfive  the  wretch  to  know 
^  The  fatal  fury  of  thy  bbw. 

**  But  ah,  how  vain  the  fancied  fear ! 
**  No  monster  wild,  no  savage  near 
*^  Could  force  her  from  the  seats  of  Love : 
^'  Around  the  sons  of  Oglu  move, 
"  And  every  scream,  and  every  cry 
"  Would  pierce  the  verge  of  yonder  sky  ; 
*<  And  Luve  himself  would  wider  bear 
*'  The  sound,  on  Echo's  airy  car. 

"  But  yet,  tho'  brutal  force  should  fail 
"  To  move  her  from  the  gentle  vale ; 
**  Say,  O  my  soul,  with  sorrow  say, 
*^  Might  not  the  Maid  delight  to  stray, 
**  Where,  (O  curse  the  treacherous  tongue 
*^  With  cunning  sounds  of  Flatt'ry  hung!) 
**  Some  happier  and  some  dearer  youth, 
**  In  borrow  d  words  of  seeming  truth, 
•<  WitTi  all  the  wily  tricks  of  Art 
**  Has  stoFn  upon  her  easy  heart  ? 

**  And  shall  a  rival's  wanton  arms, 
'^  Hang,  i^aptur'd,  on  her  faithless  charms; 
"  And,  unreveng'd,  the  sweets  enjoy 
"  That  all  my  fond  desires  employ  ? 
"  No,  by  the  lightning  of  my  spear, 
**  By  all  my  hopes  of  future  fame, 
**  By  all  my  father^s  shadows  drear, 
"  And  holy  Rutren's  powerful  name ; 
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•*  No,  nfvpf  shall  my  cye-lirfs  %\wtfp, 
**  But  a  long  wear}'  vigil  kasp, 
•*  Till  Vengeatice,  with  ner  sword  of  jfre^ 
**  Shall  bid  the  caitiff  wretch  expire;, - 
**  That  dar^d  with  flaine  unholy  moie 
^^  And  win  a  warrior's  destiiiM  Lote* 


**  And  she,  the  peijar'd  Nyrfiph,  statt  ia^ 
"  Howe'er  she  force  the  tear  to  floWj 
"  ttowe'cr  in  artful  guise  she  veil 
"  Her  altered  faith  and  broken  vow, 
^'  That  stubborn  Justice  holds  secure 
"  The  heart  from  Beauty's  witching  lure, 
**  And  arms  the  hand  in  awful  state, 
**  Th'  avenging  Minister  of  Fate. 
*^  And  hear,  ye  Matron-Spirits^  hear ! 
**  O  by  your  chastest  Loves  I  swear. 
"  That  she  shall  mount  the  lustral  laroe, 
**  Dishonour  to  her  mother's  name. 

«  Bttt-'^^an  that  Maid  of  artless  mlcQ, 
**  Of  open  front,  and  soul  serene, 
'*  So  mild,  so  gentle,  and  so  young, 
"  Can  she  deceive,  whose  raptui^dear 
"  So  joy'd  my  simple  tale  to  hear, 
**  Then  bless'd  the  magic  of  my  tongue? 
*'  But  Love  was  all  the  magic  there, 
^'  In  thoQghtless  words  of  passion  drest 
*•  My  tale  could  please  the  peerless  ftiir^ 
'^  And  win  admission  to  her  breast. 
•*  Can  she,  whose  heart  alone' could  beiu; 
**  To  Pleasure  pure,  and  genuine  Lovl^, 
•*  By  studied  arts  of  fore  (1  Deceit 
"  Inconstant,  faithlesa,  perj,ur*dj>rav^? 


•*  No,  never  shall  the  thought, unkind 
"  Again  distract  my  labMiig'iniitd. 

*'  In  all  the  pride  an<i  bloom  of  youth, 

"  My  Abra  swore;  iii  ftolemn  truth/ '     :  :  .• »     • 

**  By  every  stream^  by  every  grove, 

**  And  all  the  guardian  pow'rs'of  Love, 

**  That  stie  wo^uld  bless  but  liic  alone,  .     . 

**  While  Life  and  while  the  Gods  allow    . 

*^  But  mcher  answering  heart  would  own, 

*'  Love  heard,  and  seal'd  the  generous  vow*  ' 

•'  A  vaunt,  ye  meaner  thoughts,  that  move' 

**  The  breast,  unhumanizM  by  Love! 

**  For  never  shall  my  soul  again,  • 

"  Impatient  of  her  long  delay, 

**  Of  broken  vows  unkind  complain, 

"  But  bless  the  Maid  where'er  she  stray. 

"  And  sure  the  gentle  Muse  may. dare 

**  To  breathe  for  her  the  warmest  prayer, 

"  May  fondly  wish,  in  glad  return,  ~^ 

*'  By  laughing  hours  and  pleasures  borne, 

**  That  now  the  Nymph  would  .haste  to  wear 

'*  Of  coral  pure  and  flowerets  fair, 

^'  (It  was  her  Moluck's  hand  that  wove) 

*'  The  simple  wreath  of  truest  Love.'^ 

More  had  he  sivng,  but  from  the  neighboring  gladc;^' 
In  genuine  smiles  and  native  charms  array  a,- 
A  Virgin  form  soft  won  her  easy  way. 
Fair  without  pride,  and  without  folly  gay ; 
To  grace  the  brow,  or  please  the  taste,  she  bore 
The  choicest  fruits,  and  every  sweetest  flow'r : 
The  Warrior  rose,  and  sciz'd  her  to  his  breast, 
id  every  laughing  Love  proclaimed  the  loters  blest. 
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tHE  WAR  SONG. 

ODE  IV. 

Whek  shall  ye  break,  ye  Sods  of  War/ 

The  long  sleep  of  the  battle-bow  ? 

When  shall  your  jav'lins  give  to  flow 
The  hated  blood  of  Htndvar*s  ofiVpring  slain^ 
(Tho'  round  in  armed  state. 
Their  Guardian  *  Genii  wait) 
Curst,  and  unburnt  upon  their  native  plain  I 

If  now  your  sluggard  hands  abhor 

The  sword  of  Fury,  and  if  now 

Tremble  your  coward  teet  to  tread. 

Wherever  Rutren  loves  to  lead. 

While  lusty  vouth  and  life  allow, 
The  walks  of  War,  and  fiery  fields  of  Fate. 

Now  by  the  pltimed  liead  no  more 

Let  foul  Reproach,  and  skulking  Shame^ 

And  cowarcf  Fear,  a  foreign  iiarae, 
Scowl  with  their  baleful  j^inions  on  our  shore^ 
As  when,  of  old,  the  sons  of  Hindvar  came 
And  swept  their  hostile  banners,  blood -bcdew'd^ 
Nurst  in  gaunt  Terrors,  and  upborne  by  Fame^ 
While  on  each  helmet  glory  sate  and  smil'd  : 
TJhro'  every  parting  rank  destruction  wild, 
With  powV  remorseless,  in  her  bloody  car. 

Rode  fierce  upon  the  lurid  air, 
And  from  her  vcngotul  bow, 
'    With  many  a  fatal  blow, 
Flung  swift  th'  envenom'd  shaft  where  Oglu's  cham- 
.  pions  stoqd. 

*  The  Indians,  in  a  manner  similar  to  the  Romans^  believe  n 
good  and  evil  Genii.— They  have  th^r  Angels  to  protect,  and  theii 
Daemons  and  Giants  to  molest  them«  But  they  are  all  in  suhjectioD 
to  their  three  superior  Deities. 
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There  then  we  saw,  ivith  surest  fect| 

The  ghastly  forms  of  Fate  to  meet. 

Death  stride  his  horrid  sweep  along; 

And  there  we  heard  the  sadd'ning  cry 

or  those  that  fell,  and  feared  to  fly, 

Yet  shall  their  names  for  ever  live, 
(Such  the  reward  that  deeds  of  glory  give) 
Embalmed  in  the  dews  of  sacred  song. 

Tis  o'er — but  hark  !  the  lingering  cry  • 
Pierces  still  yon  troublous  sky, 
Of  those,  whom  Fate  refus'd  to  lead 
And  number  'mongst  the  mighty  dead ; 
To  each,  with  coward-hand  she  gave 
Chains,  and  stamped  the  name  of  Slave ; 
Still  shall  we  hear,  and  not  our  arms  assail 
To  stop  the  captive-cry,  that  rends  the  neighboring  vale  f 

And  now  we  sec,  and  now  we  hear, 
(To  purer  eyes  and  ears  alone  'tis  giv'n. 
Warriors,  and  Priests,  and  bards  belov'd  of  Hcav'n) 

The  unembody'd  forms  of  War, 
And  the  thin  notes  that  float  upon  the  air. 

The  trembling  shades  of  Hope  are  fled ; 
Amazement  wild,  and  Desolation  drear 

Rush  forth,  and  strike  with  thrilling  dread 
The  savage  hosts,  to  Fame  no  longer  dear ; 

And  stem  Reproach,  with  angry  cry, 
Mocks,  in  her  airy  call,  the  hostile  sky; 
And  Death,  in  all  his  Indian  Terrors  drest, 
Sends  forth  his  Spirits  strong,  who  gladly  go, 

Laughing  at  ev  ry  mournful  sound, 

To  deal  the  destinies  around 
From  the  long  Jav'lin,  and  the  bounding  bow. 
While  Shame  pursues  them  close,  and  waves  her  bloody 

vest.  9 
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Siich  are  the  forms  that  fleet  before  mine  eyf^ 
Visions  of  Fame  that  wake  the  bold  emprise. 

While  from  each  airy  car 

They  beckon  to  the  war, 
And  lead  our  hero-troop  where  Freedom  lies: 
And  still  the  sounds  remurmur  thro'  the  land. 
Heard  only  by  a  few,  a  chosen  band| 

Triumphant  sounds  of  Fate, 

That  'round  our  warriors  wait, 
And  swell  the  beating  heart,  and  arm  the  desperate  band. 

"  Heroes !  ye  who  lately  trod, 
"  (Your  feet  bedew'd  in  kindred  blood) 
*'  The  adverse  fields  of  Hindvar's  plain, 
^'  The  spirits  of  your  fathers  slain 
^'  Call  aloud,  in  solemn  sound, 

"  Revenge ;  revenge  the  hoarser  echos  'round 
''  Redouble  quick  in  martial  mood. 
**  Arise !  where  once  your  fathers  stood, 
**  And  from  many  a  warrior-row 
"  Flung  the  spear,  and  bent  the  bow. 
"  Arise  !  'tis  yours,  my  sons,  to  lead 

"  The  souls  of  War  and  Vengeance  to  the  meed 
'^  That  Rutren,  with  a  generous  hand, 
"  Prepares  for  those,  a  favourite  bandy 
"  Who  bravely  for  their  country  fight, 
**  Bravely  fight  and  nobly  die, 

**  Such  shall  escape  the  shadowy  realms  of  Niglif, 
**  Shall  live  in  Rutrcn's  Hall,  and  breathe  a  better  sky* 

"  But  you,  to  whom  your  fate  shall  give 
**  Again  to  fight,  again  to  live, 
"  Shall  deeply  drink  your  Country's  praise  ; 
"  And  ev'ry  sainted  Bramin  'round, 
"  In  words  of  more  than  mortal  sound, 
**  Shall  deck  each  honour'd  name  with  hallow 'd  lays. 
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**  Wake  then  to  War  I  for  such  the  meeds 
**^  That  crown,  by  Rutren  drest,  the  youth  that  bleeds^ 
**  And  such  the  sacred  wreaths  that  glory  gives 

**  The  patriot-youth  that  fights  and  lives : 
"  Wake  then  to  war !  your  fathers'  spirits  cry, 
^  Your  Country's  Genius  calls  to  triumph  or  to  die.' 

The  magic  works — the  powerful  strain 

Thrills  in  every  breathing  vein. 
I  see,  I  see  the  life-blood,  mantling  high. 

Glow  in  each  cheek,  and  revel  warm 
In  ev'ry  heart — I  know  the  master-charm 

That  bids  your  bloody  banners  fly 

Unfolded  to  the  ambient  sky. 
With  eager  force  that  flres  th'  enthusiast  band, 
And  *  maddens  ev'ry  spear  in  ev'ry  martial  hand. 

'Tis  Liberty  that  leads  you  on. 
Around  her  sovereign  form  await, 
Attendant  on  her  awful  throne 
The  arbiters  of  Fate. 
Revenge  of  talon  fell,  of  haughty  name 
Courage,  and  lusty  Force,  and  Glory's  sacred  flame. 


THE  SONG  OF  VICTORY. 
ODE  V. 

Yt  Spirits  of  our  fathers  slain ! 
Who  lately  breath'd  your  thrilling  words  around ; 

Thou  Genius  of  the  Indian  plain  ! 
That  hauntest  still  thy  Oglu's  favoured  ground  ; 

And  thou,  stem  f  God  of  mightiest  power ! 

For  lately,  a|  the  dcathful  hour> 

*    LP(U  fUUniM  99  ITAXa/uq^l.— BOM. 

t  Riitrea. 
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When  \\ith  her  troubled  eyes,  and  streaming  hair^ 
Fury,  the  fiend,  stalk'd  o'er  the  bloody  field, 
Thou,  thou  didst  send  our  warrior-chief,  Despair, 

Who,  rushing  with  our  legions  mad 

That  scorn'd  to  lift  the  saviour-shield, 
With  haughty  arm  and  hasty  tread, 

To  Victory  soon  and  purple  Glory  led : 

h  such  your  gifts,  to  you  by  right  belong 
The  Warrior's  votive  spear,  the  Poet's  sacred  song. 

Weep  not,  ye  virgins,  tho'  around 
The  Lover's  blood  embathe  your  native  ground ! 
Now  lot  no  private  and  no  partial  tear 
Unseemly  steal  adown  the  matron's  cheek! 
The  murder'd  husband,  or  young  hero  dear 

Shall  in  some  future  hour  bespeak 
Th*  embalming  dew  which  Love  and  Pity  shed: 

But  now  let  Hindvar's  widow'd  plain 

Lament  the  foul  inglorious  stain 
That  marks  her  abject  sons,  whom  haggard  fear 
Led  from  the  wrath  and  spirit  of  the  spear: 

Now  let  her  count  her  heroes  dead, 

Then  veil  in  Sorrow's  vest  her  head, 

Haughty  no  more  !  her  tow'ring  pride 
And  giant  strength  are  gone,  for  ever  gene. 
Hear  it  thou  Genius  of  our  native  plains, 
With  pleasure  hear  !  her  pride  no  more  remains, 
Her  strength  is  lost' — O  hear  her  coward  moan  f 
On  her  torn  bosom  now  no  more  abide 
The  souls  of  war.     Now  shall  she  view  around, 
While  recent  memory  feeds  her  anguish'd  sights      * 
And  the  keen  pow'r  of  shame  re- animates  her  fright, 
Where  sad  Defeat  and  Death  have  mark'd  ker  hostile 
ground. 
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Now  let  her  weep — a  better  task 
Ye  matrons  hoar,  and  virgins  fair  shall  ask 

Your  prompted  pow'rs — The  Warrior's  praise 
Demands  your  noblest  and  your  sweetest  lays ; 
Your  country's  triumph  calls  the  answering  strain, 
)  let  the  sounds  of  Joy  re-echo  to  the  plain  I 

Hark  !  in  accents  loud  and  clear. 
Stealing  on  th'  entranced  ear, 
Thrills  around  the  rapt'rous  strain ; 
Now  on  Love  and  Pleasure  dwelling, 
Now  with  joy  and  triumph  swelling, 
«  We  have  fought  and  we  have  slain." 

The  song  shall  sooth  the  Warrior's  mind. 
On  th'  inverted  spear  reclin'd. 
To  all  the  milder  thoughts  that  move, 
And  melt  the  purer  soul  to  love ; 
But  mark,  while  martial  notes  around 
Lap  the  soul  in  magic  sound, 
'  The  Warrior's  eye,  by  Fancy  led. 
Views  the  field  with  foes  bespread ; 
His  ear  imbibes,  with  horror,  nigh 
The  dying  shriek,  the  conquering  cry ; 
His  hand,  again  alarm'd  by  Fear,  ^ 

Bends  the  bow,  and  grasps  the  spear  : 
But  ah  I  tlie  while  there  breathes  a  solemn  air, 
lie  captive  croud  stand  mute,  the  statues  of  despair. 

O  let  them  drink  the  sullen  sound  ! 
With  many  a  fatal  garland  bound ; 
And  let  the  holy  Bramins  come. 
And  lead  them  to  the  deadly  dome 
Where  Rutren's  sacred  altar  stands  ;  ^ 

And  there,  when  'round  the  captive  bands 
With  curses  climb  the  funeral  fire, 
And  while  their  victim  souls  expire} 

c  c3 


390 

Our  song  in  mockery  of  their  state, 
(Such  vengeance  on  our  foes  await) 
Shall  echo  to  the  captive  train, 
^^  We  have  fought,  and  we  have  slain/* 

We  have  fought,  and  we  have  slain ; 
The  bow  of  strength,  the  spear  of  fate, 
Have  left  upon  the  hostile  plain, 
Many  a  head  in  gory  state ; 
And  many  a  hero's  blood  around 
Streaming  on  the  thirsty  ground ; 
The  noblest,  choicest,  best  bequeath 
In  vengeance  for  our  fathers'  death. 
Their  sainted  spirits,  hov'ring  nigh> 
I'he  dear  revenge  may  joyous  spy ; 
And  from  their  hallow'd  hall  descending. 
O'er  the  mangled  corses  bending. 
Deride  the  purple  stream  that  flows, 
Th'  accursed  gore  of  warrior-foes. 

Descend  !  descend  !  for  they  are  slain. 
They  have  bit  the  fetal  ground. 
They,  whose  fethers  on  the  plain 
Goi^d  you  deep,  with  many  a  wound. 
Descend  I  descend !  your  Sons  shall  prove 
Their  lineal  courage  on  the  field ; 
Nor  shall  our  Maids  in  faithful  love 
To  all  your  boasted  matrons  yield. 
And  see,  the  laughing  Nymphs  prepare 
The  sacred  wreaths  of  glory  fair  ; 
And  see  the  Warrior's  hallow'd  head 
With  many  a  laurel  leaf  bespread. 
The  groves  and  genial  shades  among. 
Answering  to  the  joyful  song, 
The  dance  the  mingled  troop  shall  lead ; 
Or  as  they  trip  it  on  the  meed, 
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RiW;  Echo  I  tell  it  to  the  plain, 

"  We  have  fought,  and  we  have  slain.'* 


THE  SONG  OF  DEFEAT  AND  CAPTIVITY. 

ODE  VI. 

Now  when  the  God  his  wav'ring  light  withdrew 
And  darker  shades  were  doubled  to  the  view, 
hofise  from  the  martial  labours  of  the  day, 
Around  their  nightly  fires  the  conquerors  lay. 
By  painful  march,  by  sultry  heats  opprest. 
They  woo'd  the  balmy  dews  of  genial  rest: 
Rapt  joy  was  theirs,  and  strains  triumphant  rung 
From  sacred  shells,  the  neighbouring  groves  among. 
But,  mid'  these  sweetest  sounds  of  dear  delight. 
The  hand  of  glory  pointed  to  their  sight 
A  dreary  cave,  by  darkling  shades  o  erbrow'd, 
The  seat  of  sorrow,  and  the  captive  crowd; 
Where,  rankling  in  the  glooms  accurs'd,  remain 
Lost  by  defeat,  and  mark'd  by  vengeful  pain. 
The  warrior-slaves  that,  fir'd  by  furies,  wait 
The- long  keen  horrors  of  a  coming  fate; 
And  there,  while 'round  the  savage  guards  reclin'd, 
The  darkest  Diemons  of  the  troubled  mind 
Added  new  torturers  to  their  servile  chains, 
Play'd  with  their  wounds,  and  doubly  edg'd  their  pains. 
Thus  while  they  laboured  with  the  anguish'd  smart. 
As  shame  or  passion  wrung  the  conscious  heurt, 
While  on  the  cavern's  rude  and  shaggy  brow 
The  night-bird  scream'd,  and  mock'd  the  notes  below, 
Here  breath'd  the  settled  sounds  of  deep  despair, 
And  rav'd  the  dia  of  madd'ning  fury  there ; 
Grief's  deadened  Voice,  and  Terror's  shriller  cry 
Gave  their  wild  echoes  to  the  murm'ring  sky. 

c  c  4 
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Aad  thus  while  Vound  the  various  accents  broke^ 
In  louder  tone  a  lip  of  sorrow  spoke. 

"  Farewell !  for  ever  now  farewell, 
*^  Where  ray  fond  soul  once  joy'd  to  rove ! 
•"  Ye  fields  !  where  gentlest  pleasures  dwell, 
**  And  O  ye  seats  of  happiest  Love ! 
**  Each  genial  grove,  each  haunted  stream 
Nurse  of  my  song,  and  of  my  song  the  theme, 
"  Farewell ! — O  ye  no  more  are  mine, 
The  torturing  chains  your  ruin'd  Lord  confine ! 
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"  No  more  with  free  step  shall  I  tread 
*'  The  smooth  Savannah's  velvet  green ; 
"  The  Loves  and  Pleasures  all  are  fled 
"  That  bore  me  to  the  blissful  scene. 

**  All,  all  are  fled  !  oh  sad  and  heavy  loss ! 

"  And  Zara  weeps,  unpitied  and  unknown ; 

"  Shall  tears  and  griefs  my  Zara's  soul  engross^ 

"  O  she  was  form'd  for  love  and  love  alone. 

**  Now  haply  shall  the  dear  maid  roam, 
"  Her  check  distain'd  with  many  a  tear,  • 
"  That  cheek  where  Beauty's  choicest  bloom 
"  Lent  lustre  to  the  soul  sincere. 
**  She  now  shall  roam,  dear  mindful  maid, 
"  The  lone  vales  wild,  the  dreary  woods  among, 
**  And  court,  with  sorrowing  step,  the  deepest  shade; 
"  Or  at  the  ev'ning  hour, 
"  Beneath  the  cypress  bow'r, 
•*  Pour,  all  reclin'd,  her  sweetest  saddest  song ; 
"  And  there  to  weeping  maids  relate 
"  The  mournful  stories  of  our  fate : 

"  But  ah,  no  art  shall  move  her  stubborn  grief, 
•*  The  maids  shall  tell— but  vain  the  tried  relief— 
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**  How  oft  in  yonder  wood 
•*  My  hand  the  shaggy  forms  subdued ; 

"  Or  in  the  wild  waves  nigh 
My  little  bark  outbray'd  the  angry  sky ; 
**  And  she  herself,  the  sorrowing  Nymph,  shall  tell 

'*  How  oft  beneath  mine  arm  have  bled 
**  The  savage  troop,  and  how  the  warrior  fell, 
**  And  join'd  with  yelling  groan  the  nations  of  the  dead* 

"  But  hence  the  light  and  trifling  strain ! 
**  The  listless  voice  of  praise  how  vain! 
**  For  now  what  boots  it  that  my  martial  care 
*'  Form'd  her  brave  youths,  and  gave  them  to  the  war  ? 
"  What  boots  it  now  ?  for  me  remains 
**  A  death  inglorious,  or  the  servile  chains, 
"  Me,  who  can  boast  my  spear 
**  Fix'd  Malgru  to  his  fate,  and  fill'd  his  sons  with  fear. 

**  And  shall  not  the  big  sounds  of  war  again 
"  Wake  my  fond  heart,  and  shall  my  spear 
Leap  to  new  life  no  more?  Must  dull  Despair 
Waste  my  sad  length  of  hours  away, 

**  Shut  from  the  eye  of  Pleasure  and  the  Day  ? 

"  Perish  the  thought,  or  to  the  wretch  remove 

**  That  dreams  away  the  soul  of  life  in  vain ! 

**  Whose  heart  ne'er  felt  the  luxury  of  Love, 
**  Nor  fear'd  of  Infamy  the  pain. 

"  O  cursed,  cursed  hour!  when  first  my  spear 
•*  Fell  faithless  to  its  Lord.     O  cursed  hour! 

"  When  Vict'ry^s  spirit,  hov'ring  near, 
**  Fled  from  my  call,  and  the  sad  courted  power. 

"  Of  Death,  unheedful  to  my  cry, 
**  Lowr*d  stern  a  sullen  frown,  and  pass'd  contemp- 
"  tuous  by. 

"  Still  let  my  foes  encrease  the  galling  chain, 
*^  The  warrior's  soul  unfettered  shall  remain, 
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**  Smile  at  eacli  wound,  etch  tortare  calmly  bear, 
**  And  only  curse  the  cruel  chance  of  war : 
*'  Now  let  them  lead  me  to  the  fires  of  fate, 
*^  Where  round,  in  horrid  shew,  the  furies  wait, 
**  No  laboring  sigh  my  secret  pain  shall  speak, 
**  No  stealing  tear  disgrace  my  manlier  cheek; 
**  Forbad  to  conquer,  and  forbad  to  bleed, 
^  I  ask  but  Death,  and  court  no  other  meed. 

The  warrior  ccas'd — the  Lord  of  Light  asain 

Stn'tch'd  his  proud  ray  along  th'  empurpled  plain : 

Fell  the  sad  sounds,  tho'  still  to  Pity  s  ear 

The  murmuring  winds  the  sorrowing  accents  bear  ; 

There  the  Muse  caught  her  artless  strains  of  woe, 

And  bade  them  still  in  native  measures  flow ; 

And  there,  tho'  fate  the  warrior's  brow  had  crown'd 

With  baleful  leaves,  and  wreath 'd  her  cypress  round. 

Firm  to  herself,  and  steady  to  the  truth, 

The  Muse,  impartial,  blcssM  the  hapless  youth ; 

She  bade  his  name  with  their's  inscrib'd  to  lie. 

That  lov'd  with  Fame  to  live,  that  dar'd  with  Glory  die. 


THE  DEATH  SONG.   . 

ODE  VII. 

IlABK  to  the  loud  and  dismal  sound  ! 

That  bursting  from  the  glooms  around, 

Scattering  wide  the  saddest  fear. 
Assaults,  in  troubled  cry,  the  startling  ear ! 
And  now  each  short  but  dreary  pause  between. 
From  the  deep  bosom  of  the  silent  shade 
What  spiry  flames  with  frequent  force  are  seen. 
Flashing  tiieir  liveliest  horrors  on  the  glade  ? 


395 

O  My!  what  rude  and  clamorons  breath 
Kent  with  mad  shriek  the  neighbouring  sky? 
What  fiery  columns^  flaming  high. 
Enrich  the  radiant  air  with  deadly  state? 
Ah  me  !  it  was  the  voice  of  Death, 
It  is  the  fire  of  Fate. 

Some  hapless  youth,  whom  Gloiy  never  led. 
By  Fortune's  smile,  and  Victorys  palm  unblest. 
Yet  one  who  scom'd  the  flow'ry  bed  of  rest^ 

A  warrior  youth,  that  lov'd  to  tread 

AVith  firm  foot  on  th'  embattled  plain 
The  bloody  dews  of  War,  whom  cruel  Fate 
Averse  beheld,  nor  with  the  sainted  slain, 
Nor  yet  with  those  whose  happier  heads  await 
The  conquering  wreaths,  enrolled  his  mighty  name, 
By  laurcl'd  Death  unown'd,  and  living  Fame  : 

Him,  hapless  youth,  has  dire  Defeat 

Borne  captive  to  her  drear  retreat. 
And  now  while  Vengeance,  with  remorseless  hand, 
Leads  the  lost  wretch  amid'  the  torturing  band, 
(Nor  yet  shall  pains  the  secret  spirit  bare) 
A  fallcu  victim  to  the  chance  of  war, 
Sach  his  sad  fate,  and  so  the  Gods  require. 
He  mounts  with  step  unforc'd  the  deadly  fire* 

But  hark  !  again  the  mingled  sound 
Of  shouts  and  shrieks  around. 
Hollow  and  fearful  echoes  through  the  vale; 

And  ah !  amid'  the  ling'ring  cry. 
Where  'round  the  griesly  chiefs  in  triumph  lie, 
Hear  how,  in  awful  voice,  the  dcstin'd  head 
To  the  sad  pyre  by  funeral  Passions  led. 
Pours  long  it6  dying  sound,  and  loads  the  passing  gale. 
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"  Ye  conquering  chiefs!  ye  leaders  of  your  train! 
"  Who  as  ye  lie,  embath'd  in  bliss  along, 
"  Mark  with  exulting  eye  our  warriors  slain, 
"  To  you  I  call — O  hear  th'  indignant  song ! 
"  What  tho*  by  happier  chance,  or  by  the  pow'r 
"  Of  kinder  Gods  that  bless  your  genial  slues, 
"  Ye  boast  the  victories  of  the  present  hour 
"  Have  giv'n  you  to  the  noblest  heights  of  hmCy 
"  Some  vengeful  and  some  bloody  mom  shall  rise, 
*^  And  sink  you  low  again  to  death,  defeat,  and  shame* 

"  Then,  O  my  spirit!  wand'ring  blest  around, 
*^  Point  thou  the  shaft,  and  aid  the  fatal  blow, 
"  Then  fixy  with  joy,  the  de^p  inglorious  wound  - 
"  That  marks,  with  baser  scar,  the  abject  foe! 
"  O  then  be  thine  the  pleasurable  sound, 
"  The  yell  of  battle,  and  the  murderous  cry, 
^*  The  forc'd  dull  groans  of  Death,  and  shrieksjof  Agony  I 

"  Nor  l)oast,  proud  Chiefs !  a  fated  victory  wou 
"  By  forms  unseen,  and  virtues  not  your  own  1 
"  No  aid  I  askM,  and  now  no  loss  deplore, 
"  Firm,  from  myself,  I  call  the  generous  store,^ 

*^  The  sense  inflexible  to  pain, 
"  The  mighty  mind,  impatient  of  controul, 

"  The  stern  resolve,  the  fix'd  disdain, 
"  And  all  the  manlier  powers  that  feed  a  warrior's  souL 

"  And  say,  ye  fathers  of  the  fight ! 
"  Ye  whose  high  bosoms  laboured  for  the  deed, 
**  Say,  saw  ye  not  amid'  the  battle  bleed 
**  Your  sons  of  prowess,  and  your  chiefs  of  might? 
**  Say,  felt  not  then  your  ranks  unusual  fear, 
**  While  your  arm'd  nations  crowded  on  the  plain^ 
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**  When,  borne  by  powerful  fate,  th'  unerring  spear 
"  (For  this  for  ever  be  that  spear  renown'd, 
"  For  this  my  latest  hour  with  pleasure  crown'd  !) 
**  Laid  low  your  warrior-chief  and  level'd  with  the 
"  slain  ? 

"  I  saw  him  fall — I  heard  the  groan 

**  That  pierc'd  your  ranks  with  hollow  moan ; 

*'  Mine  the  spear,  and  mine  the  hand 

**  That  smote  him  from  your  murderous  band, 

Who  on  my  country's  bleeding  plains  from  far 

First  planted  deep  the  withering  steps  of  war. 

*'  Ye  sons  of  Oglu !  and  ye  Indian  Maids ! 
**  I  led  your  hosts,  I  lov'd  your  soothing  shades, 
**  But  perish  from  my  soul  the  idle  strife 
"  Of  glorious  perils,  or  of  wanton  joys, 
•*  Begone,  and  with  ye  go  your  glittering  train  of  toys! 
"  Ye  flattering  hopes !  ye  foolish  fears ! 
"  The  warrior's  praise  !  the  virgin's  tears ! 
"What  coloured  once  with  joy,  or  sour'd  the  springs  of 
«  life ! 
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**  Though  once,  with  fondest  vow, 
*'  I  bless'd  tlie  sweets  of  Zeyra's  peaceful  grove, 

**  Yet  what  those  sweets  bestow, 
"  The  sylvan  chace,  or  gentler  charms  of  Love 
**  I  ask  not  now^ — and  this  dread  hour  disdains 
"  The  song  of  Pleasure,  and  the  flow'ry  strains, 
**  The  day  of  revelry,  the  easy  night, 
"  And  all  the  rapt'rous  scenes  of  past  delight ; 
"  Lord  of  myself,  I  boast  a  better  claim, 
''  Th'  unconquerable  soul  that  scorns  the  funeral  flame. 

"  Not  a  tear  and  not  a  sigh 
**  Shall  weakly  to  my  pangs  reply, 
^*  No  coward  wretch,  no  dastard  foe 
^  Meanly  trembles  from  the  blow, 
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**  But  he  vfho  bore,  unmov'd,  your  chains^ 

"  With  scorn  derides  your  deadliest  p^ns ; 

**  And  tho'  denied  that  happier  fate 

**  Triumphant  fame,  and  martial  state, 

"  Or,  yet  more  glorious  still,  to  lie 

"  With  those  that  for  their  country  die, 

**  No  plaintive  sorrows  load  the  mind 

"  To  fortune  lost,  to  fate  rcsign'd  ; 

"And  where  my  gallant  spirit  tums 

**  An  equal  share  of  ardour  bums, 

**  The  genuine  glow  that  once  could  lead 

**  A  warrior  to  the  doubtful  mead, 

**  Shall  arm  the  soul  with  haughty  pow'r, 

**  And  lift  it  in  the  torturing  hour. 

"  Tho*  now  I  feel  your  searching  pains 
**  Fierce  and  more  fierce  convulse  my  laboring  vein>, 
"  Tho'  fall'n  that  hand  (O  bless  the  deed !) 
**  Tliat  forc'd  your  Warrior-chief  to  bleed, 
*'  Still  my  true  heart  in  equal  motion  leaps, 
**  And  my  firm  soul  its  wonted  freedom  keeps. 

**  Hail  to  the  dawn  that  rises  on  my  soul ! 
**  All  hail  the  coming  day! 

*'  I  feel,  I  feel  the  fiery  torrents  roll 
"  That  sweep  my  purple  life  away. 
"  Ah  now  I  come  !  prepare,  ye  spirits  blest, 
"  Your  bow'rs  of  pleasurfe  and  your  beds  of  rest! 
"  Yet — ere  the  bow  of  life  be  quite  unstrung, 
**  While  the  sounds  tremble  on  my  fault'ring  tongue, 
"  Receive,  ye  chiefs !  that  'round  the  pyre  have  stood, 
**  Lavish  of  fate,  and  prodigal  of  blood, 
"  'Tis  all  a  dying  warrior  knows  to  give, 
**  My  last  sad  curse,  ye  warrior  chiefs,  receive  V 
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StoppM  is  the  voice  by  Fate — and  ah  again 
The  shouts  of  Triumph  echo  from  their  train. 
O  mourn  the  youth  that  led  our  native  band ! 
O  rise,  and  curse  with  him  the  deadly  hand ! 
For  this,  where'er  your  savage  troops  ye  lead, 
'Mid  your  own  groves,  or  on  the  martial  mead. 
May  Discord  meet  you  on  the  haunted  plain. 
Point  the  lost  maid,  and  shew  the  parent  slain!. 
For  this,  whene'er  ye  tempt  some  fatal  field 
Whose  happier  sons  the  conquering  sword  shall  wield, 
May  Rutren  lead  his  vengeful  l^ost  along. 
And  loose  his  furies  on  your  bleeding  throng* 
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Oh  !  let  not  suspense,  with  its  fetters  of  ice, 
The  free-flowing  current  of  pleasure  enslave ; 

The  winter  of  age  will  be  here  in  a  trice. 
And  death  freeze  us  for  good  in  the  grave. 

How  long  shall  each  touch  with  a  tongue  be  insplr'd^ 
How  long  shall  my  eyes  roll  their  language  in  vain, 

With  each  eloquent  pulse  when  will  Jessy  be  fir'd. 
And  interpret  what  Jessy  alone  can  explain! 

But,  because  it  may  deepen  the  rose  on  her  cheek. 
Should  my  charmer  the  fond  explanation  decline; 

Let  me,  sparing  a  trial  so  delicate,  seek. 
And.  be  told  from  her  eyes  what  she  gathers  from 
mine. 

R.   FEKTOK,   £S<|. 
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THE  GOLDEN  AGE* 

I 

\ 

A  Poetical  Epistle  from  Erasmus  D Uy  M.  D.  t9 

Thomas  Beddoes,  M.  D. 

BY   THE    AUTHOR   OF    TWO  HEROIC    EPISTLES  TO 

DR.    PRIESTLEY, 


The  French,  that  most  injured  and  most  enlightened  people  upon 
earth,  within  these  few  years  (since  Despotism  has  been  over- 
awed by  Liberty)  have  improved  Science  more  than  all  other 
Nations  put  together.  beddoes's  reasons,  £cc. 

Mav  we  not,  by  regulating  the  vegetable  functions,  teach  our 
Woods  and  Hedges  to  supply  us  with  Butter  and  Tallow  ? 

B£DDO£S's  OBSERVATIONS  ON  CALCULUS,  SCURVY«  &CC,^99' 


Boast  of  proud  Shropshire,  Oxford's  lasting  shame, 

Whom  none  but  coxcombs  scorn,  but  fools  defame. 

Eternal  war  with  dulness  born  to  wage, 

Thou  Paracelsus  of  this  wondrous  age ; 

By  sage  M.  D/s  and  LL.  D/s  approved, 

-f-  By  Great  SOC/s  praised,  by  little  soc/s  belovod, 

Beddoes,  the  philosophic  chymist's  guide, 

The  bigot's  scourge,  of  democrats  the  pride, 

♦  First  published  in  1794. 

t  Dr.  Beddoes  not  only  ranks  among  his  intimate  friends  one 
or  two  Gentlemen  of  the  University  of  Oxford,  who  at  present  can 
only  be  characterized  as  the  little  fellows  of  a  little  College,  bul 
likewise  many  illustrious  Members  of  various  Literary  Societies^ 
particularly  the  celebrated  Dr.  Priestley,  whose  splendid  titles 
(even  as  modestly  abridged  by  himself)  are,  LL.D.  F.R.  S.  Ac. 
Imp.  Petrop.  R.  Paris.  Holm.  Taurin.  Aurel.  Med.  Paris.  Harlem. 
Cantab.  Americ.  6(  Pbilad.  S^c, 
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Atcdpt  Uiis  lay ;  and  to  thy  brother,  friend^ 
Or  uame  more  dear,  a  Sans  Calotte  attend, 
While  in  Rhyme's  Galligaskins  I  enclose 
The  broad  posteriors  of  thy  brawny  prose, 
And  sing,  *  brimful  of  thee  in  tuneful  strain, 
The  blest  return  of  Saturn's  golden  reign ! 

Oh  had  I,  silly  swain,  the  rage  and  nre 
Of  some,  whom  Frenchmen's  bloody  deeds  inspire  ; 
Could  I,  ascending  on  the  wing  of  sound, 
Pleas'd  with  the  grand,  the  lofty,  and  profound, 
Soar  above  mortal  ken  in  rapturous  glow, 
Leaving  poor  pursy  Sense  to  pant  below ; 
Could  I,  for  ever  studious  to  refine. 
Prank  with  my  pearly  phrase  each  pretty  line. 
Or  like  an  empty  bottle,  deep  immers'd. 
Whence  bubbles  after  bubbles  bustling  burst, 
Amus'd  to  view  my  noisy  nothings  swell, 
In  the  sweiBt  vanity  of  thought  excel ; 
Now  rising  o'er  the  bounds  of  vulgar  rhyme, 
Gracefully  great  and  terribly  sublime; 
Trolling  in  full- toned  melody  along 
With  all  the  clattering  clang  of  modem  song ; 
I'd  hail  the  progress  of  those  blissful  days. 
When  fair  Philosophy's  meridian  rays 
Shall  brighten  Nature's  face,  shall  drive  the  molei> 
Of  blinking  Error  to  their  secret  hole^. 
Disperse  the  darkness  of  primaeval  night, 
And  bid  a  new  Creation  rise  to  light ! 

Proceed^  great  days !  and  bring,  oh !  bring  to  view 
Things  strange  to  tell!  Incredible,  but  true ! 
Behold,  behold,  the  Golden  Age  appears : 
l^p,  skip,  ye  Mountains !  Forests  lend  your  ears  I 

•  Quo  me  rapiB,  tut  plfnumf 
VOL.  VI.  P  d 
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See  rcd-capt  Liberty  from  heaven  descend^^ 

And  real  prodigies  her  steps  attend  !  * 

*  No  more  iminers'd  in  many  a  foreign  dye 

Siiall  British  wool  be  taught  to  blush  and  lie  ; 

But  all  our  pastures  glow  with  purple  rams. 

With  scarlet  lambkins,,  and  their  yellow  dams ! 

f  No  more  th«  lazy  ox  shall  gormandize. 

And  swell  with  lattening  grass  his  monstrous  sise; 

*  Ncc  tMznos  discet  mentiri  lana,  oeloret: 
Ipse  sed  in  pratis  ilrtes  jam  sawt  luhenti 
Murice,  jam  croceo  mutabit  vellera  Into  : 
Sponte  SU&  san^yr  pascentes  vestiet  agnos. 

VIROIt. 

Tlie  renoTation  of  the  world  under  the  benign  influenee  of 
French  Freedon  has  been  long  foretold  bj  prophets  of  every  d^* 
scription,  b^  some  who  manufacture  vtr^ea^  others  who  mannfao- 
ttire  cotton,  by  maudling  Mrs's,  and  miqcin^  Misses,  by  enlight- 
ened Lawyers  and  nvore  enlightened  Physicians;  but  by  non» 
more  fully  expected,  more  ardently  long^  fbr,  than  by  6r,B^ 
does  and  *  Itis  **  Ilear  Giddy  V*  Tlie  great  Dr.  assures  usy  that  not 
dniy  science  in  general  will  shordy  advaaoe  towards  perfecdoor 
but  that  in  particular  "  a  new  Mediciae  will  anse  fron  the  afthot 
of  the  old  with  healing  in  its  wings."  How  Ibis  revoiqtiQn  is  t^ 
be  effected  we  are  informed  in  the  dedication  of  his  Observations 
on  Calculus,  dec.  p.  4.  « We  are  ju^  beginning  to  catdl  a  gfinqpsa 
of  the  laws  of  animal  Natuve;  end  now  «p&e(»  tfte  hwmm  MMui 
ieems  in  to  inany  covntrm  ahQut  to  ht  roused  fimn  thu^  tarpvr.  If 
tthich  it  has  so  long  been  beiiumbedt  we  moy  reasonably  indi^§e  iik$ 
ez^ectation  of  a  rapid  progress  in  this  the  most  beneficud  of  aUr  tht 
sciences,  i  Au  in^itely  small  portion  of  genius  has  hitherto  be^it 
exerted  to  diminish  the  sam  of  our  painful  sensations;  and  ifte 
force  of  society  hus  been  eidusivek/  at  the  disposal  of  BmptAs  4ind 
Juntos,  the  great  Artificers  ^  hnman  Evil,  Skaukd  an  entirt  <taff^ 
in  these  two  respects  any  where  take  placa,  every  member  if  society 
might  soon  expect  to  experience  in  his  own  person  the  conse^ience  tf  |^ 

•  A  Gentleman  of  Pembroke  College,  Oxford,  to  whom  Dr- 

Beddoes  addresses  a  Iste  elabosfttc  yfvdk  by  tiu0  fwIiM  <^PB^!*' 
lation. 
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Ko  more  trot  round  and  round  the  groaning  field| 

But  tons  of  beef  our  loaded  thickets  yield ! 

The  patient  dairy^maid  no  more  shall  learn 

With  tedious  toil  to  whirl  the  frothy  churn ; 

IbvLt  from  the  hedges  shall  her  dairy  fill^ 

As  pounds  of  butter  in  big  drops  distil ! 

The  sottish  Jews,  who  in  a  God  believed, 

And  sometimes  blessings,  oftener  plagues  receiv'd^ 

Shouted  a  miracle,  when  on  the  ground 

Their  boasted  bread  the  greedy  grumblers  found: 

By  no  dry  crusts  shall  infidels  be  fed, 

Our  soil  producing  butter  to  our  bread ! 

*  See  reverend  Thames,  who  God  of  Rivers  reigns,     ^ 

And  winds  meand'ring  through  our  richest  pltuns, 

T«  treat  the  Cits,  that  many  a  sixpence  give 

Once  in  a  week  like  Gentlemen  to  live, 

Resign  his  majesty  of  mudy  and  stream 

O'er  strawberry  beds  in  deluges  of  cream  ! 

happy  an  Uvma^tni  and  AaM  th^  example  be  generally  faUtnMdt 
Aere  it  no  improvewie^t  in  thp  conditwn  of  the  Worlds  for  vfhich  we 
might  n§t  hope  from  the  bloodless  rivaUfiip  of  nations."  But  we  are 
told»  timt  the  saiuji  infiuence  of  liberty  and  Genius  will  not  only 
m  other  ttsp^ett  efiect  equal  wonders,  but  produce  greater  blest- 
ings.  "Wekoow/'  exclaims  this  egregious  Chymist,  "that  vege- 
tables are^^pahl^  of  forming  oils  either  exactly  the  same  at  tiiose 
of  animab)  0ir  very  nearly  resembling  them.  Thus  we  have  the 
snet  of  the  Croton  Sebiferum,  the  butter  of  the  Phoenix  Dactylifers 
and  of  the  Butyrum  Cacao.  Whent  from  a  more  intimate  acquaint'^ 
emee  vkft  tftem,  we  shall  be  better  abU  to  apply  the  Latos^  of  organic 
kodiei  to  Ifce  accommodation  as  well  as  presermtion  of  lAfe,  may  «c 
nott  hy  reguloHng  the  veget<ible  functionSt  teach  our  woods  and 
hedges  to  mpplytuwith  butter  and  tallow  f**  Observations  on  Cal* 
ooios,  &c.  p.  109. 

*  Tt  fraXmw  mam*  %9  aX^rm  kai  dXivfw  vXnfn,  Moiavtf  jutc 
m  nmstc*  tun  u^nwi  ^'  ipft«y,  m  gJ^tv  vStoroe  yoKanrtc  ^*  aXXar  nas 

Calanus  lAdoi  ftpud  Strftboo.  lib.  15* 
»d« 
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See  tallow  camlles  tip  the  modest  thorii> 
Candles  of  wax  the  prouder  elm  adorn! 
See  the  dull  clown  survey  with  stupid  stare 
^Vhc^e  leaves  once  grew,  now  periwigs  of  hair  t 
While  fluids,  which  a  wondrous  change  betray^ 
Ooze  from  the  vernal  bud,  the  summer  spray, 
Ditfering  from  animals  alone  in  name, 
(As  botanists  already  half  exclaim}. 
Sec  plants,  susceptible  of  joy  and  woe, 
Feel  all  we  feel,  and  know  whatever  we  know  i 
View  them  like  us  inclined  to  watch  or  sleep^ 
Like  us  to  smile,  and,  ah  !  like  us  to  weep  I 
Like  us  behold  them  glow  with  warm  desire,- 
And  ctitch  from  Beauty's  glance  celestifal  fire  !* 
Then,  oh  !  ye  fair,  if  through  the  shady  grove 
Musing  on  absent  lovers  you  should  rove, 
And  there  with  tempting  step  all  heedless  brusb 
Too  near  some  wanton  metamorphosed  bush^ 
Or  only  hear  perchance  the  western  breeze 
Steal  murmuring  through  the  animated  trees, 
Bewarb,  beware,  lest  to  your  cost  you  find 
The  bushes  dangerous,  dangerous  too  the  wind. 
Lest,  ah !  too  late  with  shame  and  grief  you  feel 
What  your  fictitious  pads  would  ill  conceal! 

While  plahts  turn  animals,  man,  happy  ma&, 
*  To  ages  shall  extend  life's  lengthened  span. 

*  "  If  this  supposition  were  just)  might  not  some  means  be  dif» 
covered  to  protract  the  period  of  youth  and  vigour  indefimt^f 
Whctiier  true  or  false*  and  even  though  we  should  never  bfi  ahw 
to  restore  new  excitability  to  the  system,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of 
the  immediate  practicability  of  prolonging  life  considerably  ^  and 
Hhat  is  much  more  de;»irable,  of  maintaining  a  firmer  state  ol 
health."  Observations  on  Calculus,  &c.  p.  106.  *'  Nor,  however 
remote  medicine  may  be  at  present  from  su<ih  perfection,  do  I  sea 
uny  reason  to  doubf,  that  by  taking  advantage  of  various  and 
cttnUnuftl  a€C€8sioAS  as  they  accrue  to  icioao^i  the  same  pow^ 
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Bane  to  our  bliss,  no  more  the  wrinkled  face 

Beauty's  bewitching  circles  shall  disgrace ; 

But  see  the  reigning  toast  half  kind,  half  coy,     * 

Her  rivals'  envy,  and  her  lover's  joy, 

Skill'd  to  allure,  to  charm  us,  and  beguile, 

In  all  the  bloom  of  eighty  sit  and  smile ! 

Thus  shall  each  Belle  a  lovely  L'Enclos  prove. 

Drive  boys  of  future  cent'ries  mad  with  love ; 

The  marriage  table  its  degrees  extend. 

And  to  our  great,  great  grandmother  ascend. 

Poor  Pope,  who  griev'd  *'  that  Life  could  scarce  supply 

^'  More  than  to  look  about  him,  and  to  die," 

Had  he  but  Aourish'd  in  these  Halcyon  days. 

Might  long  have  bid  Life's  little  candle  blaze, 

Have  grown  straight,  handsome,  brisk,  and  debonnair. 

The  Muses'  favourite,  favourite  of  the  Fair ! 

Happy  the  Poet's  lot,  who  can  prolong, 

'nil  time  shall  be  no  more,  his  deathless  song; 

And  live  himself  to  see  his  swelling  name 

Roll,  like  a  snowball,  gathering  all  its  fame! 

Happy,  thrice  happy  he,  who  at  his  will 

Can  drink  of  Life's  sweet  cup  his  constant  fill ; 

*  Who,  if  excess  of  oxygene  create 

Symptoms,  which  lean  consumption  indicate, 

may  be  acquired  over  living  as  is  at  present  exercised  07er  some 
inanimate  bodies ;  and  that  not  only  the  cure  and  prevention  of 
diseases,  but  the  art  of  protracting  the  faireit  seaum  of  life,  and 
rendering  health  more  vigarous,  wiU  one  day  half  realize  the  drean» 
of  Alehemy !" — Beddoet's  Letter  to  Darwin,  p.  29. 

*  Dr.  Beddoes,  in  a  little  tract  addrefled  Jto  the  Author  of  thSi 
Spistle,  entertains  us  with  a  long  history  of  hotr  he  madp  himself 
very  lean,  very  fair  (his  complexion  having  been  before  of  an 
uniform  brown),  very  pretty,  and  very  consumptive,  by  the  use  of 
A  certain  **  Cosmetic"  called  Oxygenout  Air ;  and  how  he  after* 
jirtrdfcttre4  himself  of  the  said  LeaaiM^  aa4  Confuniption  at  hia 

Ddd 
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A  sure  specific  can  procure  with  ease, 

iRich  cream  and  butter  from  his  herd  of  trees : 

Or  if  he  find  excess  of  *  hydrogene 

His  body  load  with  fat,  his  mind  with  spleen, 

True  health  and  vigour  to  restore,  can  take 

From  some  regenerate  oak  a  savoury  steak, 

Sliced  off  the  slaughtered  monster's  quondam  stumpi 

Converted  now  into  a  real  rump, 

And,  blest  with  an  accommodating  maw. 

Devour  the  luscious  bit,  red,  recent,  raw ! 

Now  rise,  my  Muse,  and,  warm  with  rapture,  dart 
From  men  to  manners,  "  fancy  to  the  heart." 
Transporting  sight !  to  view  the  sons  of  Pride 
Their  little  heads  with  shame  and  sorrow  hide. 
Banks  and  distinctions  cease,  all  reeking  lie 
In  the  mean  muck  of  low  Equality ! 
Favourites  of  freedom,  sons  of  frisky  France, 
Who  never  learnt  like  British  bears  to  dance. 
And,  while  their  Premieres  humdrum  bagpipes  sound, 
Led  by  the  nose,  jog  growling  round  and  round; 
But  more  like  monkeys,  airy,  light,  and  gay, 
Pleas'd  on  your  masters  head  to  skip  and  play; 
Ye  pious  Atheists,  Moralists,  who  deem 
The  Christian's  Heaven  and  Hell  an  idle  dream, 
Delighted  to  deride  all  vulgar  fears 
Of  Beelzebub's  black  claws,  cropt  tail,  and  ears, 
"With  manly  scorn  and  dignity  to  tread 
On  prostrate  Superstition's  hoary  head; 

Friend's,  Quaker  Reynolds's,  in  Colebrook  Dale,  by  a  diet  in 
which  Butter  and  Cream  bore  the  largest  proportions.  See  pages 
50,  51, 52,  ^f  54,  and  55. 

*  To  prevent  our  sailors  from  growing  fat,  and  afterwards  falling 
into  the  scurvy  (of  which  obesity,  we  are  infoimed,  is  the  firsf 
symptom).  Dr.  Beddoes  proposes  that  the  jolly  tars  should  eai 
their  food  raw !   Obiprvaticms,  p.  60. 
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"Wko,  foes  to  power  despotic,  dare  deff 

The  King  of  Kings,  that  bugbear  of  tne  sky ; 

Dreading  for  present  crimes  no  future  rod, 

Self-praise  your  worship,  vanity  your  God; 

Oh  how  my  eyes  with  tears  ecstatic  fill, 

What  new  felt  transports  through  my  bosom  thrill. 

When  I  behold  you  with  gigantic  blow 

The  pigmy  pride  of  Royalty  lay  low. 

With  pikes  and  guns  this  moral  dogma  teach—* 

J^irtue  consists  in  nudity  of  breech  ! 

Soon  shall  we  view  no  more  the  glittering  things 
**  Bestarr'd,  begarter'd,  and  bcfooVd  by  kings ;" 
The  pretty  twinklers  that  so  sweetly  shone, 
And  deem'd  their  lovely  lustre  all  their  own  ! 
No  more  the  despot  view,  whose  mighty  nods 
^ook  nature,  and  proclaimed  him  God  of  Gods ; 
Drunk  with  applause  who  rais'd  his  rolling  eyes. 
And  scem'd,  whene'er  he  mov*d,  to  tread  the  skies! 
Despis'd,  detested,  all  shall  wing  their  flight. 
And  sink,  no  more  to  rise,  in  endless  night ! 
Arm'd  with  a  bristled  end  and  glittering  aw], 
Behold  a  minor  Monarch  in  his  stall ! 
No  circling  gold  his  royal  brow  surrounds, 
A  yard  of  room  his  sphere  of  action  bouads ; 
His  sole  ambition  and  his  prime  pursuit, 
'With  skill  a  shoe  to  patch,  to  stitch  a  boot ! 
Nor  deem  his  fate  severe !  The  time  may  come 
When  many  a  pious  King  in  Christendom, 
DashM  from  his  throne,  and  made  dame  Fortune's  fool, 
Shall  envy  little  Capet's  cobbling  stool ! 

Mark  with  the  Peer  and  Prince  the  •  chanting  priest, 
Forbidden  on  his  country's  fat  to  feast, 

^  **1\  U  a  law  of  human  nature,  the  less.^f  ecclesiastical  In* 
rftuenc^y  the  lew  of  deadly  animosity  avonig  mwu** — "It  is  rea^ 
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While  peace  looks  down  sweet  Smiling  on  the  swains^ 

And  untax'd  Plenty  crowns  the  fruitful  plains ! 

No  more  that  lazy  lubbard  shall  we  pay, 

With  phiz  so  farcical  to  preach  and  pray  j 

No  more  behold  that  harpy  of  the  land 

Lay  on  our  largest  sheaves  his  greedy  hand ; 

With  Bigotry's  black  banner  wide  unfurl'd, 

Fright  into  gothic  ignorance  the  world ; 

But  truth  and  light  shall  come,  with  hostile  rage, 

"  To  drive  the  holy  Vandal  off  the  stage." 

See  tythes  expire,  and  ancient  slavery  fail; 

Proud  Superstition  turn  her  vanquisnd  tail ; 

No  zealqus  Minister  the  Church  befriend. 

But  all  her  sorceries  with  the  Beldame  end : 

sonable  to  presume  that  the  majority  of  French  Priests  iq  {iOglimd 
partake  of  the  spirit  of  their  brethren  ^  and  to  a  large  portion  of 
the  popish  priesthoodi  Christianity  is  believed,  upon  good  groundh 
CO  he  as  much  foolishness  as  it  was  to  the  Greeks.  Their  faith  in 
the  advantages  of  the  immense  emoluments  which  those  Reverend 
Robbers,  their  predecessors,  had  extorted  from  superstitious  Bar- 
barians, never  suffered  any  abatement ;  hence  probably  that  con- 
duct to  which  their  sufferings  are  tp  t>e  imputed."—^'  Through  all 
the  calumny  that  has  been  vomited  forth  against  the  French,  the 
most  injured  and  most  enlightened  people  upon  earth,  it  is  easy  to 
Yliscern  some  advantages  which  the  nation  owes  to  Liberty — ^Tythes, 
4he  accursed  relic  rf  Popery,  have  been  abolished. — France  is 
purged  not  only  from  Ecclesiastical  Drones,  which  consumed  the 
•weetest  honey  of  the  hive,  but  also  from  the  monstrous  debau- 
chery of  the  richer,  and  the  beggarly  insolence  of  the  poorer  Ncfp 
l)lesse."—- Dr.  Beddoes's  admirable  Reasons  for  believing  the  Friendt 
sf  Liberty  in  France  not  to  be  the  Autliors  and  Abettors  of  the  crimu 
committed  in  that  country  ;  humbly  addressed  to  those  who  from  Hn^ 
to  time  constitute  themselves  Judges  and  Jury  upon  affairs  public  and 
private,  mid,  without  admitting  any  testimony  bvt  the  gr^s  lies  ef 
Beldame  Rumour,  damn  their  neighbours  individually,  and  the  restrf 
$he  world  by  the  lump ;  the  celebrated  hand-bill  circulated  in  Shrop- 
shire, which  eventually  occasioned  his  resignaticw  of  the  Chemicti 
^hair  in  the  IJmversity  of  O^^ord.  .  ' 
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Lo !  Babylon  is  fallen !  That  mystic        ■  » 
That  sink  of -wickedness,  is  now  no  more ! 
Great  Babylon  is  fallen!.  Shout,  shout,  ye  meads! 
And,  oh  !  yc  corn-fields,  wave  your  happy  heads  I 
Ye  lovely  lambkins,  strain  your  feeble  voice, 
And  with  your  dams  in  loudest  Baas  rejoice ! 
Calves,  join  your  notes  to  swell  the  gladdening  sound  I 
Cows,  let  your  lowings  from  the  skies  rebound ! 
Prolific  ducks,  quack  mid  the  mighty  noise! 
Hens,  more  prolific,  cackle  out  your  joys ! 
And  ye,  oh !  swine,  lift  up  your  little  eyes. 
With  rapture  riot  round  your  rotten  styes ! 
Stretch  your  triumphant  throats,  and  strive  to  make 
The  frighten'd  welkin  with  your  gruutings  shake ! 


Sp 


VERSES 

Written  in  a  Lady's  Pocket-Book,  I76l. 

Whilst  hour  to  hour  and  day  succeeds  to  day. 

And  weeks,  and  months,  and  longer  years  decay ; 

May'st  thou,  my  favourite,  and  my  friend,  employ 

Each  hour  in  happiness,  each  day  in  joy  I 

May  weeks,  and  months,  and  years  those  joys  increase 

With  health,  (best  blessing)  and  domestic  peace ! 

Whilst  here  thy  actions  marked  on  every  page 

Shall  teach  employment  to  a  future  age. 

Here  every  page  shall  amiably  declare 

Tby  mind,  thy  manners,  like  thy  person  fair. 

f  •  K«  C.  MUNDAY,  ESQ, 
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LINES 

On  the  Death  &f  laeuUnant  Colonel  BuUcTf  killed  ni 

Flanders  in  1795. 

VKITTEN  £T  MR.  SHERIDAN,   AT  THE  &EQVSST   01 

BIS   PRESENT   LADT« 


Scarce  liush'd  the  »igh^  scarce  dried  the  lingering  tear^ 
Affection  pour'd  upon  a  brother's  bier  *  ; 
Another  loss  bids  Laura's  sorrows  flow, 
As  keen  in  anguish  as  a  sister's  woe. 

Unknown  to  me  the  object  of  her  grief — 
I  dare  not  counsel,  did  she  ask  relief; 
Yet  may  the  wish  no  vain  intrusion  prove, 
To  share  her  grief,  for  all  who  shar'd  her  love. 

Yes,  gallant  victim !  in  this  hateful  strife, 
"Which  pride  maintains  'gainst  man's  and  freedom's  \ik^ 
If  quick  and  sensible  to  Laura's  worth. 
Thy  heart's  first  comment  was  affection's  birth  ; 
If  thy  soul's  day  rose  only  in  her  sight. 
And  absence  was  thy  clouded  spirit's  night. 
If  'mid  whatever  busy  tumults  thrown 
Thy  silent  thoughts  still  turn'd  to  her  alone  ; 
If,  while  ambition  seem'd  each  art  to  move. 
Thy  secret  hope  was  Laura,  peace,  and  love; 
If  such  thy  feelings,  and  thy  dying  pra^rer, 
To  wish  that  happiness  thou  could'st  not  share; 
i-et  me  with  kindred  claim  thy  name  revere, 
.And  give  thy  memory  a  brother's  tear ! 

*  Mrsr  Shcrklftn  had  just  lost  a  brother. 
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But,  ah!  not  tears  alone  fill  Laura's  eyes, 
Resentment  kindles  with  affliction's  sighs  ; 
Insulted  patience  borro\i'S  passion's  breath, 
To  curse  the  plotters  of  these  scenes  of  death ! 
Yet  sooth'd  to  peace,  sweet  mourner,  tranquil  be^ 
And  every  harsh  emotion  leave  to  me  I 
Remembrance,  sad  and  soft  regret  be  thine, 
The  wrath  of  hate,  the  blow  of  vengeance  mine. 

And  oh,  by  Heav'n !  that  hour  shall  surely  come. 
When,  fell  destroyers !  ye  shall  meet  your  doom ! 
Yes,  mi^reant  statesmen!  by  the  proud  disdain 
Which  honour  feels  at  base  corruption's  reign, 
By  the  loud  clamours  of  a  nation's  woes. 
By  the  still  pang  domestic  sorrow  knows, 
By  all  that  hope  has  lost  or  terrbr  fears ; 
By  England's  injuries,  and  Laura's  tears  ; 
The  hour  shall  come,  when,  fraud's  short  triumphs  past, 
A  people's  vengeance  shall  strike  home  at  last ! 

Thea,  then  shall  fell  remorse,  the  dastard  fiend, 
Who  ne'er  pollutes  the  noble  soldier's  end. 
And  dark  despair  around  the  scaffold  wait. 
And  not  ene  look  deplore  the  traitor's  fate ! 
But  while  remembrance  shakes  his  coward  frame, 
And  starts  of  pride  contend  with  inward  shame ; 
The  mute  reproach,  or  execration  loud, 
Of  sober  justice,  or  the  scoffing  crowd, 
Alike  shall  hail  the  blow  that  seals  his  doom. 
And  gives  to  infamy  his  memory  and  his  tomb. 

Turn  from  the  hateful  scene,  dear  Laura,  turn, 
And  thy  lov'd  friend  with  milder  sorrow  mourn  ! 
Still  dwell  upon  his  fate ;  for  still  thou'lt  find 
The  contrast  lovely,  and  'twill  soothe  thy  mind — ? 
Fall'n  with  the  brave,  ere  number'd  with  the  slain— 
His  mind  un wounded  calms  his  body's  pain ! 
Half  rais'd  he  leans.    See  Friendship  bending  o'er. 
Her  sigh  supprest'd^  as  to  his  view  she  bore 


412 

Thy  much-lov*d  image,  whose  all-soothing  smilc 
Could  paiu  disarm,  and  death's  last  pang  beguile  !-— 
Hopeless,  but  not  dismay'd,  with  fearless  eye 
He  reads  the  doom  that  tells  him  "  he  must  die"-— 
Lays  bis  brave  hand  upon  his  bleeding  breast. 
And  feels  his  glory  while  he  finds  his  rest ! 
Resigns  the  transient  breath  which  nature  gave^ 
And  sure  of  prouder  life  o'erlooks  the  grave. — 
Sweet  is  the  meed  that  waits  his  laurel'd  bier,.        1 
*Tis  Valour's  hope,  'tis  Honour's  praise  sincere,       > 
'Tis  Friendship's  sigh,  and  gentle  Beauty's  tear !     J 
1796. 

AN  ELEGY 

To  the  Memory  of  a  Friend :  written  a  Year  after  his 

Death. 

BY    RICHARD    FENTON,   ESQ. 


— —  Cui  pudor  etjustitia  s&ror 
Jncorruptajide&f  nudague  Veritas, 
Quando  ullum  invenient  param. — no 


'• 


At  midnight  hour,  why  gleams  with  sullen  sweep 

Thy  visionary  form  across  my  mind. 
To  scare  me  from  the  soft  embrace  of  sleep. 

And  chill  me,  waking,  with  thy  frown  unkind  ? 

Com'st  thou  severe  my  tardiness  to  chide, 

With  stern  reproach  for  many  a  trifling  song  f 

Methinks  I  hear  thee  say,  "  If  thou  hadst  dy'd, 
*'  I  had  not  left  thee  thus  unwept  so  long  V 

F(>rfifive,  dear  shade,  if  twelve  long  moons  are  fled 
Since  to  the  earth  thy  dear  remains  we  gave, 

(TUo'  witness  Heaven  how  much  my  heart  has  bled!) 
Nor  yet  my  pious  Muse  has  dress'd  thy  grave. 
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While  lighter  sorrow  prompts  th'  impassiou'd  strain, 
Severer,  all  the  powers  of  fancy  stints  ; 

The  flower,  that  drown'd  would  die  beneath  the  raiiit 
Drinks  the  thin  dew,  and  spreads  its  brighter  tints. 

And  how  could  I  insult  thee  with  a  lyre, 
Whose  strings  had  not  forgotten  yet  the  lays 

Which  love  and  youth  united  to  inspire. 
When  health  and  pleasure  frolickM  through  our  days : 

By  many  an  agonizing  groan  betray'd, 

By  many  a  suffocated  sigh  confest 
(Thy  rites  not  unremember'd,  tho'  unpaid,) 

Thy  memory  long  was  buried  in  my  breast. 

But  now  my  breast  gives  up  its  dead  to  rise, 

And  pierce  new-bora  through  grief's  surrounding 
gloom^ 

As  thy  own  dust  when  summoned  to  the  skies, 
Awak'd,  shall  spring  exulting  from  the  tomb. 

Pain's  recent  sting,  beyond  endurance  keen, 
Sheath'd  in  the  balm  of  years,  forgets  to  rage, 

.  And  grief's  stern  form,  through  time's  soft  amber  seen, 
To  melancholy  mellow'd,  may  engage. 

Then,  Recollection,  all  the  scene  recall. 
And  bid  each  kind  endearment  to  return 

Which  link'd  our  hearts,  for  I  can  b^ar  them  all. 
In  grief  ecstatic  whilst  I  clasp  thy  urn. 

Kecall  the  music  of  the  early  horn. 

The  tale  well-form'd  our  wanderings  to  deceive^ 
When  rosy  exercise  awak'd  the  morn. 

Or  social  couvme  kd  \»  wi  at  evc« 
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The  spdt  revisit  where  our  youth  was  spent. 
Where  joys  were  for  roaturcr  years  prepar'd  J 

Where  I  had  wish'd  to  live  and  die  content, 

To  share  those  pleasures  had  thy  life  been  spar^d^^ 

There  in  each  hill,  each  valley,  and  each  tree, 

That  rises  frequent  on  my  sad  review, 
Never  to  fade,  I  mark  each  fair  degree 

By  which  our  friendship  to  perfection  grew. 

Their  shadowy  arms  where  yon  twin-beeches  throw, 
Oft  hast  thou  caught  thy  favourite  Homer's  rage/ 

As  oft  exchang'd  it  for  the  temperate  glow. 
The  milder  rapture  of  the  Mantuak  sage* 

There,  fir'd  by  thee,  I  first  essayed  to  sing. 
My  earliest  strain  is  dated  from  that  shade. 

And  there,  temptation  to  retouch  the  string. 
The  simple  verse  thy  candid  smiles  overpaid. 

Oft  have  we  planned  the  pine's  umbrageous  rows^ 
Where  opens  to  the  wind  yon  naked  plain ; 

And  many  an  oak  to  fancy's  eye  arose, 
The  future  shelter  of  the  Dryad  train. 

In  ooze  obscure,  where  yonder  Naid  sleeps, 

Or  in  the  covert  of  the  hazel  shade. 
Where,  scarce  awake,  ingloriously  she  creeps. 

We  planned  the  torrent  fall  of  the  cascade. 

Twin'd  like  our  hearts,  where  yonder  boughs  unitc^ 
With  care  we  trimm'd  the  arch  of  the  alcove,    ^ 

A  shade  devoted  to  the  pure  delight 
Of  noblest  friendfibip;  and  the^i^hastest  lovc»' 


.     415 

It  fails—for  ah !  what  hand  will  nmv  supply 
The  culture  to  mature' this  fair  retreat) 

No  more,  alas  (  beneath  the  mutual  eye, 
The  meditaled  scenes  shall  rise  comf>leat. 

Hills,  vales,  and  groves  1  ye  but  retain  a  name ; 

Scenes  ouce  belov*d,  ye  boast  no  charms  for  mc ! 
So  joyless  now,  say,  are  they  still  the  same. 

Or  did  they  borrow  all  their  charms  from  theei 

Twas  not  -that  other  vales  were  not  so  fair ; 

'Twas  not  that  other  streams  less  clear  were  found  ; 
Twas  not  th^t  richer  sweets  perfum'd  the  air ; 

Thy  presence  only,  made  it  fairy  ground. 

Friendship  like  thine  to  Zembla's  waste  of  snow 
Could  all  the  beauties  of  the  south  Impart — 

No  sickly  shoot!  in  any  clime  would  grow 
The  vigojous  native  of  thy  Roman  heast 

Vet  was  it  here,  of  such  excelling  price, 
A  hoard  thy  philosophic  bosom  glean'd. 

And  was  it  here,  untainted  with  its  vice, 
Thy  young  afiections  from  the  world  were  weantdl 

Here  still  some  inspiration  may  remain. 
Thy  spirit  here  may  loiter  for  my  sake  ; 

And  every  object  yet  enough  retain. 
To  keep  thy  fair  exiEimple  still  Awake. 

Each  wonted  scene  then  constant  Fll  frequent. 
And  leave  each  giddy  vain  pursuit  behind^ 

Delightful  solitude ;  if  thou  be  lent 
In  heavenly  vi^Qos  whispering  to  my  mind*. 
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The  stinted  portion  of  the  world's  renowij, 
Teach  me  from  conscious  virtue  to  supply  i 

Teach  me  alike  oo^  Fortune's  smile  or  frown 
To  turn,  with  resignation  in  my  eye. 

By  trust  in  heaven  each  anxious  wish  composed. 
Teach  me  thy  life,  from  thankless  murmurs  free; 

And  on  the  bosom  of  my  God  repos'd, 
Teach  me  to  smile  away  my  life  like  thee. 

What  tho*  thy  genius  led  thee  to  admire 

The  silent  joys  which  charm  the  good  and  wise, 

And  bade  thee  in  the  prime  of  youth  retire. 
And  pomp  and  vain  applauses  to  despise ; 

Yet  not  austere,  nor  of  the  cynic  band, 

Thine  was  the  feast  of  soul,  from  crowds  apart; 

Far  as  thy  fortunes  stretch'd  thy  bounteous  hand. 
Wide  as  the'  extended  world  thy  ample  heart. 

The  flower,  Spring's  daughter,  fed  with  Heaven's  best 
dews, 

And  wooed  by  Zephyrs  which  unfold  her  dyes ; 
Thus  far  from  man's  worn  path  her  perfume  strews, 

Thus  breathe^  her  secret  incense  to  the  skies. 

What  tho',  my  friend,  unhonour'd  be  thy  tomb. 
No  pious  verse,  nor  living  marble  there; 

Well  may'st  thou,  favoured  with  no  vulgar  doom^. 
The  pride  of  epitaph  and  sculpture  sparer 

Tes,  while  maturing  from  their  second  births 
Thine  atoms  rest  beneath  th'  unnoticed  clod. 

The  Muse  shall  poin(  to  man  the  hallow'd  earth, 
Th9  Virtues  lift  it  Xq  the.  caro'  of  God, 
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By  me,  a  Dryad  of  the  grove. 

This  shade-imhrowued  scene  was  wove : 

By  me,  the  woodbine  and  the  vine 

Were  taught  their  mingling  arms  to  twine. 

Amid  the  leafy  shrine  1  dwell, 

Disposing  life,  or  bloom,  or  smell, 

To  every  flaunting  shrub  or  flower 

That  helps  to  form  my  secret  bowen 

Far  from  my  borders  I  exclude 

Each  harmful  weed,  or  bramble  rude. 

Nor  noxious  adder  here,  nor  toad. 

Nor  bat  nor  owl  hath  her  abode ; 

No  monster  foul  of  human-kind, 

Nor  vice,  the  vermin  of  the  mind. — 

But  here  the  tender  linnet  sings  ; 

Here  the  gay  goldfinch  plumes  her  wings : 

And  fair  and  free  my  entrance  lies 

To  all  that's  virtuous,  good,  and  wise : 

Nor  decent  Mirth  be  banish'd  hence ; 

Nor  Joy  the  child  of  Innocence. 

But  chiefly  on  this  hallow'd  ground 

Sincerity  and  Truth  be  found-; 

With  each  plain  virtue  of  the  heart. 

Unsullied' by  the  tricks  of  art. 

— With  these,  and  more,  my  seats  are  bles'd, 

When  young  Maria  is  my  guest. 

TOL,  VI.  EC' 
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THE  MEl^AGERIE  OF  THE  GODS. 

mOM  THE  GERMAN  OF  BURGER. 


Our  lap-dogs  and  monkeys,  our  squirrels  and  cats, 

Our  parrots,  canaries,  and  larks, 
Have  furnish'd  amusement  to  many  old  maids, 

And  once  in  a  while  to  young  sparks. 

In  heaven,  where  time  passes  heavijy  too. 
When  the  gods  have  no  subject  to  talk  on, 

Jove  calls  for  an  eagle,  he  keeps  in  a  mew. 
As  an  old  English  baron  his  falcon. 

He  lets  it  jump  up  on  his  sofa  and  chair. 

And  dip  its  crook t  beak  in  his  cup  ; 
And  laughs  when  it  pinches  young  Ganimed's  ear. 

Or  eats  his  ambrosia  up. 

Queen  Juno,  who  fears  from  rough  play  a  mishap, 
Keeps  peacocks  with  rainbowy  tails; 

And  when  she's  disposed  to  grudge  Saturn  his  nap. 
Their  screaming  or  screeching  ne'er  fails. 

Fair  Venus  most  willingly  coaxes  the  doves, 
That  coo,  woo,  and  wed  on  her  wrist ;, 

The  sparrow,  her  chambermaid  Aglae  loves, 
As  often  is  fondled  and  kist. 

Minerva,  too  proud  to  seem  pleas'd  with  a  trifle. 

Professes  to  keep  her  old  owl, 
The  crannies  and  chinks  of  Olympus  to  rifle ; 

For  ra^s,  mice,  and  vermin,  to  prowl. 
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Apollo  above  stairs,  a  first-rate  young  blood, 
Has  a  stud  of  four  galloway  ponies ; 

To  gallop  them  bounding  on  neaveo^  high  road, 
A  principal  part  of  his  fun  is. 

Tis  fabled  or  known  he  instructed  a  swan« 
One  spring,  to  outwhistle  a  blackbird, 

Which  sings  the  Castalian  streamlet  upon, 
Like  any  Neapolitan  lack-beard. 

Lyceus  in  India  purchased  a  pair 

Of  tygers  delightfully  pyball'd, 
And  drives  them  about  at  the  speed  of  a  hare, 

With  self-satisfaction  unrivall'd. 

At  Pluto's  black  gate,  in  a  kennel  at  rest ; 

A  mastiff  so  g«m  has  his  station, 
That  fearful  of  reaching  the  fields  of  the  blest. 

Some  ghosts  have  made  choice  of  damnation. 

But  among  all  the  animals,  little  and  great. 
That  are  fostered  and  pamper'd  above, 

The  ass  old  Silenus  selects  for  his  mate 
Is  that  which  so  fondly  I  love. 

So  quiet,  so  steady,  so  guarded,  and  slow, 

He  bears  no  ill-will  in  his  mind ; 
And  nothing  indecent,  as  far  as  I  know, 

Escapes  him  before  or  behind. 

So  fully  content  with  himself  and  his  lord. 
He  is  us\i  with  good  humour  to  take. 

Whatever  the  whims  of  the  moment  afford>        • 
Be  it  drubbing,  or  raisins  and  cake. 

He  knows  of  himself  ev'ry  step  of  the  way, 
Both  down  to  the  cellar  and  back ; 

A  qualification,  I  venture  to  say, 
No  butler  of  mine  is  to  lack, 

E  eS 
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So  large  is  his  rump,  so  piano  his  pace, 
Tis  needless  the  rider  to  gird  on ; 

Tho'  fuddled  the  god,  tho'  uneven  the  way», 
He  never  gets  nd  of  his  burden. 

An  ass  such  as  this  all  my  wishes  would  fill; 

O  grant  me,  Silenus,  one  prayer, 
When  thou  art  a-dying  and  planning  thy  will^ 

Good  father  do  make  me  thy  heir  I 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Whene'er  you  invite  me,  dear  Will,  to  a  treat, 
— 'Tis  to  stuff  me  with  verse,  while  you  stint  me  of  meat 
On  my  entrance,  a  pompous  long  ode  you  recite, 
While  the  dinner  stands  cooling  and  spoiling  outright. 
Your  second  embargo  detains  the  first  dish 
With  a  stanza,  at  least,  for  each  mouthful  of  fish. 
A  third  of  like  terrible  length  intervenes. 
While  we  languish  in  vain  for  the  mutton  and  greets. 
A  fourth — nay  a  fifth — (never  deigning  to  carve) 
Unmov'd  you  repeat  us.    We  listen  and  starve. 
— ^To  be  short,  while  your  damnable  poems  exist, 
Invite  whom  you  please : — but  strike  me  from  the  list, 

N.  B*  UALHED;  ESQ. 
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THE  BUTTERFLY'S  BALI^ 

AND    THE 

GRASSHOPPER'S  FEAST. 

Written  by  William  Roscoe,  Esq.  M.  P.  Liverpooly  for 
the  Use  of  his  Children ;  and  set  to  Music  by  Order' 
of  their  Majesties,  for  the  Princess  Mary. 

Come  take  up  your  hats,  and  away  let  us  haste 
To  the  Butterfly's  Ball,  and  the  Grasshopper's  Feast : 
The  trumpeter  Gad-fly  has  summoned  the  crew, 
And  the  revels  are  now  only  waiting  for  you. 

On  the  sniooth-shaven  grass  by  the  side  of  a  wood, 
Beneath  a  broad  oak  which  for  ages  has  stood. 
See  the  children  of  ^earth,  and  the  tenants  of  air, 
To  an  evening's  amusement  together  repair. 

And  there  came  the  Beetle,  so  blind  and  so  black. 
Who  carried  the  Emmet,  his  friend,  on  his  back  ; 
And  there  came  the  Gnat,  and  the  Dragon-fly  too,  . 
And  all  their  relations  green,  orange,  and  blue. 

And  there  came  the  Moth,  with  her  plumage  of  down. 
And  the  Hornet,  with  jacket  of  yellow  and  brown. 
Who  with  him  the  Wasp,  his  companion  did  bring, 
But  they  promis'd  that  ev'ning  to  lay  by  their  sting* 

Then  the  sly  little  Dormouse  peep'd  out  of  his  hole. 
And  led  to  the  feast  his  blind  cousin  the  Mole; 
And  the  snail,  with  her  horns  peeping  out  of  her  s|iell, 
Came,  fatigu'd  with  the  distance,  the  length  of  an  clJ. 

E  e  3 
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A  mushroom  the  table,  and  on  it  was  spread 
A  water-dock  leaf,  wKich  their  table-cloth  made. 
The  viands  were  various,  to  each  of  their  taste. 
And  the  Bee  brought  his  honey  to  crown  the  repast. 

Then  close  on  his  haunches,  so  solemn  and  wise. 
The  Frog  from  a  corner  look'd  up  to  the  skies ; 
And  the  Squirrel,  well  pleas'd  such  diversion  to  see. 
Mounted  high  over  head,  and  look'd  down  from  a  tree. 

Then  out  came  the  Spider,  with  fingers  so  fine. 
To  shew  his  dexterity  on  the  tight  line ; 
From  one  branch  to  another  his  cobwebs  he  strung, 
Then  quick  as  an  arrow,  he  darted  along ; 

But  just  in  the  middle,  oh,  shocking  to  tell! 
From  his  rope  in  a  moment  poor  Harlequin  fell ; 
Yet  he  touch'd  not  the  ground,  but  his  talons  he  spread, 
Hung  suspended  in  air  at  the  end  of  a  thread. 

Then  the  Grasshopper  came  with  a  jerk  and  a  springs 
Very  long  was  his  leg,  though  but  short  was  his  wing ; 
He  took  but  one  skip,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight, 
Then  chirp'd  his  own  praises  the  rest  of  the  night. 

With  steps  most  majestic  the  Snail  did  advance, 
And  he  promis'd  the  gazers  a  minuet  to  dance; 
But  they  all  laugh'd  so  loud  that  he  drew  in  his  head. 
And  went  in  his  own  little  chamber  to  bed. 

Then,  as  ev'ning  gave  way  to  the  shadows  of  night, 
Their  watchman,  the  Glow-worm,  came  out  with  his 

light : 
So  home  let  us  hasten,  while  yet  we  can  see ; 
For  no  watchman  is  waiting  for  you  or  for  me. 
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LOVE  AND  WINE  SEPARATED. 

Lines  written  in  a  blank  Page  of  Anacreon. 


I  ASK  no  cup  of  glowing  wine 
To  move  a  heart  so  warm  as  mine, 
When  on  thy  bosom's  lovely  swell 
1  bid  the  restless  world  farewell : 
I  ask  no  goblet  sparkling  high 
To  fire  this  fond,  this  doating  eye. 
That,  fix'd  beyond  the  power  to  move, 
Half  closes  with  excess  of  love. 
While  kisses  mix  their  eager  play, 
And  drink  th'  impatient  soul  away. 
Why  need  I  press  the  blushing  vine. 
When  blushes  lovelier  far  are  thine? 
Why  bid  the  rosy  bev'rage  flow. 
When  those  dear  lips  still  rosier  glow? 
Let  those  in  whose  reluctant  heart 
Dull  nature  must  be  rous'd  by  art. 
Keep  with  the  grape  their  pulse  alive, 
And  feel  their  drowsy  flames  revive: 
To  me  not  all  the  madd'ning  bowls 
That  ever  woke  those  languid  souls, 
Wefe  sweet  as  that  nectareous  dew. 
That  proves  the  kiss  to  feeling  true ; 
Or  one  blest  tear,  which  fondly  starts 
In  the  mute  gaze  that  mingles  hearts. 

LEIGH    HUNT. 

Ee  4 
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ODE  TO  DISCRETION, 

BY  MICHAEL  WODHULL,  ESQ. 


PINDAR. 


I. 

Thro*  every  period  of  Life's  fleeting  di^y 
Some  different  passion  fills  the  breast, 
From  morn  till  night  Hope  leads  astray, 
Nor  ever  guides  us  to  the  port  of  rest : 

Love's  visionary  joys  inflame 
Youth's  eager  wishes ;  next  Ambition's  rage 
Presents,  in  man's  maturer  stage, 
Prospects  of  power  and  fame ; 
Old  age  comes  tottering  last,  unnerved  and  cold, 
Grasping  with  palsied  hand  his  ponderous  bag  of  gold. 

II. 

The  raptur'd  Poet  deems  his  earliest  praise 
To  Fancy,  sweet  enchantress,  due ; 
Amidst  whose  trackless  groves  he  strays. 
While  fresh  creations  strike  his  dazzled  view: 

But  soon  the  flowers  of  Genius  fade, 
And  bold  Invention  in  her  mid  career 
Feels,  like  Ithuriel's  wondrous  spear, 
Dread  Envy's  fangs  pervade 
Her  frail  contexture  with  a  ghastly  wound 
Or  sinks  an  Icarus  plung'd  in  the  vast  profound  ; 
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III. 

Unless,  O  Goddess  of  the  furrow'd  brow, 
Thy  admonitions  stay  her  flight, 
And  urge  her  first  t'  address  her  vow, 
Where  thy  pale  shrine  emits  a  glimmering  light : 

Too  long,  unmindful  of  thy  power. 
In  Fiction's  airy  palaces  1  trod  ; 
At  length,  observant  of  thy  nod, 
To  thee  I  kneel,  O  shower 
Thy  dews  impregnated  with  heavenly  rest, 
And  let  thy  leaden  mace  fall  weightier  on  my  breast. 

IV. 

.  Thee  the  recluse  Philosopher,  whose  frame 
Shrinks  at  each  northern  blast,  reveres ; 
Elixirs  his  attention  claim. 
And  warmest  flannels  huddle  up  his  ears : 

Nor  art  thou  distant  from  the  Maid 
Whose  unsought  chastity  maintained  its  hold 
While  o'er  her  forty  suns  have  roU'd ; 
Yet  anxious  for  thy  aid. 
On  thee  she  calls,  whene'er  before  her  eyes 
Hibernian  beaux  or  too  resistless  coronets  rise. 

V. 

Swift  rush  the  fiery  steeds,  loud  sounds  the  car, 

When  Homer  brings,  severely  just, 

Assembling  Demi-gods  to  war, 
And  lays  proud  Troy's  adulterous  towers  in  dust: 

Had  Menelaus  searched  thy  laws. 
He  there  had  learnt  without  an  augur's  skill 

That  women  stray  not  'gainst  their  will, 
And>  loth  to  furnish  cause 
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To  *  Peleus  for  his  slaughtered  son  to  chide, 

Had  wisely  staid  at  home  and  sought  another  bride. 

VI. 

Who  from  thy  fount  his  inspiration  'draws 
Describes  no  Paladins  in  arms, 
Nor  paints,  to  gain  the  crowd's  applause, 
Armida's  wiles,  or  Una's  heavenly  charms ; 

Nor  lifts  a  Fairfax  to  the  skies, 
In  Freedom's  devious  mazes  led  astray ; 
But  haunts  some  courtly  shrine,  to  pay 
His  duteous  sacrifice ; 
Or  sings  in  Tusser's  stile  of  golden  grain, 
Of  harrows,  oxen,  carts,  and  all  the  schemes  of  gain. 

VII. 

Since  my  green  years,  by  some  unhallow'd  strain, 
Have  made  thee  frown  upon  my  suit ; 
Not  where  the  snarling  critic  train, 
Fierce  as  a  dragon  guard  fair  learning's  fruit, 

Nor  in  the  busy  walks  of  trade. 
Nor  will  I  seek  thee  brooding  o'er  thy  store, 
Behind  the  Miser's  churlish  door, 
Worn  to  a  meagre  shade, 
Nor  in  yon  stalls,  where  th'  orthodox  divine 
Snores,  and  with  ven'son  cramm'd  extends  his  brawny 
chine. 

VIII. 

But  to  the  regions  of  the  Lunar  sphere 
My  daring  passage  will  I  wing, 
Wnere  all  things  lost  by  mortals  here. 

Are  found,  if  rightly  Ariosto  sing  : 

*  la  the  Andromache  of  Euripides,  Peleus  is  introduced,  ridi- 
culing the  absurdity  of  Menelalis*s  expedition  against  Troy,  and 
leproacbing  him  with  being  the  cause  of  the  death  of  Achilles, 
and  many  other  brave  Grecians. 
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There  haply,  in  some  lonesome  vale, 
Where  dark  yews  bending  from  the  rocky  steep 
O'erhang  the  lake,  whose  waters  sleep 
Mov'd  by  no  ruffling  gale, 
Shall  I  behold  thee  weeping  o'er  the  tomb 
Of  Cassius,  harshly  chargd  with  Freedom's  timeless 
doom: 

IX. 

Vanquished,  he  rais'd  to  Heaven  his  haggard  eyes, 
And  bar'd  his  bosom  to  the  stroke ; 
Calm  gown-men  say,  "  IJad  he  been  wise, 
"  And  lived,  Rome  yet  had  scap'd  Octavius'yoke.'* 

Next,  in  thy  shades,  a  prey  to  grief, 
Perchance  the  learn'd  Christina  may  I  see, 
On  earth  who  proudly  slighted  thee ; 
Now,  lost  beyond  relief. 
On  Papal  snares  and  venal  Poets  frown, 
And  wail  with  fruitless  plaints  her  abdicated  crown : 

Yet  since  from  death  thou  canst  not  these  unbind. 
Their  greatness  claims  no  second  birth, 
To  penitence  incline  thy  mind, 
And  deign  to  waft  me  back  again  to  earth; 

Guarded  by  thee  from  every  snare, 
So  shall  I  frame  secure  my  placid  lay; 
Or,  if  in  Satire's  walks  I  stray, 
With  tutelary  care 
Arrest  her  vengeful  arm  just  raised  to  strike, 
Smiling  on  friends,  and  foes,  and  all  mankind  alike. 
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Aft  one  whom  the  dark  phantoms  of  the  night, ' 
Troubling  his  wilder'd  phantasy,  have  led 
Amid  the  dim  damp  mansions  of  the  dead. 
Or  from  some  precipice's  giddy  height 
Abruptly  thrust;  when  morning's  orient  ray 
Wakes  him  to  safety,  loves  to  ponder  o'er 
The  vision'd  terrors  terrible  no  more ; 
So  I  look  back  on  the  departed  day : 
When  as  I  journeyed  along  Life's  dull  road, 
Hope  fled  my  wounded  bosom,  sullen  Care 
Sat  on  my  brow,  and  sternly  sad  Despair 
Courted  to  rest  within  his  dark  abode; 
The  sad  lyre  echoed  then  the  pensive  song, 
Yet  sooth'd  the  wearying  hours  that  lingering  lagg'J 
along. 

1796. 
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Pleai^ant  it  is  awhile  to  linger  here. 
Amid  the  woodlands^  listening  to  the  breeze. 

That  bathes  my  throbbing  temples,  to  mine  ear, 
As  fitfully  it  sweeps  along  the  trees, 

Moaning  not  immelodious.     Sacred  shade ! 
I  would  fain  dwell  in  your  most  dark  recess. 
Far  from  the  din  of  folly,  where  distress, 

With  dim  eye,  never  more  should  ask  th^  aid 

Not  mine  to  grant.    Here  would  my  jaundic'd  heart 
Soon  heal  and  harmonize :  but  I  again. 
Perforce,  must  sojourn  in  the  haunts  of  men, 

Loth  from  these  lonely,  lovely  scenes  to  part; 
Alone,  in  crowds,  my  solitary  breast 
Would  fain,  by  apathy,  be  chill'd  to  rest. 

179«. 
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Thet  tell  me  that,  in  opening  life,  the  hue 

Of  rosy  health  bloom'd  on  my  glowing  cheek ; 
That  my  full  eye  sparkled  with  liquid  blue, 

And  seem'd  with  strong  intelligence  to  speak : 
They  tell  me,  too,  that  in  luxuriance  wild 

Wa/d  my  dark  locks :  perchance,  they  tell  me  truth; 
For  'tis  an  adage,  that  the  loveliest  child 

Makes,  in  advancing  age,  the  sorrier  youth. 
'  So  has  it  been  with  me.    In  vain  I  seek 

To  trace  the  roseate  hue  of  healthful  red ; 
Doll  is  my  eye,  and  colourless  my  cheek, 

And  gone  the  flowing  honours  of  my  head ! 
But  istill  remains,  unchanged,  my  better  part^ 
Still  true  to  Love  and  Laura  is  my  heart. 
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Written  on  the  Pier  at  Dover,  after  a  Visit  to  Dcntom 
Court f  the  Seat  ofS,  E.  BrydgeSy  Esq. 

BY   T.    PAEK,   ESQ. 


Denton  !  thy  tranquil  bowers  have  tun'd  my  heart 

To  such  pure  love  of  sylvan  quietude, 
That  the  gay  tumult  of  this  crouded  mart 

Seems  irksome,  and  for  solace  much  too  rude. 
Yon  armed  mounds,  where  rush  the  sons  of  war 

To  the  trump's  clangor,  bode  no  calm  delight ; 
And  round  this  peopled  pier,  a  strife-like  jar 

Of  voices,  puts  all  soothing  thought  to  flight. 
Thy  wood-crown'd  walks,  dear  Denton !  brought  the  coo 

Of  the  mild  dove  on  my  unstartled  ear ; 
Thy  airy  uplands  did  my  slow  step  woo, 

Thy  verdant  vallies  could  my  dim  sight  cheer : 
And  all  thy  charms  were  heightened  still  to  me 
By  life's  prime  charm — refinM  society ! 
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Jddressed  to  an  Eolian  Harp^  constructed  by  tht  Author 
of  "  The  Farmer's  Boy,''  "  Wild  Flowers;'  ^c. 


What  magic  sweetness  charms  my  raptured  ear. 

Like  choirs  of  airy  spirits  heard  on  high  i — 
Now  as  some  cherub- voice  each  note  is  clear. 

Now  swells  into  celestial  harmony ! — 
Tis  charmed  Zephyr  wakes  the  varied  sound. 

As  on  each  string  he  breathes  a  trembling  kiss; 
His  viewless  pinion  wafts  the  music  round, 

Whose  swell  is  ecstacy,  whose  close  is  bliss! 
Oh,  sweetly  raise  thy  more  than  mortal  tone 

To  him  who  gave  thy  frame  melodious  birth. 
The  bard  whom  Nature  greets  as  all  her  own, 

And  Virtue  honours  for  his  inborn  worth : 
For  him,  sweet  harp !  thy  dulcet  strains  prolong. 
Since  pure  and  artless  is,  like  thine,  his  song. 

HARIA  HESTER  PARK. 
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ON  MISS  SfeWARD^S  SONNETS. 

P9bUehedi799f  and  wiih  particular  JttuiM  to  her  21il 

and  2^d. 


CritiC;  hast  thou  fastidiously  proclaim'^ 

(Mls-judgihg  from  such  humble  verse  as  inine)  . 

,The  lyre's  lost  energy,  the  sad  decline 
or  genius  in  this  island,  early  hani  d        . 
In  classic  heraldry,  and  foremost  fam'd  if 

From  Greece,  from  Latium^came  th'  impatient  Nine, 

Here  to  revive  their  laurels,  and  entwine. 
Their  shoots;  rewards,  of  envy  only  blam'd; 
And  here  they  still  rejoice;  here  still  abides 

Imagination  in  her  mountains  strong, 
\Vhile  Harmoiiy,  beneath,  her  stream  divides, 

And  thou  wilt  bllish,  vain  Critic,  fbr  thy  wrong, 
"fasting  these  sweets,  which  the  Queeii-Muse  provideSy 

With  rarest  elegance  of  sex  and  ^ngl 

■  .     ,  •   ■ 

F;  N.  €•  MVNDY,    ESQ. 
KARXEATONi  APBlt   25|  1799 

Vol.  \u  r  f 
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QN  ftENRY  KIRKE  WHITE^ 


Master  sa  early  of  the  various  ltre 

Energici  pure,  sublime  ! — ^Thus  art  thoQ  gone? 
In  its  b^ght  dawn  of  Faroe  that  Spirit  flown 

IVhich  breath'd  such  sweetness,  tenderness  and  fire!  , 

Wert  thou  but  shewn  to  win  us  to  admire 
And  veil  in  Death  thy  Splendor  ?^— But  unknowa 
Their  Destination  who  least  time  have  shone 

And  brightest  beamM. — When  these  the  rte&saI 

SIRS 

•—Righteous  and  wise  and  good  are  all  his  ways^ 

Eclipses^ as  their  Sun  begins  to  rise ; 
Can  mortal  judge,  for  their  dimioisht  days 

What  blest  Equivalent  in  changeless  skies^ 
What  sacred  glory  waits  them  ? — His  the  praise; 

Gracious,  whate'er  he  gives,  whatever  denies. 

c.  Lori 

iS4  «€TOB£R|  180^ 
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MAJ»nnc  TaiBo,  whom  cernleati  skies 
AuA  gfMiiai  ftvnt  for  ev«r  clad  in  gold^ 
(Where  the  glad  seaman's  wund*ring  eyes  bahold 

O'er  smiting  waves  delightful  Naples  rise ; 

As  in  her  calm  smooth  hay  he  fearless  plies 
Ills  glittering  oar)  to  match  the  bards  of  idd 
Inspired  in  veree  exalted  rich  and  bold^ 

What  boot  the  cold  and  drowxy  pedant's  cries  ? 

In  the  same  myrtle  shades  and  fragrant  bow'rs 
Immortal  Maro  sung :  tvoald  he  disdain 
To  own  a  lofty  rival's  glowing  lay? 

On  Jordan's  banks,  when  shadowy  ev'ning  lowers, 
Pieas'd  would  he  hear  the  lovelorn  maid  complain, 

Or  throtigh  th^  grotos  of  bright  Armida  stray. 

•  £.    HAML3^T« 

1795. 
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Now  Night's  dim  hours  a  solemn  silence  keep. 
Save  that  strange  sounds  the  startled  ear  assail  | 
And  waves,  slow-broken  by  the  feeble  g^e. 

With  plaintive  murmurs  dash  the  rocky  steep ; 

Or  Watch-dog,  starting  from  disordered  sleep, 
Bays  the  high  moon,  whose  circle  mild  and  pale. 
Wrapt  in  a  fleecy  cloud's  tnuisparent  veil, 

Pours  a  faint  glimmer  o'er  th^  desert  deep. 

The  soul  collected,  all  her  tumults  cease ; 
Her  only  wish,  the  day's  vain  business  o'er,. 
To  drown  her  cares  in  swee| forgetful  peace: 

Till  fresh-ey'd  morning  clothes  in  mantle  hoar 
The  dewy  hills,  and  cheerful  day's  increase 

Summons  the  lightened  h^art  to  tpil  once  more* 

E.  HAMiETt 
1795. 
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FooR  Steed !  in  whom  the  faint  remains  I  trace 
Of  noble  courage,  scarce  in  mis'ry  fled; 
Though  doom'd  an  abject  tyrant's  lash  to  dread, 

And  drag  thy  cruel  load  with  tardy  pace : 

Ah !  wh$t  avails  thee  now  thy  high-bred  race. 
Thy  proudly-arching  neck  and  stately  head. 
That  oft  with  light'ning's  speed  triumphant  led 

To  the  warm  >glories  of  the  gen'rous  chace  ? 

Of  all  thy  faithful  toils  what  meed  is  thine  ? 
Thy  thankless  master,  who,  when  stiffening  years 
ChiU'd  thy  high  blood,  with  sordid  av'rice  gavo 

To  hard  unpitying  hearts  thy  frail  decline, 
Expects  a  happier  lot:  thou,  doomed  to  tears. 

Hast  thou  uo  hopes  but  iu  the  gloomy  grave  7 

X.  HAMLET* 
1795^ 
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Hanixbl,  \rliose  strains  the  captive  soul  command|r 
Oft  as  by  life's  ungrateful  cares  opprest 
I  droop,  or,  sorrows  brooding  in  my  breast,. 

The  prey  of  speechless  melancholy  stand : 

Houz'd  by  thy  solemn  sounds  my  thoughts  eiqpandy 
And  ev'ry  wild  emotion  sinks  to  rest ; 
On  balmy  clouds  I  float  amid  the  blest» 

And  share  the  raptures  of  the  heav'nly  band. 

Cold  moralists !  to  whom  sweet  Music's  paw'r 
Is  but  a  charm  to  smooth  the  rugged  way 
Of  guilt :  from  her,  reclin'd  in  pensive  bow'r. 

Oft  has  the  ^oet  caught  his^noblest  lay  i 
Her  magic  bids  in  many  a  torpid  hour 

The  waking  soul's  sublimer  passions  play. 

1795. 
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Tsou  rural  source  of  Medway 'a  silent  stream. 
By  ev'ning's  sober  light  I  range  along 
Thy  rocky  banks ;  when  now  the  louder  song 
Of  day  IS  hushed,  and  Hesper's  tranquil  beam 
(lalls  forth  the  sorrowing  night'-bird's  tender  theme 
Of  love  and  cruel  loss.     Here  not  the  throng 
Of  noisy  trade  does  yet  thy  pastures  wrong; 
And  still  they  suit  the  lonely  poet's  dreams 
prateful  to  them,  whose  unambitious  soul. 
Far  too  refin'd  for  loud  tumultuous  joys^ 
Those  empty  pleasures  of  the  vulgar  great, 
Put  asks  for  days,  that  calm  and  silent  roll 
Like  thee ;  while  no  rude  gust  of  grief  annoys 
Their  simple  course,  a  low,  but  happy  state. 

1795. 
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BY   ROBERT   HOLMBS,    M.A.   *  QP  KBW  COlLBaE^ 

OXFORD. 


IIear,  how  the  rural  pipe  of  yonder  mead. 
From  underneath  the  solitary  thorn, 
Breathes  a  sweet  vhisper  to  the  ears  of  Mom. 
Up  to  this  silent  lawn,  O  Shepherd,  lead 
Thy  daily  flocks,  and  wake  thy  matin-reed ; 
To  Heav'n  be  welcome  thy  devout  return 
Of  soul-felt  melody — thy  fertile  bourne, 
Purg*d  of  each  blossom  rank,  and  baneful  weed. 
For  this,  and  doubly  fed  with  genial  dews, 
I'resh  from  her  teeming  lap  shall  largely  give 
The  knot-grass  moist,  and  thyme  of  savor  kind. 
And  still  thy  crouded  lolds  shall  richly  thrive-^ 
The  bounteous  Giver  never  will  refuse 
Thy  purest  worship,  a  contented  mind. 

t  Subsequently  D.  P.  aail  Ftpfessor  of  Poefry. 
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BY  7HS  SAMB^ 


Mebk  bird,  whose  breast,  as  village^egends  ^ew^ 
The  house-hold  God  with  ruddy-grained  down 
Cover'd  of  yore,  to  seal  thee  for  his  own, 
Approach  faijuliar,  for  the  wild  winds  blow, 
Aad  bake  with  stiiTning  gust  the  sheeted  saow — 
Be  thine  the  shelter  of  my  hearth's  warm  stone^ 
With  pulp  of  bruised  seeds,  and  crumbs  bestrowo^ 
Dissolved  in  savory  milk :  no  secret  foe 
Poth  lurk,  where  Pity  dwells — with  eyes  of  love 
More  fond,  I  hail  thy  visit  at  my  doors. 
And  n^ix  the  morsels  for  so  sweet  a  guest. 
Then  when  at  morn  tW  imperial  bird  of  Jo?e 
full  in  my  view  on  sturdy  pennon  soars, 
Braving  with  stedfast  ken  the  blaze  of  th'  Eastt 
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* 
TBS  SiUifS.. 


Welcome,  propitrons  Eve,  thy  breathing  hoxtXp 
men  Twibgbt  scatters  from  her  huBdid  wii^^ 
ProliBc  freahoeM  on  the  buds  of  spring — 
From  the  sweet  cup  of  each  exhausted  Bo\9\ 
Salubrious  incense  on  my  spirit  pour 
That  sickens^t  the  world,  whose  dissonant  ring* 
Jars  on  my  wounded  ear,  till  timely  sing 
Thy  soothing  Nightingales — from  yon  lone  tower^ 
]ii»  shelter  from  the  broad  tumultuous  day. 
Steals  forth  with  me  the  sober  bird  of  Night, 
Beating  with  secret  wing  the  shadows  pale-— 
Oft  shall  he  meet  me,  when  the  gari^  light 
PecUues,  and  faded  into  solemn  gray 
To  silence  leaves  the  dim  unpeopled  vale* 

1778. 
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Go,  tuneful  Lark,  on  quivering  pinions  bornt 
To  dewy-bosom'd  skies,  and  win  thy  way 
Up  to  Heav/n-gate,  while  now  the  yonn^y'd  Dajf 
Peeps  underneath  the  veiling  lids  of  Mom^ 
With  warble  sweet  of  early  notes  to  warn 
The  lingering  Sun — then,  as  thy  Liquid  lay 
Steals  softly  o'er  the  mountain-summit  gray. 
Thy  mate,  light-tripping  oa  the  grassy  bouvne, 
3h^l  listen  to  thy  song  with  amorous  ear, 
4Lnd  hail  thee  to  her  bosom — O  might  I, 
Emulous  of  thee,  an  eq^al  favoor  win ! 
I  would  awake  my  tender  minstrelsy. 
And  whisper  sweetest  music  to  my  Fair, 
Had  I  a  mate  to  listen^  iond  as  thine. 

nrs. 
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WRITTEN  IN  AN  HERMTTACE. 

BY    THE   SAME, 


O  Thoit,  whose  heedless  foot  doth  hither  stray^ 

Begone — it  is  the  region  of  Despair — 

Lest  the  bleak  mildew  of  the  withering  afr 

Hang  o'er  thy  flight,  and  blast  thee  on  thy  way — 

But  if  stem  fate  hath  numb'd  thy  bosom,  stay, 

To  fast  with  me  on  parched  bread  of  Care 

In  silence,  and  to  drink  the  bitter  tear. 

Till  Death,  whose  shape  more  near,  each  close  of  daj^ 

Strides  up,  and  darkening  into  tenfold  night. 

Dilates  his  stature  onward  to  my  cave. 

Shall  strike  one  tenant  of  this  lonely  shade  r 

Then  He,  whom  yet  the  Monster  spares  to  smite, 

Widowed,  shall  bear  his  partner  to  the  grave. 

And  grudge  the  earth,  that  pillows  his  sad  bcacU 

1778, 
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BY    THE   SAMEi 


O  F0&  some  potent  charm  to  stay  thy  wing, 
O  Time,  whose  envious  haste  hath  half  o'crfled 
My  length  of  years,  while  now  my  daily  tread 
Yet  prints  the  swerd,  where  rosy  hands  of  Spring 
On  bud  of  Youth  refreshing  incense  fling ; 
That  some  few  sw^ts,  upon  thy  pinion  shed. 
Ere  long  may  greet  thee,  that  thy  sense  unfed 
With  prime  of  odour  pass  iK>t,  till  the  sting 
Of  venomous  blight  shall  wound  the  tender  core— • 
Meanwhile,  ye  Spirits  of  Health,  sustain  the  shoot 
With  fondest  hand^  that  no  crude  blast  dissever 
The  stripling  blossom  from  the  parent-root 
Too  soon,  e'er  yet  life's  Zephyr  breathes  no  mott^ 
And  Nature's  lingring  Sun  is  sunk  for  ever. 

.     1778. 
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WINTER.— AN  ELEGY- 

BEGUN  AT  WINCHESTER  SCHOOL*  175^ 
BY  F.  ir.  C  JTUKDY,  ESQ. 


Farewell  tko«e  genial  seaaons  of  the  year. 

Young  Springy  wJio  fili'd  with  flowers  the  wiUiDg  soil ; 

fittramer,  whose  sun-beams  nurs'd  the  foodful  ear; 
With  Autumn  jgrateful  to  the  reaper's  toil. 

For  \6f  sad  change !  from  yonder  gatherii>g  cloud 
Stem  Winter  wildly  drives  his  dark  array : 

From  the  keen  North  the  winds  fire  piping  loud^ 
As  through  the  yielding  woods  they  sweep  their  way. 

High  on  a  storm,  with  visage  fierce  and  pale. 
The  barren  Eurus  rides ;  the  rain  desce»ds : 

Far^  far  resounding  through  the  Aoated  vale, 
Its  hoarse  rough  howls  the  dashing  torrent  sends* 

Where  are  those  rural  charms  that  fed  my  eyes. 
The  cowslip'd  meadow,  and  the  hedge-row  green  f 

In  one  wide  waste  the  snow  clad  landscape  lies  ; 
And  frost  with  withering  hand  deforms  the  scene* 

I  sought  the  copse,  the  joyous  thrush's  haunt; . 

For  much  I  wish'd  her  melody  to  hear : 
In  vain  I  woo*d  her  to  begin  her  chaunt. 

Nor  joyous  thrush,  nor  melody  was  thcrei 


447 

In  9udal  troops  ilie  sBfnt  larks  are  feund^ 
Picking  with  busy  bill  their  scanty  ibodt 

Ah  me,  i  hear  the  gun's  deductive  sound. 

And  the  snow  hLaahes  with  tiheir  iMtrmless  blood! 

Sweet  bird !  «re  these  tbe  sports  of  veas^mng  maul    ' 
Thus  detk  his  savage  handb  thy  songs  repay, 

Wliich  bade  his  joys  awaice  when  spring  began. 
Which  eheer'd  in  summer's  iieet  the  toilsome  day} 

The  red-breast,  wisely  confident,  presufnes 
To  screen  his  weakness  in  the  f»eop4ed  cot ; 

And  sweetly  thatnkful  for  the  scatter'd  ci'umbs 
Pays  the  cheap  botiirty  with  his  warbled  noCew 

Now  dt^ll-and  dreaiy  wakes  the  tardy  mom ; 

Tbe  sickly  Sun  resigns  his  noon-tide  power ; 
Night  comes ;  and  Fear,  of  Melancholy  bom, 

Adds  a  new  horror  to  the  darkling  hour. 

At  every  bush,  at  every  sudden  breeze. 

Starts  the  lone  traveller  on  his  wilder^d  way; 

In  his  own  sbade  a  thousand  deaths  he  sees, 
And  stops,  and  pants,  and  listens  in  dismay. 

The  night  biMl's  thrice-flapp'd  wing,  and  sbriekiogs  feU, 
Denounce  the  pining  sick  man^s  hopeless  doom; 

In  the  hush  «ir  imperfect  whispers  dwell 

Of  DsmoBs  prowling  through  the  midnight  gloonu 

Stone*hearted  'Murder  bathes  his  sword  in  blood. 
Rapine,  foul  fiend,  leads  forth  his  lawless  band  ; 

Insatiate  Hunger  calls  amain  for  food; 
While  pale-eyed  Famine  fiowls  along  the  land* 

Where  are  thy  haunts,  O  Chearfuloess  f  the  bower 
Of  spring  no  more  invites  thee ;  nor  the  walk 

At  summer's  .«ve,  beneath  thy  guardian  power 
Where  iate  liisten'd  to  my  Laura's  talk* 
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H or  art  thovr  seen  within  the  cfourts  of  pride ; 

Ambitioh  drives  thy  peaceful  image  thence: 
I'ho'  feast,  and  sport,  and  laughter  £ere  abide, 

Excess  and  riot  pall  thy  nicer  senses 

At  length  thy  coy  retirement  bare  I  founds 

Where  smokes  the  cottage  in  the  sheltei^d  vale  ; 

Where,  whilst  his  rustic  friends  the  hearth  surround,' 
The  simple  swain  recounts  his  frolic  tak. 

His  heart  is  humble  is  the  garb  he  wears. 
Like  his  coarse  daily  food,  his  manners  plain  ; 

Contentment's  blessing  the  dull  season  cheers. 
And  the  storm  beats  upon  his  roof  in  vain. 

The  smiles  of  innocence  his  temper  guard, 

And  from  his  threshold  banish  home-bred  strife  ; 

Fresh  health,  and  honest  gain  his  toils  reward  i 
And  one  continued  summer,  rules  his  life. 

Lefam  hence,  ye  vain^  ye  idle^  and  ye  proud. 
When  the  dark  storms  6f  bleak  misfortune  l6Ur 

Tis  Vfrtue  only  can  dispel  the  cloud 

And  blelss  #ith  cheerfulness  the.ltintry  hour* 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL* 

SiiouLiy  these  few  timid  lines  brtray 

The  wishes  of  a  love-sick  breast ; 
My  sighsy  dear  Nancy,  kind  repay, 

And  grant  the  blushing  fond  reqtiestf 
But  shoiildst  thou  slight  thy  loVei^'s  care, 

And  all  his  trembling  suit  deny ; 
Ah,  frown  hot  to  receive  hrs  prayer ! 

Our  incense  ne'er  offends  the  sky. 
Think  not  thy  face  or  shape  impart 

The  charms  that  now  thy  power  stuitain  ; 
Adorers  make  thee  what  thou  art. 

And  give  existence  to  thy  reign. 

K.  B.  fiALBSD,  £0<|» 
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HORACE'S  FIRST  SATIRE  MODE^^NIZED, 
And  addrested  to  Jacob  Hsnkiqvvs. 

WftiTTUf  IN  TBI  TSAR  t76f* 

BT  THB  LATE  OEp&GS  f^KNING,  E9Q*^ 

APVEJITISEMENT. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  apprize  the  attjentiTe  Reader  that  the 
honest  Hebrew  vi  by  nu  ^eaiis  iatrodac^^  in  thit  Satire  as  a  real 


r»  bnt  merely  as  au  Adior,  extremely  well  qualified  by 
Us  comic  Powers  to  personate  the  Character. 


**  Ptay»  Gentlefolks*  ceafe  your  scofling."— Swirr. 


Fbat  tell  me,  friend  Jacob,  how  comes  it  to  pass, 
Thatt  say  what  we  will,  every  man  is  an  ass  ? 
Against  his  own  lot  everlastingly  braying, 
And  for  change  of  condition  still  whining  and  praying? 

The  Soldier  worn  out  with  fatigues  and  with  scars,' 
As  he  hobbles  to  Chelsea,  cries,   "  Curse  on  tkt 

,  wars !" 
He  envies  the  Merchant  the  ease  of  his  gain, 
As  acquired  without  toil  and  secur'd  without  pain. 

The  Merchant  at  mercy  of  winds  and  of  waves, 
When  he  thinks  upon  war,  all  its  dangers  he  braves ; 

*  Father  of  the  Right  Hon.  George  Canning. 
TOL.  VI,  G  g 
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<<  What's  in  it?"  he  cries,  "  Why,  you  hear  the  bomlbs 

thunder, 
**  Death  relieves  you  at  once,  or  you*re  loaded  with 

plunder." 
The  La^vyer  indulging  his  afternoon's  nap, 
When  he  starts  from  his  chair  at  his  client's  loud  rap, 
To  burn  all  his  briefs,  in  a  rage  makes  a  vow, 
And  swears  by  St.  Edward— he'll  follow  the  plough. 
While  the  poor  country  Clown,  draggM  by  writ  to 

the  City, 
As  he  gapes  at  the  signs,  cries,  "O  la!  'Tis  so  pretty!" 
His  eyes  full  of  wonder  he  greedily  feasts. 
With  St.  Paul's,  and  the  Giants,  the  £ait>a£,  and 

the  Beasts; 
On  return  to  his  cot,  'tis  his  glory  to  tell, 
How  all  pleasure's  confin'd  to  the  sound  of  Bow  BeLL. 
But  enough  of  examples— No  more  can  be  wanted; 
That  all  men  are  grumblers,  we'll  now  take  for  granted: 
For  to  ransack  each   breast,   where  this  curst  spirit 

lodges. 
Would  wear  out  the  windpipe  of  Orator  Hodges. 

So,  not  to  fatigue  you  with  vain  declamation, 
I'll  unfold  the  design  of  this  motley  relation. 

Suppose  then  Old  Jove  should  proclaim  byhiscryer, 
'Twas  his  pleasure  to  grant  ull'these  knaves  their  desire. 
Make  the  merchant  a  soldier,  the  lawyer  a  plowman — 
Pass — presto— 'Tis  done.     "  lia  !  What  ails  you  now 

man? 
"  W^hat  the  devil!   Not  stir?— Give  a  shake  to  thai 

fellow, 
"  The  dog  has  been  drinking,  and  got  himself  mellow — 
"  'Twould  be  cruel  to  force,  and  what  signifies  arguing  ? 
"  Now  their  prayers  have  been  heard,  they  repent  of 

their  bargain. 
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"  Why  such  shuffling  as  this  would  "provoke  a  Divinity! 

"  Ye  damn'd  rogues  !  What  ye  ask'd — don't  ye  see  IM 
ha'  gi'n  it  ye  ? 

"  Now — mind  what  I  say — Should  you  teaze  me  here- 
after, 

"  Your  prayers  will  be  only  xeceived  with  horse-laugh- 
ter/' 
Buty  joking  apart,  fpr  you'll  say  'tis  beguiling — 

Yet  I  know  not  that  truth  ever  suffered  by  smiling  ; 

Nay,  a  laugh  gilds  a  pill,  mak?s  it  sweeter  to  swallow. 

Your  dry  stuff  won't  be  read,  were  it  writ  by  Apollo; 

Even  schoolmasters  teach  us — and  who  can  be  grimmer? 

Don't  they  lecture  their  boys  from  a  gingerbread  prim- 
mer ? 
However,  good  Sir,  as  you  seem  to  look  serious, 

And  my  subject  begins  to  grow  somewhat  mysterious; 

Come,   curl  up  your  whiskers,  and  stroke  down  your 
beard — 

Right — for  sober  discussion  we  now  are  prepar'd. 
To  return  to  our  soldier,  our  plowman,  and  trader, 

Not  forgetting  their  worthy  companion  the  pleader; 

Though  at  first  sight  they  differ  so  widely,  yet  rot 'em  ! 

I  find  the  same  principle  rules  at  the  bottom ; 

Put  the  question  home  to  'era  with  sense  and  discretion, 

And,  my  life  to  a  Blank,  you'll  obtain  a  confession. 

That  with  patience  all  perils  and  toils  they  engage, 

To  provide  in  the  spring  for  the  winter  of  age. 

"  Well,  and  prudently  thought  on  1  Oh !  Bravo  !" 
cries  Jacob — 

Fair  and  softly — Now  you  shall  the  argument  take  up ; 

By  debating  the  point  we  may  both  become  wiser : 

Come,  ril  be  OldTl  a  ecus,  while  you  play  the  Miser. 

JACOB. 

Of  industry's  cares,  if  an  instance  you  want, 
I  can  furnish  you  soon — Cast  your  eyes  on  the  Ant, 

Gg2 
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'  To  haimin  endeatoTiri  a  qutckehing  exam^y 
Her  form  how  tninnte !  yet  her  labours  how  afopk ! 
Incessant  in  toil,  all  around  see  her  scrape. 
Then  bear  off  the  burden  to  add  to  het>  heap ; 
The  man  who  is  wise  will  pursue  her  good  maxim. 
Though  the  idle  and  thoughtless  with  avarice  tak  him. 

AtJTROlt. 

Well  mov*d,  bocTdft  Bquaeetoxs  !  Ha,  old  Akho 

DoMIKl! 

I  see  you  regard  these  affairs  with  no  common  eye. 
'But  hark  you,  my  friend — To  avoid  all  delusion, 
Your  memoirs  of  the  Ant  we  must  bring  to  conclusion ; 
In  our  sense  of  her  work  not  a  tittle  we  vary,    • 
So  the  quomod(f8  granted — but  now  for  the  ^puure ; 
You've  describe  her  task  nobly,  mark  the  end  on't  as 

well —  ^ 

When  winter  comes  on  she  keeps  snug  in  her  cell ; 
Hiere,  unlocking  her  storehouse,  regales  on  each  dakty, 
So,  while  misers  are  starving,  she  revelsin  plenty. 
Thus  you  see  your  comparison  breatc^sin  the  middle, 
Like  Sam  Butler's  old  tale  of  the  Bear  and  the 

Fiddle ; 
For  the  wretch,  who  by  Mammon's  curst  magic  is 

taken, 
Can  no  more  touch  his  treasure  than  you  can  touch 

Bacon ; 
In  his  toil  to  the  Akt  you  may  justly  compare  him, 
For  no  pain  can  deter,  and  no  danger  can  scare  him ; 
Fire  and  sword,  sea  and  air,  strive  in  vain  to  controui 

him ; 
All  is  well,  so  he  gets  but  a  plum  to  console  him  : 
And  why  does  he  take  all  these  pains  to  provide  it  ? 
Grant  me  patience,  kind  heaven ! — For  no  end  but  t» 

hide  it. 
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JACOB. 

Not  so  hasty^  young  man — If  you  take  from  th« 
treasure. 
You  destroy  the  round  sum — ^Theu  adieu  to  your  plea* 
sure-l 

Well,  unless  you  do  so,  for  my  life  I  can^t  see 
In  tke  overgrown  pile  what  •enjoyment  can  be. 

Suppose  your  Jamaica  plantation  produces 
Fifty  nogsheads,  or  more,  of  the  sugar-cane's  juices ; 
Of  all  this  abundance  your  head  gives  no  sign« 
Should  you  drink  to  excess  it  would  ache  just  like  mine. 

Tou  contract — Be  not  angry,  'tis  but  supposition — 
To  \ictual  our  fleet  for  the  next  expedition ; 
What  slaughtering  of  oxen!  what  butchering  of  hogs! 
Yet  for  your  part  all  this  might  be  thrown  to  the  dogs^ 
To  what  purpose  this  superabundance  of  plenty, 
When  an  humble  beef*steak  at  Pontag's  can  content 
you? 

Rabbi,  yield  up  the  point-^A  Paktheon  of  Gods 
Shall  never  persuade  me  it  can  make  any  odds 
Of  Nature's  good  sifts  to  the  temperate  partaker, 
If  he  plows  forty  thousand,  or  one  ^n^  acre. 

JACOB. 

But  the  joy  to  see  heaps  of  bright  gold  as  t^ey  lie ! 
flow  they  ravish  the  sense!  how  they  dftzgle  the  eye! 

AUTHOa. 

Ah!  OsBAT  Offebbr  of  Schemes  !  sage  descendant 

«f  M08B6 ! 
How  weak  prejvidice  here  your  sound  judgment  op* 

poses! 

Gg3 
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If  I  have  but  enough,  for  that  sure  is  the  test. 
Then  my  purse  serves  as  well  as  your  huge  iron  ch^t. 
Should  you  chance  to  be  thirsty,  and  chuse  to  drink 
water. 
With  a  jug  to  the.TnAMES  would  you  send  your  blest 

Daughter? 
Just  to    boast  that  from   London's   fam'd  river  you 

quaffM 
When  the  good  pump  of  Alpgate  might  answer  your 

draughti 
Besides  that  'tjs  needless,  there's  danger  attending. 
Lest,  while  o'er  the  river's  frail  bank  you  are  bending, 
The  swoln  torrent  it's  channel  should  cease  to  ©bey, 
And,  o'erwhelm'd  by  its  rage,  sweep  you  headlong  away* 
But  he,  who  content  to  the  spring  can  repair, 
May  satisfy  nature,  unrufifled  by  care  ; 
Its  clear  silver  streams,  unpolluted  with  mud, 
Run  bubbling  along,  nor  e'er  rise  to  a  flood; 
The  bevcrace  is  wholesome — do  but  try  it — you'll  find 
It  ^ives  health  to  the  body,  and  peace  to  the  mind. 

To  a  Gosling  these  figures  might  call  for  explaining, 
But  with  half  an  eye,  Jacob,  you'll  spy  out  my  meaning. 

I  know  'tis  a  maxim  receiv'd  in  Change- alley, 
(But  their  scales  with  my  standard  sure  never  will  tally) 
That  nothing  but  wealth  without  measure  can  raise  you, 
Tor — the  sum  you  are  worth -i— at  so  much  they  appraise 

you. 
Why  these  people  are  mad-r- Volunteers  for  a  mad- 
house— 
Ah  Jonathan's!  Jonathan's!  thou  art  a  sad  house! 
By  one  single  sentence  thy  mystery's  explor'd — 
**  Truth  and  Justice  are  laugh' j>  at  and  Mam- 
mon ADOBi'd." 
For  a  frenzy  like  this  what  relief  do  we  know  ? 
Son  of  Isaac  !  'twould  baffle  the  art  of  MoN  RO, 

/ 
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X^et  tke  wretches  proceed  then  without  molestation, 
Since  they  chuse  to  he  damn'd— let  them  go  to  dam- 
nation. 
I  remember  a  griping  old  Lomba^d^st&eet  Bank- 
er, 
Whose  heart  was  eat  up  by  this  gold-loving  canker  |r 
His  fraud  and  oppression  so  flagrant  became. 
Men,  women,  and  children  detested  his  name ; 
Mobs  with  hisses  pursued  if  he  stirr'd  from  liis  portat^ 
Yet  hear  the  consolement  of  this  wretched  mortal ; 
"  Let  them  cat-call  and  hiss  as  they  will,"  cries  old 

Hunks, 
"  So  their  hisses  and  cat-calls  invade  not  my  trunks; 
•'*  There  my  God  lies  ensh,rin'd,when  his  radiance  I  spy, 
**  Heaven's  angels  are  not  half  so  happy  as  I." 

Perhaps  you  may  never  have  heard  of  the  story 
Of  poor  master  Tantalus — here  'tis  before  you-* 
Tormented  with  hunger  and  thirst,  tho'  his  board 
With  delicate  dainties  was  always  well  stor'd. 
As  he  stretch'd  forth  his  hai^d  still  they  flew  from  the 

table — 
What  tlie  Devil !  old  Grip  us,  you  laugh  at  the  fable ! 
Consider  it  closely,  then  laugh  if  you  can — 
Let  the  name  be  but  alter'd  and  thou  art  the  man. 

In  miserly  dotage  you  brood  o'er  your  bags. 
Your  food  is  a  crust,  and  your  cloadiing  is  rags ; 
For  your  curst  Molten  Idol  your  reverence  is  such, 
Tho'  with  rapture  you  gaze,  yet  you  dare  not  to  touch  ; 
Nay  I  hear  you  «ry  out,  in  the  rage  pf  devotion* 
"  Blasphemer  !  there's  sacrilege  even  in  the  notion." 
Would  you  know  the  true  use  of  your  wealth  ?  Why 
I'll  tell  you — 
Your  back  calls  for  cloaths,  and  for  food  calls  your 
belly; 

o  g4. 
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First  gr&nt  tbeir  pieti'tidns,  then  \ti6k  to  your  tn^hbotirs 
Merit  often  ueglectetl  in  indigende  labours ; 
Many  species  of  woe  claim*  the  rich  man*^  attention, 
Some  seek  for  tedtes,  and  some  for  prevention  ; 
In  relieving  these  wants  be  your  riches  employed. 
What  before  lay  quite  Useless  will  then  be  enjoyM. 
Come,  come,  my  good  friend,  be  your  notkins  en* 

lArg'd— 
For  to  sit  up  lall  night  with  your  blunderbuta  dkarg'd^ 
Ready  prini'd,  rekdy  cock'd — ^\vith  your  eye  on  the 

latch — 
If  a  mouse  scrape  the  wainscot,  to  cry  out,  **  Watch ! 

**  Watch  r 
To  dread  murderers  and  thieves — nay  each  newsman 

that's  passing, 
Think  each  servant  a  spy,  and  each  slave  an  assasin^ 
Are  t%ese  all  the  blessings  by  wealth  to  be  got  ? 
Then  be  quiet  and  poverty  ever  my  lot. 

JACOB. 

Fine  talking  indeed  !  But  talk's  a  deceiver- 
Suppose  you're  laid  up  with  an  ague  or  fever  ; 
Then,  my  pennyless  friend,  not  a  soul  will  come  near 

you, 
But  if  solid  Rouleaus  frll  your  chest  never  fear  you ! 
To  deny  you  assistance  what  heart  is  so  cruel  i 
A  Peer  ot  thx  Rbalm  shall  prepare  you  yourgmel ; 
Physicians  are  jostling  night  and  day  on  your  stair- 
case, 
The  public  feel  for  yon  as  if  it  were  their  caiie^ 
The  news-writers  wait  to  make  known  with  irbpatience, 
You're  restored  by  kind  Heaven  to  your  friendr  and  tct 
lations. 
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V  AVTHOR. 

Friendsy  l)ioti  wretch !  thou  hsst  n6ii6-^hy  relaticms 

idl  flee  thee, 
Wife  and  cMldreu  with  pleasure  at  Ttb  vair  would  see 

""  thee; 
Thou  art  hooted  and  hissed  at  where'er  thou  can'st 

turn  thee, 
And  all  thy  good  neighbours  in-cffigy  burn  thee. 

How  canst  thou  give  way  to  this  fatal  delusion ! 
You  pay  court  to  your  gold — I  admire  your  conclusion. 
.Your  money  engrosses  your  only  regard. 
Yet  th*  esteem  of  mankind  is  to  be  your  reward  ! — 

Have  seventy-nine  years  made  the  Patriarch  no  wiser  ? 
Can  Jacob's  grey  hairs  want  a  beardless  adviser  ? 

A  hawk  never  yet  was  the  sire  of  a  dove, 
So  kindness  muse  still  be  the  parent  of  love. 
If  you  think  to  preserve  all  your  kinsfolk's  affection 
Without  mutual  returns — you'll  destroy  the  connection.; 
Tho'  natui*e  does  her  part,  yet  you  must  do  your's. 
Or  order  and  harmony  soon  fly  your  doors ; 
By  closing  the  purse-strings  to  hope  it  effected, 
'Is  the  damnablest  scheme  thou  hast  ever  projected ; 
Just  as  wisely  you  might  on  an  ass  get  a-strsiddle, 
And  bel  fifty  to  one  you  keep  firm  in  the  saddle. 

But,  for  God's  sake,  fix  somewhere  a  bound  to  your 
craving, 
}^or  go  on  thus  for  ever  still  griping  and  saving ; 
As  you  labour  and  add  every  day  to  your  store. 
Shall  your  terror  of  starving  encrease  more  and  more } 
-Name  your  sum -^and  resolve,  when  you've  reached  to 

the  mark, 
No  longer  to  toil  like  a  mole  in  the  dark. 

Beware  of  the  fate  of  old  FescuE,  the  Frenchman, 
^ho  himself  under  ground  with  his  gold  did  intrench^ 
man! 
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Oh  !  there  think  what  horrors  the  caitiff  surround! 
Alive  self-entomb'd  !  no  retreat  to  be  found ! 
Death's  horrible  jaws  open'd  wide  to  receive  him ! 
In  vain  he  cries  out  to  his  gold  to  relieve  him ! 
The  base  earth-born  Idol,  sole  end  of  his  cares^ 
Is  blind  to  his  weeping,  and  deaf  to  his  prayers. 
Thus,  curst  with  the  enjoyment  of  all  his  desires, 
In  the  arms  of  his  god  he  blaspheming  expires. 

JACOB. 

What  then?  would  you  have  me  enroU'd  with  the 

martyrs. 
Who  are  ^acrific'd  nightly  to  Idols  at  Arthur's? 
Or  boldly  advance  on  the  turf  with  Sir  James  ? 

AUTIIOU. 

Hold,  Hold,  Sir — defend  not  your  cause  by  extremes; 
Tho'  I  think  it  a  scandal  too  far  to  extend  thrift, 
Conclude  not  from  thence  that  I  honour  a  spendthrift. 
Alust  you  never  taste  flesh  'cause  forbid  to  eat  pork  ? 
Can't  you  hit  on  a  mean  between  ******  and  *****  f 

There's  a  medium  in  all  things  ;  the  line  that  divides 
Points  out  the  right  path;  error  lies  at  the  sides. 

But  let  us  be  candid.     Is  none  but  the  Miser 
A  slave  to  his  fears  ?  Pray  are  other  folks  wiser  ? 

If  we  cast  our  eyes  round,  and  regard  every  station, 
We  see  nought  but  confusion,  disgust,  and  vexation; 
Each  man  after  some  untried  blessing  is  panting. 
And,  all  else  possess'd,  still  that  something  is  wanting? 
Pressing  forward  with  eyes  pointed  eager,  he's  blind 
To  the  crowd  of  poor  wretches  that  hobble  behind ; 
He  counts  not  the  numbers  whose  fortune's  infcriorj^ 
Nor  can  e'er  be  content  while  he  sees  a  superior. 
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Thus  you've  seen  at  Newmarket — that  fair  field  of 
fame, 
Where  my  lord  and  his  groom  to  all  eyes  are  the  same — 
When  o'er  the  green  turf  the  swift  race-horses  fly, 
On  the  foremost  each  jockey  still  rivets  his  eye, 
While  he  only  regards  with  contempt  and  with  laughter, 
The  batter'd  old  jade  that  comes  stumbling  on  after. 
Hence,  at  Lilie's  various  feast,  we  shall  hajidly  be 
able 
To  point  oiit  one  guest  rising  pleasM  from  the  table  ; 
We  may  just  as  soon  see,  by  your  patriot  cares, 
Peace   establish'd    through    Europe    for    ninety-nine 
years. 
Now  adieu,  my  friend  Jacob— ^I'll  close  up  my  case- 
book, 
liCst  you  think  Fve  purloin'd  some  old  Dutch  com- 
mon-place book. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL, 

The  nurse  and  parson  both  retir'd. 

The  doctor  took  his  parting  fee: — 
All  thought  Hunks  actually  expir'd, — 

All  knew  he  left  his  wealth  to  me. 

Yet  he  reviv'd,  for  one  half  hour; 

Espous'd  his  wench,  avow'd  her  son; 
l&ave  him  a  fortune,  her  a  dower, 

And  left  me«— utterly  undone. 

y.  B.  ^ALHE»y  ESQ. 
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Ob  !  banish  far  those  anxious  sighs ! 

And  dry,  my  fair,  those  tearful  eyes : 

Thus  while  we  love,  while  thus  we  live^ 

Heaven  must  our  truant  joys  forgive  1 

Kot  by  the  tye  that  fails  to  bind 

A  perjured  murmuring  race,  confin'd; 

Us,  freedom  gay,  and  mild  delight. 

In  tenderest  constancy  unite. 

I  love,  because  to  love — I  will ; 

And  free  to  choose,  shall  love  thee  still. 

But — ^'tis  the  temper  of  my  soul 

To  spurn  Compulsion's  base  controul : 

Once  led,  like  other  fools!  to  say 

«*  ril  love  thee  to  life's  latest  day  !''— 

From  that  dull  moment,  I  confess, 

I  should  begin  to  love  thee  less  i 

True  though  my  heart,  yet  can  I  swear 

That  always  thou  wilt  triumph  there  } 

Since  looks,  and  thoughts,  and  feelings  change, 

From  thee  ^that  natkmg  shall  estrange  ? 

Grateful^  that  now  the  passing  hour 

We  still  can  snatch  from  Sorrow's  power, 

Delighted  live — Time  may  the  term 

Of  all  our  pleasures  long  confirm  1 

Delighted  live !  nor  seek  to  know. 

While  blest,  anticipated  woe^ 

F.  L*  C. 
AVG.  29, 1801. 
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STANZAS. 

On  reeeifoing  a  Pair  of  Garters  fr^m  my  Sister,  rohich  she 
hUtf  during  a  long  Confinement  by  SicknesS'^1766. 

BT    F.   N.  C.   MUNDT,   ESQ. 


To  me,  nw  trifling,  nor  of  common  worth. 

Are  these  dear  pledges  of  a  sister*s  love  ; 
A  sister  more  in  friendship  than  by  birth  : 

Nor  may  this  lesson  uuinstructive  prove- 
That  she,  whose  life  its  youthful  journey  ran 

Free  from  the  follies  of  such  days  as  these, 
Gentle  and  meek  as  when  that  life  began, 

Ne'er  form'd  a  wish  but  to  oblige  and  please. 

That  she  could  live  unenvied  tho'  admired 
(Such  blessing  such  humility  attends !) 

By  men  approved,  'twas  all  her  heart  desir'd : 
And  tho'  a  woman,  women  were  her  friends; 

That  she,  (such  trials  here  the  virtuous  find) 
Now  worn  by  sickness,  and  by  pain  oppressed, 

Sustains  th*  afflictive  shock  with  hopes  resign'd; 
A  tortured  body,  but  a  mind  at  rest ; 

Tiiat  she,  while  this  poor  chamber  is  her  ai?, 
Can  o'er  its  little  world  diflFuse  a  smile;  , 

Bid  Industry  arise  within  its  wall. 
And  with  these  tasks  the  hour  of  pain  beguile. 


462 

Tlie  cloister'd  nun,  who,  scorning  earthly  joys, 
To  God  her  thoughts  devotes,  her  time,  her  hearty 

Thus  the  few  moments  stolen  from  prayer  employs^ 
And  thus  excells  in  piety  and  art. 


FROM  THE  GREEK  OF 

LEONIDAS  OF  TARENTUM. 

BT  THE  LATE  REVEUEND  GILBERT  WAKEFIELB. 

Ah!  dear  hapless  boy,  art  thou  gone? 

Sole  support  of  my  languishing  years  ! 
Ilast  thou  left  thy  fond  mother  alone 

To  wear  out  life's  evening  in  tears  ? 

To  forsake  me  thus  old  and  forlorn, 

E're  thy  youth  had  attain'd  its  gay  bloom! 

Thy  sun  was  scarce  risen  at  mom, 
When  it  set  in  the  night  of  the;  tomb. 

Alas !  the  fresh  beam  of  the  day 

Happy  mortals  with  thankfulness  see ; 

But  I  sicken,  O  Sun  !  at  thy  ray : 
It  brings  sadness  and  wailing  to  me ! 

Oh  !  might  the  dear  child  but  return. 
From  despair  his  lost  mother  to  save  t 

Or  might  I  but  share  in  his  urn  ! 
Might  I  flee  in  his  arms  to  the  grave  t 
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WRITTEN   IN   1790, 

DURrNG  AN  AUTUMN  SPENT  IN  TOWN 


Un PASTORAL  fate !  condemn'd  to  bear 
Town,  and  its  noise,  its  dust,  its  care, 
In  this  best  season  of  the  year, 

When  Autumn  holds  her  sway ! 
Sweet  Autumn  !  friendly  to  the  Muse, 
In  vain  dost  thou  thy  tints  diffuse, 
Thine  evening  sun — no  rural  views 

To  court  its  parting  ray. 

Nought  but  the  mansions  of  the  great, 
Windows  of  gloom  and  walls  of  state, 
The  proud  inhospitable  gate 

Whose  hinges  slowly  move  ; 
(Slow  as  when  wretches  urge  their  plea. 
And  A v' rice  grasps  its  scanty  fee) 
Autumn,  are  scenes  like  these  for  thee? 

Thee  whom  the  Virtues  love ! 

Oft'  I  recall  thy  social  feast. 

No  russet-garb  excludes  the  guest, 

And  Plenty  in  her  golden  vest 

Smiles  on  the  sun-burnt  train. 
Music  perchance  may  tune  the  reed, 
And  Grace  some  loose-robed  damsel  lead 
Round  the  tall  oak  or  verdant  mead, 

Though  bred  on  lowliest  plain. 
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How  changed  the  group !  a  wrangling  throng 
Jostle  with  many  a  curse  along, 
Squabbling  for  places  loud  and  strong 

In  sultry  streets  at  noon ; 
To  see.  some  mortal,  plump  and  wise. 
Cram  in  a  quart  his  portly  size, 
Walk  o'er  the  Thames,  or  tempt  the  skiei 

In  the  new-found  balloon. 

Far  off  the  tufted  hill,  and  far 
The  glimpse  of  "village  steeple  there^ 
Chiming  its  single  bell  for  prayer ; 

Far  off  the  simple  scene 
Dear  to  the  simple  heart — the  glade 
That  meeting  boughs  overspread  with  shadcy 
And  the  low  bench  for  converse  made 

With  vista  down  the  green. 

s.  w. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

A  WEIGHTY  lawsuit  I  maintain ; 
— Tis  for  tnree  crab- trees  in  a  lane. 
T'tie  trees  are  mir.e  there's  no  dispute. 
But  neighbour  Quibble  crops  the  fruit. 
K.y  courjicl  Bawl,  in  studied  speech, 
Explores,  beyond  tradition's  reach. 
The  laws  of  Saxons  and  of  Danes'; 
Whole  leaves  of  Doomsday  book  explains ; 
The  origin  of  tithes  relates. 
And  feudal  tenures  of  estates  J 
If  r/jw  you've  fairly  spoke  your  all, 
— Or.8  word  about  the  crab-trees,  Bawl! 

V.  B.  UAL|ISOy  KIQ« 
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ELEGY.  %f 

I 

9 

Writ  fen  when  a  long  Course  of  III  Health  threatenei  th 
Author  aith  a  Cpnsumption,-r-l7821    ' 

MY  F.  N.  C;  JIUNDT,  ESQ. 


r    ■ 


Where  now  are allmy  golden  hope^  of  yduth ? 

Youth,  nor  its  hopes  are  mine,  for  Picalth  is  fled : 
On  ray  green  years  Disease  hath  fix'd  her  tooth, 

And  Sickness  bows  like  Age  my  vanquish *d  head. 

Slow  on  my  life  the  secret  mischief  preys, 
Thumbs  my  sunk  soul :  my  manly  spirit  dies ; 

The  hand  of  Melancholy  marks  my  days, 
And  Joy  with  all  his-blythe  atteVidants  flies. 

No  more  with  shouts  I  rouse  the  slumbering  morn. 
The  life,  the  leader  of  the  hunter  train : 

The  young,  the  bold,  obey  the  sprightly  horn,' 
But  leave  me  fainting  on  the  coiich  of  pain* 

At  noon  my  short  and  cheerless  day  begins ; 

My  friends  in  silence  croud  the  foodful  board  ; 
No  mirth  of  mine  their  pleased  attention  wins; 

No  life  to  me  the  circling  cups  afford. 

Gay  shines  the  ball  and  Pleasure  leads  the  dance  ; 

But  moping  Solitude  attends  me  there ; 
No  sparkling  eye  invites  me  to  advance  ; 

Nor  Wit,  nor  Beauty^  Jiath  for  me  an  ear, 

VOL.  VI.  H  h 
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On  me,  sad  picture  of  man's  woeful  state. 
On* me  the  stranger  casts  bis  eager  eye ; 

Reflection  points  his  own  uncertain  fate ; 
And  as  he  turns  he  heaves  the  selfish  sish. 


1." .  • 


Fair  was  my  morn  of  life,  and  to  my.  view 
Blazed  the  full  prospect  of  unmix'd  delight; 

Ah,  dreary  change !  at  noon  th&  tempest  blew : 
— Yon  blackening  clouds  denounce  a  suddeD  night. 

Hence  with  the  triumpl^  o£  th<  strong  and  gay ! 

.To  the  same  certain  end  our  lives  will  run: 
Mine  the  short  course  of  one  poor  wintery  day; 

They  boast  a  lengthened,  but  a.s^tting ««ji., ,. ... 


.  '  I 


To 


i.' : 


JLi^ 


MI  LB  not  thus,  ador'd  deceiver  I 
Sitnce  those  eyes  if  rigkLt  I  rtmd. 

They  to  sae*— no  unbeliever!--*' 

Preach  of  love's  ensnaring  creed.  - 

Smile  not  thus,  ador*d  deceiver  t 

Smile,  yet  smile,  O  swdet  deceiver  f 
Though  my  so^l  with  anguish  bleed,. 

Still  must  I — too  fond  believer  !— 
Kneel  to  love's  enslaving  creed. 

Smile  then,  smile,  0  sweet  deceiver ! 


H.  £•  Q. 
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LINES 

For  the  Avniversart  of  the  Literary  Fukd, 

MAY  8,  1806. 
BY    HENRY    JAMES   PYSy    S3Q. 


When  thro*  the  air  the  thundering  tempest  roars, 
And  earth  rebellows  from  her  farthest  shores* 
Tho'  the  rude  tempest  with  destructive  blow, 
Scathe  the  proud  oaks  that  shade  the  mountain  brow, 
The  laurel,  sacred  to  the  brave  and  wise, 
Dares  with  unblasted  leaf  the  angry  skies ; 
O  may  this  Isle  with  either  laurel  grac'd, 
Mighty  iu  arms,  and  arbitress  of  taste, 
Still  mock  the  bolts  by  wild  ambition  hurl'd. 
Herself  unhurt  amid  a  warring  world  \ 

Much  could  the  Muses  sing  of  Albion's  fame. 
Her  dauntless  chiefe,  her  unextinguish'd  flame, 
Nor  would  she,  while  the  note  of  praise  she  hears. 
Check  the  proud  Paean  with  her  flowing  tears. 

UntryM  in  war,  in  youth's  first  opening  bloomi 
When  promised  worth  meets  an  untimely  tomb. 
Weeping  the  harvest  spoil'd  of  future  hours. 
The  sorrowing  virgin  strews  the  hearse  with  flow'n; 
Sad  the  funereal  rite  like  that  of  yore 
When  young  Marcellus  pass'd  by  Tiber's  shore. 
But  when  the  Spartan  King  with  patriot  pride. 
Stemming  of  inroad's  flood  the  enfuriate  tide, 
Press'd  in  his  country's  cause  the  crin^on  plain^ 
His  ^¥arlike  few  entomb'd  by  myriads  slaiiw-i. 

H  k  9 
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Their  blood  for  Freedom  when  the  Decii  shed. 

For  PVeedom  when  the  Theban  victor  bled — 

The  sighs  a  grateful  people  votive  pay 

Are  lost  in  sounding  Fame's  triumphant  lay; 

And  the  dark  cypress,  emblem  sad  of  Death, 

Is  hid,  by  Glory's  amaranthine  wreath ; 

Wreaths  such  as  Britain's  bleeding  Cont[uerors  bore 

From  Abraham's  heights,  and  Egypt's  wat'ry  shore; 

Such  as  Trafalgar,  bending  o'er  the  flood,    ' 

Saw  god-like  Nelson  purchase  with  his  blood, 

While  Fame,  exulting,  lifts  his  name  on  high, 

A  load-star  to  the  youthful  warrior's  eye. 

By  which  through  danger,  toil,  and  death  he  steers, 

Where  her  bright  guerdon  deathless  Glory  rears. 

But,  ah  !  Britannia's  victor  arm  in  vain 
Is  strctch'd  to  rescue  Europe's  recreant  train, 
Vain  is  the  Northern  Hero's  generous  aid. 
By  timid  friends  and  treacherous  chiefs  betray'd ; 
Gaul  o'er  the  ravaged  realms  in  dreadful  flood. 
The  swelling  torrent  rolls  of  human  blood ; 
While  the  fell  scene  of  unresisted  strife 
Robs  weeping  Britain  of  her  Patriot's  life, 
From  disappointed  Hope  he  turns  his  eyes, 
And,  mourning  Albion's  woes,  for  Albion  dies. 

O  you,  for  whom  this  generous  band  prepares 
Balm  for  your  wouiids,  and  solace  for  your  cares; 
Ye  sons  of  Science !  from  the  dangerous  ait 
Of  specious  sophistry,  O  shield  the  heart : 
With  visionary  schemes  which  charm  the  mind, 
"  Yet  shut  the  gates  of  Mercy  on  mankind.*^ 
While  Gallia's  sophists  with  misjudging  hand, 
Ideal  forms  of  perfect  systems  plann'd, 
Lo !  from  the  mingled  mass  with  wild  surprize. 
They  see  the  Fiend  of  Power  despotic  rise ; 
See  from  the  maniac  Fury  that  began, 
By  calling  Anarchy  the  Right  of  Slan ; 
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Plan's  real  rights  contemn'd  with  impious  scorn, 

By  tyrants  trampled,  by  Oppression  torn. 

Equality,  the  fool's,  tbe  madman's  theme, 

Now  realizes  Folly's  frantic  dream : 

There, — no  distinction, — ^where  a  despot  waves 

An  iron  sceptre  o*er  a  horde  of  slaves, 

Slaves  by  a  ruthless  tyrant's  will  transferr'd. 

In  gift  or  barter  like  the  bestial  herd. 

Britons,  to  you,  in  this  disastrous  honn 

The  last,  best  refuge  of  her  hallow'd  powci, 

Lo,  Freedom  calls !  Each  force  that  Heaven  bestows, 

Oppose  a  bulwark  to  her  giant  foes ; 

Unite,  to  form  an  adamantine  bar, 

The  head  of  Science,  and  the  arm  of  War, 

Protect  your  fields^  your  altars,  and  your  throne,' 

Its  power  your  safeguard,  and  its  rights  your  own. 

And  should — but  Heaven  avert  it ! — should  the  cloud 

Of  dark  Oppression  vanquish'd  Europe  shroud  ; 

Still  on  these  shores  may  wondering  nations  sec 

One  Monarch  happy,  and  one  People  free ! 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

**  To  hear  old  Martha  wheeze  and  cough, 

"  To  see  her  spit  and  drivel, 
«^  A  child  would  say  she's  going  off 

"  Tantivy  to  the  Devil." 

— Be  not  too  sanguine,  honest  John ! 

Your  wife's  a  precious  treasure : 
She  knows  you  long  to  see  her  gone, 

And  shams  to  give  you  pleasure. 

N.  B.  HALUED^  £SQ< 

H  h3 
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THE  DAWN  OF  MY  PEACE. 

BY  LAURA  SOPHIA  TEMPLB. 


Mt  youthful  hours  are  almost  past, 
But  not  one  joy  has  grac'd  them ; 

I  weep  to  think  they  fly  so  fast, 
And  yet  I  strangely  waste  them. 

The  sport  of  ev'ry  vain  desire, 
Of  bubbles  how  unmeaning  ! 

Form'd  virtue  deeply  to  admire, 
And  yet  to  weakness  leaning. 

How  have  I  fritter'd  life  away 
In  wild  and  idle  dreaming — 

How  is  my  fancy  prone  to  stray 

Thro'  worlds  with  falsehood  teeming ! 

Fair  Hope,  that  syren  !  young  and  gay. 
My  heart  was  wont  to  cherish : 

But  if  she  win  again  the  sway, 
That  instant  may  I  perish ! 

And  Friendship  too  hath  sweetly  sung. 
Charming  my  soul  to  gladness, 

And  Oh  !  that  soul  hath  sorely  wrung. 
Leaving  it  nought  but  sadness. 

Love  too  hath  dash'd  my  bloom  of  yeais 
With  many  a  cup  of  sorrow — 

A  wand'rer  thro'  this  vale  of  tears, 
I've  hail'd  the  grave's  dark  morrow. 
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Yes,  I  havc1o4ig'd  for  that  dsep  r«st/  '^'^■ 

The  Sabbath  of  the  weary, 
For  to  this^ad  dejoeted  breast 

All  was  o'ercast  and  dreary. 

The  rosy  Shiile  of  waking  light 

Awak'd  imj  not  lo  pleasure, 
And  with  the  thick  descending  night 

Returned  my  grief's  full  n^easuro*. 

But  what  avails  it  to  be  sad  ? 

The  Fates  may  yet  befriend  me, 
And  if  my  lot  should  still  be  bad 

Patience  her  garb  shall  lend  itte. 

And  Reason  too,  Mi^ith  look  severe, 
Shall  curb  the  throb  of  feeling, 

Whilst  gentle  Peace — companion  dear ! 
Shall  on  vfic  pour  her  healing. 

SXETER«  AlC.  i2,  1805. 


TO  A  DAUGHtER 

SUFFERING  FROM  A  SEVERE  CALAMjLTY   . 

To  him  whose  book  of  life  is  almost  read,         .  ^ 

Whom  some  few  leaves  will  close  among  the  dead, 
Misfortune  comes  with  its  severest  blow  ; 
Hope  shines  no  more,  but  with  its  faintest  glow* 
But  still  to  Youth,  the  loveliest  boon  pf  Heaven, 
Shall  many  a  splendid  ray  of  light  be  given ; 
And  if  the  heart  with  keenest  anguish  blecd«, 
The  gentle  anodyne  of  Time  succeeds; 

H  h  4 
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The  landscape  opos  again  with  fragrant  bowers, 
Spring  after  Spring  awakes  its  fairest  flowers; 
And  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Rapture,  iit  the  train, 
Will  beam  on  Youth,  nor  always  beam  in  vain. 

Then  cheer,  dear  girl,  once  more  the  languid  eye, 
And  view  this  chequered  life  with  constancy : 
Still  much  remains,  thy  future  hours  to.  bless, 
And  Heaven  implor'd,  may  yet  give  happiness: 
Religion  first  presents  her  sacred  balm 
Of  holy  faith,  the  troubled  soul  to  calm : 
Parental  fondness  with  unceasing  care 
Is  still  at  hand,  thy  grief  to  sooth  and  share: 
Friendship  on  every  side,  with  placid  smiles 
Or  sympathetic  tear,  thy  woe  beguiles; 
Nor  will  the  Muses  e'er  be  wooed  in  vain, 
When  call'd  by  Genius  in  the  hour  of  pain ; 
Then  may  this  day,  my  Jane,  that  gave  thee  birth, 
Transport  thy  soul  beyond  the  cares  of  earth ; 
Prepare  thy  nobler  faculties  to  rise 
By  progress  due,  and  fit  thee  for  the  skies! 
Oh  f  that  my  wish,  my  ever-fervent  prayer. 
Might  guard  thy  future  hours  from  grief  and  care  ! 
Then  should  no  cloud  obscure  the  balmy  sky, 
But  hour  on  hour  should  pass  extatic  by. 
But,  all !  thou  Icnowest  the  wish  is  weak  and  vaiq^ 
Nature  must  weep,  and  sorrow  will  complain. 
Yet,  in  its  orb,  the  next  revolving  year 
With  scenes  more  gay  and  cheerful  may  appear; 
The  tear  may  check,  the  rising  sigh  suspend, 
Begin  with  smiles,  with  tranquil  visions  end. 

W.   BBLOE. 
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PROLOGUE 

17 G  John,  acted  at  Reading  School,  October  14, 
and  l6,  Written  hy  H.  J.  Pye,  Esq,  Spoken  by 
Valpy,  in  the  Uniform  of  the  Reading  Association, 
mpUment  to  the  Berkshire  Volunteers  reviexved  by 
iajejiy  on  Bulmarsh  Heath, 


GiiT  our  scene  from  British  annals  shews 

•ritish  warriors  brav'd  their  country's  foes, 

IT  their  hardy  bands  with  niartial  toil 

:hc  proud  Gaul  upon  his  native  soil, 

r  his  ravaged  plains  and  prostrate  tow'rs 

triumphant  march  their  conqu'ring  pow'rl, 

their  own  insulted  fields  defied 

lelming  deluge  of  Invasion's  tide. 

Muse  dramatic,  with  an  angel's  tongue 

ms  the  ills  from  civil  Discord  sprung. 

>ound  by  Union,  England's  heroes  stan^ 

of  each  wave-worn  shore  and  hostile  land, 

varp'd  by  faction — sunk,  dismay'd — they  mourm 

iirest  wreathes  by  foreign  inroad  torn — 

e  this  truth  on  ev'ry  English  breast 

(lantirae  characters  impressed, 

England  never  did,  and  never  shall,'* 

a  victor  foe's  inglorious  thrall, 

'  own  sons  scduc'd,  by  Faction's  sound, 

her  heart  the  parricidal  wound. 

scenes  of  happier  omen — England  draws 

in  their  Monarch's  and  their  country's  cause,) 
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From  rural  toil,  and  life's  domestic  charms', 
Her  native  swains  to  voluntary  arms. 

Ye  heaths  of  Bulmarsh — hail !  for  you  have,  seen 
Th*  embattrd  Sons  of  Berkshire  tread  your  green, 
When  cv'ry  hill  and  dale  and  verdant  plain 
Poured  in  refulgent  arms  a  gallant  train. 
From  Windsor's  royal  tow'rs  that  stand  on  high, 
Illustrious  seat  of  blazon'd  chivalry. 
To  the  green  vale  where  Isis'  waters  flow. 
And,  distant  Faringdon,  thy  humbler  brow; 
Each  manly  bosom,  kindling  with  delight, 
Proud  to  appear  in  George's  fav'ring  sight; 
And  see  the  gen'rous  Patriot,  who  presides 
O  er  Britain's  Senate,  and  it's  Council  guides. 
Now  shining  in  the  radiant  van,  prepar'd 
Those  rights,  which  Freedom  gave,  by  arms  ta  guard. 

Say,  .shall  not  Reading  shed  the  heartfelt  tear. 
When  Deanc  lies  stretch'd  on  the  untimely  bier, 
Whosie  gen'Tous  soul,  by  patriot  zeal  inspir'd, 
With  kindred  warmth  her  brave  defenders  fir'd. 
Whose  prompt  affection  to  his  country's  cause, 
Adom'd  her  morals  and  maintain'd  her  laws. 
O  let  his  bright  example,  deep  impress'd. 
To  deeds  of  honour  rouse  each  manly  breast. 

Then,  Britain,  launch  thy  Navies  on  the  main. 
Send  forth  thy  warriors  to  the  hostile  plain. 
To  rescue,  from  Oppression's  iron  hand, 
Batavia's  shore  and  E^pt's  watr'y  strand ; 
Since  with  united  zeal  thy  valiant  swains 
Stand  firm  protectors  of  their  native  plains. 
While  Britain's  Monarch,  by  the  tyrant  fcar'd. 
By  Virtue  lov'd,  by  Liberty  rever'd. 
Sees  his  triumphant  banner  wide  unfurl'd 
The  blest  palladium  of  a  rescued  World, 
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THE  DEATH  OF  JOSHUA^ 


Children  of  Israel !  Death,  with  torpid  hand. 

Chills  the  slow  current  of  yaur  chieftain's  blopd; 
Draw  near — attend  with  awe  the  last  comipaqd 

Of  him  who  knows  your  God — the  great— -tl^e  good ! 

List  to  that  voice,  whose  shout  amid  the  war 
So  oft  has  iillM  the  hostile  host  with  dread, 
When  Anak's  giant  offspring  hid  their  bead. 

When  Canaan  fled  afar. 
Tho'  now  by  age  unstrung,  its  feeble  sound 
Yet  still  it  breathes  for  you.    Friekids-r-cliildrei¥-r-|^« 
ther  round ! 

So  Joshua  spake ;  intent,  around. 

The  assembled  nation  caught  the  guardian  touBd, 

•Silent  in  pious  grief. 
And  many  a  bosom  heavM  the  sigh. 
And  swoln  with  tears  was  many  an  eye,. 

For  well  they  lov'd  the  Chief. 
Alone  untrembling,  and  serene. 
The  aged  warrior's  face  was  seen, 
A  milder  ^re  illum'd  his  fading  eyes  ; 

Mild  as  the  dim-decaying  ray, 
When  faintly  o'er  the  evening  skies 

Beams  the  last  radiance  of  departing  daj* 
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Friends,  who  beneath  my  banners  oft  have  pour'd 
On  Canaan's  impious  chiefs  red  slaughter's  tide ; 

When,  clad  in  terrors,  the  Almighty  Lord 

Call'd  forth  his  storms,  and  blasted  tyrant  pride: 

Still  from  the  God  of  gods  protection  crave, 

When  Joshua's  nerveless  arm  shall  moulder  in  the  grave. 

Nor  deem  the  high-heap'd  votive  pile, 

Eternal  Justice  can  beguile  ; 
Or  victim  smoke  in  mantling  mist  can  hide 

The  secret  crimes  that  stain  the  heart, 

Each  lawless  lust  and  self-deceiving  art. 
From  him  whose  energy,  dilated  wide, 
Sprekds  thro'  unbounded  space  its  sovereign  sway, 
Where,  drown'd  in  darkness,  dies  yon  sun's  exhausted 
ray. 

What  time  amid  the  land  where  pours  the  Nile 

Far  o'er  the  plain  his  fertilizing  flood, 
Oppression  rear'd  his  gore-cemented  pile. 
Your  fathers  bow'd  opprest, 
^nd  terror  wither'd  each  hope-widow'd  breast ; 

Then  stretch'd  Jehovah  forth  th'  almighty  hand, 

And  Nilus  roU'd  a  tainted  tide  of  blood ; 

And  dafkly-brooding  o'er  the  land, 
CoNTAOiOK,  with  her  blasting  breath, 
Breath'd  o'er  the  king-curst  realm  the  gales  of  Death, 

Calm  on  his  couch  reclines  the  tyrant  king, 
And  tranquil  as  the  sleep  of  Innocence ! 

At  once  in  loud  and  frantic  cry, 

The  midnight  shrieks  of  agony 
Burst  on  his  startl'd  sense : 
For  now  in  darkness,  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 
The  angel  of  destruction  rides  along ! 
The  monarch  hangs,  in  anguish  wild, 
Low  o'er  the  blasted  carcase  of  his  child. 
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He  wakes  to  rage— the  despot's  force,  V 

Israel !  pursues  thy  heavenly-guided  course ; 

Where  God  rcstrain'd  th'  obedient  sea,  t 

HushM  Pharoah's  impious  army  ^woln  with  pride. 
The  impetuous  tide  ^ 

Burst  then  its  magic  boundary; 
On  roird  the  stream,  with  gathered  waters  strong,  i 
And  steeds  and  chiefs,  in  death  commingled,  float  along. 

Power  all  benignant!  still  thine  aid 
To  Israel's  chosen  sons  displayed, 

Demands  the  choral  sonij  ot  Gratitude  ;  ' 

When  in  the  desert  wastes  tiiey  stray, 
And  Famine  followed  on  t lie  perilous  way, 

Thy  goodness  gave  the  food :        . 
The  bread  of  Heav'n  descends,  on  fated  wing 

The  airy  tribe  to  Israel  fly; 

And  when  for  thirst  to  thee  they  cry. 
From  the  hard  rock  gush'd  forth  the  abundant  spring. 

Nor  then  was  known  Jehovah's  power 
Alone  in  Want's  despondent  hour: 
The  Eternal's  might  directs  the  fight ; 
Where  the  fierce  Anak  in  the  battle  led. 
And  Og  gigantic  died,  and  Canaan  fled. 

In  Jericho's  strong  towers,  th'  insulting  foe 

Our  hallowed  host  defied  ; 

For  finn  her  walls,  and  firm  on  every  side 
Tlic  frequent  fort  arose : 
Six  days  secure,  on  Jericho's  high  wall. 
They  saw  the  ark  in  mystic  circle  borne. 
And  mock'd  the  sacred  rites.     Thctsabbath  morn 
Arose,  and  now  again  the  foe 
Beheld  where  Israel's  warriors,  still  and  slow. 
In'  seven-fold  circle  past. 
At  once  they  paus'd — a  long  and  louder  blast 
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The  trumpets  pour'd — ^a  deep  and  general  cry 
Join'd  the  loud  blast  in  dreadful  harmony ; 
Earth  heav'd  her  bosom  with  convubtve  throe, 
And  prone,  with  all  her  towers  and  chiefs,  fell  Jericho. 

God  is  with  ye,  O  Israel !  fear  not  ye, 

Tho'  Slaughter,  in  his  regal  car. 

Lead  on  his  barbarous  bands  to  war ; 
Tho'  chiefs  allied  on  every  side 
Encircle — God  shall  give  the  victory.  - 
Remember,  when  the  orbs  of  Heaven  stood  still ! 
Remember,  when  my  voice  forbade  the  night 
To  shield  the  vanauish'd  tyrants  in  their  flight  I 

In  vain  they  hid  them  then ; 
The  darksome  cave  then  faii'd  to  save, 

The  eye  of  Vengeance  pierc'd  the  secret  den, 
They  met  their  doom  deserv'd  ;  denied  a  grave. 

To  all  the  winds  of  Heaven  their  loathly  bodies  vava* 

But  though  the  trump  of  war  no  more  affright. 

Fly  the  soft  enticing  measure, 

From  the  magic  lute  of  pleasure ; 
Fly  the  soft  sounds  deceitful  of  delist : 
For  thro'  your  veins  th'  enerving  charm  shall  creep, 
Drowning  each^^nobler  thought  in  Vice's  deadly  sleep. 

These  foes  avoid — my  children  fly 
The  dimpling  smile — the  languid  eye—* 
The  languid  eye,  whose  liquid  roll 
Thrills  thro'  the  fascinated  souL 
Fly  the  soft  touch — the  soul-6ubduing  sight- 
Israel — conquer  here  by  flight. 

Go,  Israel,  break  <lh'  oppressor's  rod, 

And  fight  and  conquer  in  the  cause  of  Go4. 
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ODE, 

BX    M]|«   SHAW. 


The  measure  of  twelve  years  at  last, 

O  gentle  yoqth,  thy  age  attains ; 
And  the  long  season  now  is  past 

Of  infant  life,  and  infant  pains. 
The  sullen  shadows  are  withdrawn. 
Whose  darkness  could  obscure  the  dawn; 

Now  bright  shines  forth  the  morn  ; 
Health  prints  thy  bold  steps  on  the  grten. 
And  Opening  lair  the  flowers  are  seen 

That  thy  young  breast  adorn. 

O,  while  fresh  youtli  glows  ott  thy  citeck. 

And  purer  blood  thy  veins  inspires. 
Go,  and  each  sprightly  pleasure  seek 

That  most  thy  sportive  age  requires. 
Now  urge,  the  ball,  now  with  bold  hajod 
Aspire  the  proud  steed  to  command. 

That  sweeps  the  sounding  plain ; 
Now  bend  the  bow  with  graceful  pnde. 
Or  with  strong  arm  the  wave  divide, 

First  of  the  youthful  train. 

The  Muses  shall  not  long  delay 

Thy  steps  more  favour'd  to  surround ; 

To  lead  thee  to  their  groves  away. 

Where  soogs  from  silver  harps  resocuid. 

Led  by  cLe  Muses,  thou  shalt  rove 

Delighted  through  the  magic  grove, 
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And  see  fair  forms  divine, 
And  hear  celestial  music  breathe, 
While  round  thy  youthful  brow  a  wreath 

Of  flowers  the  Muses  twine. 

Thine  is  life's  chearful  moniing  ray ; 

And  taught  what  care  attends  its  noon, 
We  may  not  too  impatient  praj 

That  the  fair  morn  may  pass  too  soon* 
Now  like  the  gay  birds  on  the  wing, 
That  play  amidst  the  beams  of  spring. 

With  heart  too  light  for  sorrow, 
Like  them  thou  sportest  in  thy  May, 
Pleas'd  with  the  sunshine  of  to-day, 

And  careless  of  to-morrow. 

The  days  of  life  thou  yet  wilt  know, 

Too  oft  no  certain  tenor  keep ; 
But  like  the  river  stream  they  flow. 

Which,  as-  it  journeys  to  the  deep, 
Now  clear  with  floods  untroubled  glides, 
Now  rolls  more  vext  in  darker  tides, 

Where  rocks  oppose  its  haste. 
Now  winds  thro'  flelds  and  meadows  gay^ 
And  now  pursues  its  joyless  way     . 

Along  the  lonely  waste. 

O  may  thy  days  unruffled  glide 

In  smoothest  stream,  thou  gentle  boy  I 
Most  like  the  Thames,  whose  passing  tide. 

Has  oft  beheld  thy  infant  joy. 
Serenely  clear  the  Thames  is  seen, 
While  now  it  strays  thro'  valleys  green^ 

Now  visits  princely  towers. 
And  as  the  wave  steals  gently  down. 
The  streams  enrich  the  busy  town, 

And  bless  the  shepherd's  bowers. 
1776. 
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An  E]^i9tlt  ioMisi  SaAAh  FowLBit^  ioUh lUmemi^i 

NexH  Elme* 

0 

BY  MtCHASL  WODBUJLLf  ESQ^ 


Cbase,  loveliest  Nyitipli.  to  ask  which  wing9  the  dart 
Of  surest  aim  to  pierce  the  bleeding  heart  s 
If  Pallas'  wit  or  Cytherea's  ciiarms 
Bestow  a  keener  edge  on  Cupid's  arms : 
O  bom  with  Beauty^s  cestus  to  controll 
Th(;  stubborn  heart ;  with  elegance  of  soul     - 
Worthy  a  Clareu's  famed  Pl;&tonic  grove. 
Accept  this  legend  of  disastrous  love. 

If  in  these  ftcenes.of  philosophic  thought^  .  .' 

By  Passion  coloured  and  l^y  Genius  wrought^  . 
Where  filial  duty,  penitential  shame,     .    , 
Can  reinstate  a  more  than  virgin  fame  ^  *  -    ■  '  r-^  ■,\ 
Where  Honor  scorns  the  mjcan  constraiut  of  Bxt^  .    ■  , 
And  Friendship  acts  an  unsuspecting  part; 
Haply  the  Fair,  in  .whose  pur?  breast  we  find 
Each  emanation  of  the  noblest, inindy. 
While  Youth's  gay.  season  .prompts,  i^  inid  caveeiV 
Just  linger  ere  s^e  reach  high  virtiif'&fBphere^   : 
Her  faults  (nor  i^oyri^y^  puritanic  rac^ . 
Sli^t  as  the  spoisL.oti;  Cy<nthia^s  clouded  fiiee^ 
The  wise,  the  good,  the  generoUSi  will  for^iv^  v.        ■■ 
Pity  her  woes^  and  bid  her  inemdry  liye^ 
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Like  his  own  Alps ;  where  all  arotmd  is  greats 
And  rifted  fragmeilts  threat  in  horrid  state ; 
To  scatter  plenty  o'er  the  nneads  below, 
Ihrom ^AuMe  httfe  t<yp  the  Rhone's  sWift'eddies  iibi; 
Meanwhile  the  sbephe.ril  whoin  his  fate  ordains 
To  tend  the  flock  on  those  sequestered  plains, 
Charm'd  with  the  prospect  of  the  various  scene^ 
Reclines  enlrkptur'd  bn  the  ftoWcVy  -gi^een ; 
And  when  kind  Morphpus  seak  his  wearied  eyes,. 
Fresh  to  his  souJ  the  dear  ideas  rise  ; 
Larger  than  life  ea<?h  dtjeclTsVxjjrest,. 
And  still  the  last  seems  lovelier  than  the  rest — 
So  Rousseau's  l^eauties  strike,  now  part  by  part, 
*Aiid  how  collected,  rush  U{)Oii  the  {eiiPt ; 
Wrapt  in  h!»  Julia's  fbrtiihes,^  white  thb  Shj^e^ 
Who  scorns  the  littTc  notioiiisbf  his'age;  • 
Who  to  the  wkpk  of  Virtue  makes  his  claitad^ 
And  loves  the 'essence  bcttertfifan'tlhe  nanife* 
As  thro'  this  wild  instrtictive  Valk  he  strays, 
Now  flush'd  wi^  hb])e,  now  startling  With  8)iM^^ 
By  each  humane, -heroic  passiofttost; 
Id  a  vast  labyrinth  bfi^tfchantmeiitslosty 
Sees  a  fresh  rose  ^prihg  '^'dhi  eadh  i'aiggi^  tholto^ 
And  every  blemish  serve  l^ot  to'i&doni. 

Health  to  the  i^ftde  of  ihiit  iHiistriotts  d^Ufie 
^If  such  there  Was)  y  and  niky%er-in^r'd  liuiie^ 
Obtain  the ^p4fth  it  m^tsf^in'a^taml 
Where  Mei[«eysits»  enthftfn^d,'wilk'pii^tts'haifa 
This  unavailing  Wreifih-  to*^de'  hW  tdhib 
I  corti^jNi^<^^whiie^%KMf  9ts  idiHbstvtobin 
Nature's'tvS^fle^'itAj^iyd'^ri^^^'^M, 
««  O  spare  f4iat^W/,'hbdie^^c«rhei<  shi^bud^ 
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See  Jdstice  pbiiee  in  balance  too  sevei^e, 
The  Fair-one's  doom^  and,  with  averted  eaf, 
O'er-wcaning  8anctity  her  worth  liisown, 
Clouding  each  ray  that  gilds  bright  Merc/s  throne* 

Pale  with  chagrin  and  faltering  as  I  stand. 
While  the  soil'd  wreath  deserts  my  fcfeble  hand ; 
Strict  Truths  whose  maiKlat;es  ever  pleased  t'  obey 
Low  at  her  feet  I  ca9t  this  votive  Isiv, 
To  sound  your  arduous  praise,  yet  bids  me  8peak| 
Tho'  harsh  my  lyre  and  every  ^hord  too  weak : 
(Nor  would  I  shrink  ap|>aU'd,  tho^  Envy  lay 
ArmM  with  a  thousand  snakes  to  bar  my  way.) 
While  in  Perfection's  fruitless  search  employ'd^ 
In  fill  around  the  Sage  be^^eld  a  void  ; 
His  Julia  borrow'd  with  an  Angel's  air 
^Slight  peccadillos  from  the  Oallic  fair: 
O  Uiat  his  wandering  feet  had  eariier  stra/A 
To  seek  retirement  in  the  British  shade ; 
And  in  those  regicfis  vrherefke  Graces  dwell, 
Near  Severn's  banks  had  haply  iix'd  his  cell : 
With  loftier  images  his  genius  fraught, 
While  matchless  Virtue,  matchless  charms,  he  sought, 
Had  placed  them  bIcRvM  ni  tiieir  happiest  view. 
And  hei^t^'4  ^vf  ry  ^t  by  copying  you. 
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IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Akk  buries  all  her  husbands,  Qeorge  his  wives : 
TheirtfHHiH^  IH^  tim  9>upti«b  M^i^lh  (heii;  Uy^ 
Here  tet  then^  4top»  ^i  ipUght  a  IMtU|kl  tr^ ; 
One  comn^oi)  f^  ||m§  ,iw wJ-  ^^^^  V*  • 
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monody; 


To  t)ie  Meftiorj 

of  the 

Higiit  Hon.  William  Pitt 


To  the  surriving  friends 

of  the        •  •  . 

Bifehl  Hon.  WiHiam  Pht,:     ' 

this  Poem 

,  -  •  •<  ■     ■  .  I 

is  iuscri&ed 

hjf  oat  IV ho  knew  him  at  an  earfy  period  of  U6^ 

and  nas  ever  since 

observed  his  brilliant  career  . 

with  admiration, 

and.ftieotiMi* 


•v 


His'  saltern  acoumulem  donb  et  fuDgt^ikn^li^ 
Muncre— 


BY  yr.  B08CAWEK,  £$Qi 

^    ;      '  .  sssdbasB  '  r 

'        .  .        . 

IlE80tJ»©^.rt>y  Masp,  tesopndf  the  stm^of  trdj^T 
When  Britain  w^ejp^^he  Vidst  thy  wrrbirHAowJ  ' 
Lfite,  sadly  gazing  ion  thd  troubled  rininy  *      :  - ;; 
With  tears  she'inoxirffd  heroic  Nelson  ilain; 
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Yet  moum'd  ti:iumphant;.by:her,.gleFy.fir'd»  y 

In  vict'i^s  arras  tJUe.intTcpidi^i^f  expired, .. 
But  lo ;  where  death  prepares. a  keener  dar(y    .  .  • 

To  pierce  more  (|eeply  still  each  Bntisjh  heart! 
Araidst  A  nation's  groans,  a  nation's  crios,  < 

Her  Statesman,  Patriot,    Great  PR£3i|iRVX|i9 
dips  \  ,     * 

Resound,  my  Muse,  nesound  the  song  of  woe  ! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows,  flow.  . » 

Proud  in- her  country's  hope,  tho  AJ use's  lay 
Mark'd  the  first  dawn  of  his  resplendent  day, 
When. tuneful  Mason.*,  with  prophetic  fire,  •>• 

HaiFd  in  tl^son  each  virtue  of  his  sire. 
E'en  then  alluring  faction  f  spread  her  charmt.      .     > 
To  win  the  youthful  patriot  to  her  arms ;  '  ', 

But  genuine  freedom  claim'd  him  for  her  own,    ,      f 
And  bade  him, guard  a  patriot  Monarch's  throo^*        ^ 

llcsound,  my  Muse,  resoMnd.the  song  of  woe  I 
When  Britain  weeps,  »he  bids  thy.  sorrows  flow.  ^ 

As  when,  oppress'd  by  winter's  torpid  jpower,  , 
Languid,  ej^ring,  droops  the  fea£css  flower,  \^:^ 

But,  soon  as  vernal  suns  illume  the  skies. 
Puts  forth  its  sweets,  displays  its  vivid  dyes:   . 
Thus  Britain,  wither'il  by  mi^fortune^s  blast   •  .^    .  *   >. 
>lourn'd  half  her  lustre  dimm'd,  her  glory  past^   ^{ 
Till  Pitt's  bright  genius  like  the  solar  ray,  .  •..; 

Restor  d  the  splendoui'  of  her  nan^c  and  sway. 

•  •  -  •        ■'■.•'■■■■      J'  • 
*  See  >Ii|80|i*'t  (Me  to  tfhe  Honourable  Williaoi  Pitt*  ^rst  pub* 

lished.in  the  5  ear  17$2i  and  tiince  reprmVd  in.  ^t,  third  yqtutsm 

of  Ww«r]Es..  .  .  . 

t  The  court  paid  to  Mr.  Pitt,  at  his  iint  entrance  into^  public 

hfe,  by  -i^ie  |lirty,  then  in  opposition,  and  -Mic^.  attempts  to  enlist 

iuin  itto  theis  corps,  nuut.biet  in, the  memory  of; all. who.  remtmbcr 

xbflte. tiioQf.    ••i.j.-.,.]   ■••    ..  /      .  
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Resounrf,  ttj  Sfmr,  rrtound  the  i6tig  of  tfoef 
When  Britain,  w^pg  she  bidt  thy  sofriyws'  flow. 
What  new  Ckarjfbdu  •  threatens  to  devoir. 
Sunk,  whelm'd  and  lost,  Bntannja's  fl*trie  atid  powtr? 
'^it  Ddtfs  o^^M^Not  all  the  wealth  that  potfrr 
From  i^estMi  i^fes^  of  India's  golden  shores, 
^ot  all  the  streams  of  commerce,  can  assuage 
The  monster's  thirst,  or  glat  hier  fata!  rage, 
^was  Pitt  alone  whose  well-directed  seal 
From  this  worst  foe  redeem'd  the  public  weal ; 
porm'd,  as  he  borrow^id,  a  perennial  source, 
Whiph,  year  by  year,  augjthents  its  growing  fbtos; 
Till  pnblic  wesilth  return,  and  place  secUrje 
Britannia's  envied  power,  for  ages  to  endure.  - 

Resound,  my  Muse,  nfisounji)  ^he  song  of  woe  t 
When  jBritain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
By  hiiBinitd  Counsels  won,  see  f  Gallia  pour 
Mer  native  wealth  on  enyi«d  Britain's  shore  t 
Behold  increasing  commerce  spread  the  sail 
yoT  every  clirao,  and  court  ^ajCh  fkvouring  gale ! 
Awhile  with  hostile  front  the  nations  lower  t^ 
Till  wreck'd  Batayia  owns  his  saving  power; 
Till  peace,  preserved  with  glory,  deigns  to  smile^ 
AnA  shed  itew  lustre  on  his  cherish'd  isle. 

Resound,  my  Muse^  resound  the  sopg  of  woe! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bijds  thy  sorrotra  flow !      ^ 

^  The  ettablishment  and  rabseqpent  improrement  of  the  siiikr 
iag-fund  ar«  ampng  those  acts  of  Mr.  Pitt's  life  w^icli  hare  ex- 
foiled  ai^plaase  frcMh  the  most  determined  of  liis  adyersaries*  an4 
especially  of  Mr.  Fox»  who,  on  that  ^bject  at  least,  has  doM 
anple  justice  to  his  memory. 

t  The  oortimefcifti  treaty  with  Fniice  is  here  allfided  tb. 
"   f  TIM  aniiaiiient  in  178T,  and  tlie  oonseqnent  eoiBiic^(fation  of 
Holland  from  her  Goanesion  if ith  Frwace,  mined  the  m/ft»hM>i 
of  aUpartiei*  ^      ■  ■       "^ 
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irVhat  heart-felt  *  grief  Bntalmk^B  6^»  oppmi^a  F 
iVhat  sighs  burst  forth  ftrom  every  !l>yat  breiiBt  f 
ifVhen,  40  severe  -disease  th^  unconscioUcr  prey, 
^wliile  the  FATlifeU -of  his Covntkv  lay:  ' 
Twas  dicn  Ambition  plftmed  her  eagle  wing%  * 
\nd  Faction  graspM  In  hope  the  throat  o(  kitigSy 
krVhile  fkre  ^ifise  servile  crew  that  wait  her  nod> 
[!>'ar¥inoe's  fHends,  exulting/ sh«K)k  the  rbd. 

What  statdsman.  thiea,  what  patriot  dared  withstand 
Pirm  on  the  breach,  the  bold  ra|)actoii9  Mnd  ^ 
Twas  thou/ Immortal  Pitt !— the  tjiisk  was  thine, 
^Vith  stedfast  zeal,  with  eloquence  divine,   ' 
Serene,  undaunted  in  the  sacred .^ajutse, 
To  guard  thy  sovereign's  rights,  thy  corantry^s  laws, 
Till  pitying  Heaven  the  patriot  khrg  lietitdred,       '    •  '' 
And  **  joyful  nations  hail'd  thek  rightfol  l!.6rd.'^ 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  sohg  Of  woe  I 
%Vhen  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  ibw.  ' 
Again  f  the  threatening  trump  of  war  alarms;  - 

Iberia's  insults  rouse  our  youth  to  arms. 
Cautious,  yet  firm,  behold  the  statetaian  steer. 
Alike  r4*ihote  fi^oiib  pride  or  abject  feai^! 
Resolved  his  country's  glory  to  maintain. 
Assert  her  rights,  yet  soothe  irepenlant  Spaia; 
His  vigour,  iaw^d,  his  mMnesr  won  the  -foe,' ' 
And  gain'd  the  conq^iest^  yet  wiithheld  f he  blotrj    ' ' ; ,  ; 

Resound,  my  IMTuse,  resotind  thfe  to.ig  of  ^oe- j^  '      '\ 
VThen  Brkain  weeps,-  s^e  bids  thy  sol^6Ws  flow. 

*  The  reader  need  scarcieTy  be  toM  that  the  first  illness  of  the 

King,  and  the  contest  that  arow  respecting  the  intended  regcncj* 

dM  th*  cikvwnstaiiees  here  meant  to  ae  detcrrbM.'  '  ' 

.  t  Amamett  in  1790^  oniHiie  occami  af^e  disjpvte  with  SpaSa 

•espying  ^<>otka  Soond*  ■' -i  ■  ^    « 

■■ui'i4i  •••• 
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Rapt  in  tlie  §eene»  of  borror  that  display 

Infuriate  Anarchy's  resisUe«s  sway. 

Scarce  can  the  Muse  record  on  trembling  stringi« 

The  guilt  of  nations,  and  the  fall  of  kings, 

>Vhen  wrath  divine  to  scourge  a  guilty  age, 

Bade  tha  dire  fiends  of  d%«olation  rage, 

And  Gallia,  drench'd  in  blood,  her  myriads  pour, 

To  spread  her  reign,  her  crimes,  from  shore  to  shore. 

Nor  yet  with  open  force  the  daring  band . 
Assail'd  the  bulwarks  of  this  envied  land, 
A  fiend  mope  dangerous  by  her  n>ecious  art^ 
Infused  her  su))tle  venom  in  the  heart : 
Delusive  sophistry  I  thy  flattering  guile 
Who  daf'd  ej^pose  "*  ?  at  all  thy  eiSbrts  smile  i 
MTho  bade  our  minds  above  thy  empire  soar  ? 
The  great,  the  illustrious  statesman,  now  no  more ! 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
Foil'd  in  their  arts,  vrhen  Gallia's  savage  train 
Enrag'd,  defied  us  to  tV  einbattled  plain, 
Our  troops  f,  though  oft  deserted  and  alone, 
Ke'er  stam'd  their  country's  honour  or  .their  Q1rn^ 
O'er  mightier  bands  prevailed,  by  glory  fired, 
Or  prcst  by  hosts,  reluctantly  retird* 
Britain,  by  Pitt  inspired,  still  ibught  to  save, 
Dauntless  on  4and,  triumphant  on  the  wave* 
What  sea,  howe'er  rernote,  what  hostile  shore. 
Heard  no^  her  dread  vif:torious  thujD4ers  r^ar? 
Jjtt  Gaul's,  Iberia's,  and  Batavia's  coast 
Proclaim  h^r  triumphs  o'er  each  van<|ui8h'd  host  | 

•  Tbei  fctistance  of  lUtr.  Pitt  to  rerolutioDaiy  pHociple^  aacl 
1^8  triumph  over  them,  in  ^hi«  country*  fojtB,  pqrhm,  tiio  most 
glorious  9sn  in  his  lire. 

t  Wherever  oar  troops  were  separately  engi||pd  with  the  cnemTi 
f|i|4  AQt  gr^tly  outnumbered,  th«^  inyariab^  preyaU^4« 
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Let  Nile,  the  fiir-Mtmcd  Nile,  whose  par|>led  stream. 
Saw  deeds -SQipassing every. p4>ol'$  ; heme! 
While  heroes  conquer,  Pitt's  still  mightipr  soul 
Pervades,  directs,  and  animates  the  whole., 

Resound,. roy  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe ! 
When  lirilain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
Unhappy  Erin !  torn  by  civil  broils. 
Behold  Horce  Gallia  spring  to  seize  thy  spoils ! 
Think'st  tbou,  remote  from  Britain's  shekering  cate, 
Peaceful  and  free,  to  breathe  thy  native  air  ? 
No ;  Gallic  hordes  once  wafted  o'er  the  waves  : 
Thy  generous  sons,  o  erpowcred,  niukt  sink  to  slaves. 
Oh  then,  revere  *  and  bless  the  friendly  hand. 
Stretch'd  forth  to  save  a  desolated  laud ! 
And  see !  united  in  the  sacred  cause. 
Of  glory,  virtue,  free  and  equal  laws,  ,  .■ 

The  sister  isles  in  firmafft^tion  join ; 
^yhilo  Wisdom's  voice,  with. eloquence  divine, 
Dids  every  mist  of  error  glide, away* 
Dispeird,  like  pliantoins  by  th'  approaching  day. 
Such  blessings^  Pitt,  from  thy  great  genius  flow  I 
Such  thanks  to  thee  the  rescued  nations  owe.' 

Resound,  roy  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe ! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow. 
Awtiile  retired  from  active  cares  of  state. 
Private  he  wat^h^'s  o'er  his  country's  fate ;  . 
Private  not  slothful ;  for  when  war  returns 
Bright  in  new  arms  the  patriot  soldier  burns ; 

*  The  benefits  of  tlie  Union  we  now,  it  is  believed,-  generally, 
if  not  universally,  acknowledged.  How  apposite  was  the  follow* 
iag  qi^otatibn  of  Mr.  Pitt  from  his  favourite  author,  Virgil : 

.  "  Non  ego  nee  Teucris  Itslos  parere  jnbebo» 
.    Nee  npya  regna  peto;  paribus  se  legibus  ankba 
Xnvi^>s  gentes  atStema  in  focdera  mittsnt." 
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T\\ei  to  fhe  tip9t  whei^  dangier  threaten  most  f ,    . 
And  forms  a  generous  band  to  guard  our  coast. 
Till  by  the  public  dangers,  public  voice, 
Recaird,  at  ottee  his  King's  and  country's  choice. 
Firm  lie  asserts  their  rights  f>  though  doom'd  t'  oppose 
His  dearest  friends,  eornbincd  with  ancient  foes. 

Resound,  my  Miise,  resound  the  song  of  woe ! 
When  Britain  weeps,  she  bi^ls  thy  sorrows  flow^ 
Nol  Britain's  fViend  alone,  his  mi^gfaty  mind 
Grasps  ampler  hopes,  the  freedom  of  mankindy 
Aspires  to  curb  the  Gallic  tyrant's  .4way, 
And  from  his  fell  ambition  wrest  the  prey<r 
At  Pitt's  iivspiring  call  see  myriads  pour' 
From  Russian  cUmes  and  Scandinavia's  shore! 
>Vbilst  in  the  front  ofdanger  A  ustina  stands, 
And  calls  her  brave,  but  ikl-directcd  bands. 

Hut  ah  !  the  dread  misfortunes  that  befell 
Lost  Europe's  cause,  wliat-toi^e,  whai  pea  can  teUI 
When  by  weak  councils,  recneant  chie&,  bctrayedi  '. 
\J]\h!i\y[iy  Austria  sa'v  hor  glory  fiuk*.  i 

>Vhen,  t6  the  foeman's  wiles  compelk'd  to  yield, 
Russia's  brave  monaTch  sorrowing  left  the  iiold^ 
While  Britain,  reckless  of  th'  impending  blow,     .. 
Still  braves  the  menace  of  the  victor  foe. 

Not  from  thy  error  t,  Pitt  \  the  source  arose 
That  delugrd  Europe  wi>th  «  world  of  woes : 

**  His  patrbtks  eKertKMM«n  tke  Kcntisk  Mmk  fn  ^  i^kf^ 

of  th«  counirj- 

ti^t  any  penoa  v  minuter,  wticU  had  l^een  decide'd  ]^y  the 
nation  in  1784,  viras  i^U?xap^to  b^  reviyed  in  1804>  .but  soon 
stifled  by  a  uiajority  in  Parlianient,  without  axijr  necesilCy  of  re« 
cur  ring  again,  to.;^  S^Q^e  of  th^  people. 

t  The  tr/pa)Li?sattd^  qtbor^Htpprs  prp(|uc.cd  leem  to  justify  tliis 
opinion ;  but  tlw  mifji^  iots  Aot  piQ&af^e  to  «9ti^^te  the  de<?» 
sion  o/ Parliament.'   -  -.      .       ...   .    ,  '. 
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Of  wavering  councils  or  a  treacherous  chief. 
Not  thine  the  guilt,— hut  thine  (aJas)  the  grief! 
Thy  hope»  thus  hl^sted,  thy  ^eat  purpi^se  cross'dy 
Gerniania ravaged,  Europe's  frcedon^  lost; 
AU,  all,  conspir'd  to  fix  th*  envenomed  dart, 
Which  raDkling  deep  consumed  thy.  feeling  heart.    . 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe! 
\Vhen  Britain  mourns,  she  hids  thy  sorro^^'s  flow. 
Stretch'd  on  the  bed  of  death,  with  haggard  eyes,  .'- 
Pale,  breathless,  £aint,  tb'  illustrious  Statesman  l'n»l 
Where  now  the  full^toned  eloquence  that  charro'd,  • , 
The  taste  that  soothed  us,  or  the  fire  that  warm'd  f 
Where  now  the  crowds  that  oft,  enraptured,  hung 
On  thcr  loved  accents  of  that  tuneful  tongue  i 
Each,  sadly»  waiting  with  an  anxious  mind. 
Sees  in  his  fiite  the  doom  of  half  mankind. 

E'en  then,  ^r  Britain,  not' thyself,  distrcst, 
Thy  country's  weal,  great  Patriot !  fired  thy  breast  2 
E'en  then,  perchance,  thy  soul  derived  one  ray 
^U^y*  o^  comfort,  from  Trafalgar's  day^ 
And  by  "  the  King  of  Terrors"  undismay'd. 
Prepared  to  join  heroic  Nelson's  shade: 
E'en  then  thy  voice  exclaim'd,  with  parting  breath, 
**  Oh  *,  sact  mjt  countn/f  heaven!" — and  sunk  in  death. 

Then,  sever'd  from  its  load  of  mortal  clay, 
Thy  purer  spirit  fled  to  realms  of  day, 

*  "  And  tlioo*  brave  Cobham  !  at  thy  latest  breath, 

Shak  feel  thy  ruling  paasioft  strong  iu  death. 

Still  at  that  moment  true  to  all  the  past* 

'  Oh,  save  my  country,  heaven !'  shall  be  your  liut." 

P0F«. 

How  mnch  more  appticaUe  .were  the  above  lines  to  the.deatli 
of  Mr.  Pitt ;  whose  last  words  (as  Mr.  Rose,  in  a  speech  that  does 
him  the  highest  honour,  has  attested)  wcxe  **  On,  mt  CQJtvtnYl" 
'Vhe  same  ;;entleman  is  said  to  have  declared  his  firm  oersnasioa 
that  tlie  life  of  Mr.  Pitt  was  as  completely  sacrificed  to  his  coontry 
89  was  that  of  iKurd  Nelson. 
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And,  frccd.from  earthly  cares,  in  blissful  stat? 

Dwells, with  "  the  good," 'and  **  far  ah^e  the  great.'* 

lUit  shall  thy  deeds,  thy  virtues,  n*st  alone 

On  scMlptarcd  forms,  and  mark  th'  unconscious  stone? 

No :  worth  so  tried  in  British  hearts  shall  raise 

A  nobler  monument  of  deathless  praise.  '         *  ; 

•*  Lo,  here"  (thus,  sadly  musing  o'er  thy  tomb. 
The  pensive  mind  shall  oft  recal  thy  doom) 
«*  Lo  here  the  Statesman  just,  the  Patriot  pure! 
*«  AVise  tn  direct,  and  faithful  to  endure: 
^  His  country's  choice,  when  raised  tocnvicd  power, 
**  His  country's  refuge  in  misfortune's  hour, 
•*  \\vaith,  title,  favour,  scorn'd  by  honest  prid«,   • 
*•  In  f.  virtuous  poverty  he  lived— and  died/' 

Resound,  my  Muse,  resound  the  song  of  woe! 
When  Britain  wef^w,  she  bids  thy  sorrows  flow  ! 
Thus  the  great  guardian  of«  Uritannia's  laws 
Expired,  like  Nelson,  in  his  country's  caose. 
And  hark  !— her  sons  another  loss  deplore, 
With  louil  laments,  btt  India's  tlistant  shore; 
M'here,  bniving  sultry  climes  and  threatening -death 
The  great,  the  good,  Comwallis  yields  his  l>reath: 
Brave  warrior!  virtuous  statesman  !  prompt  t'  engage 
III  gencrons  public  toils,  from  youth  to  age. 

But  lo  !  what  fair  majestic  form  appears, 
Soronc  in  grief,  and  smiling  through  her  tears? 
Tis  loved  BritnuHia ! — with  behrgnant  air  .    ■ 
She  chides  the  Muse,  and  wakes  her  from  despair. 
^  Think'st  thou,"  she  cries,  "  the  land  th^t  gave  them 

Fertile  iaherocs,  rich  in  patriot  worth, 

Sh^l  mourn  for  ever  in  desponding  strain 

E'en  Pitt's  untimely ' fate,  or  generous  Nc4son  slain?" 


•  III  \\\vi  respect  also  the  great  ri^l  of  3Ir.  Pitt 
teitinionj  tji  tUc  jparitj  of  Ei0  cliaractcr.  '^ ,  • 

*f     •■    ■  •  ■.  '      '■ 
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Sbe  bid*  no  more  '*  resound  the  song  of  woe  ;** 
But  let  our  strains  with  brighter  prospects  glow. 
Tells  how  the  ft1^tcAsm)|fi's^hbpt>U(lf,  wa^or^s  raced, 
Sha^l  prompt  our  youth  to  emulate  each  deed^ 
HoWy  by  their  fame  inspired,  sl  glorious  band 
Of  Veroies^  patriots,  i&hall  adorn  the  land  I    .'••■'"'.  ' 
•*  True  to  herself,"  united,  free  and  brave»       i-.  *i 
How  Britain  long  shall  triumph  on  the  wavA; 
While  other  Ni^bons  shall  defend  her  cause',  - 
And  other  Pitts  arise— to  vindicate  her  law». 


>.•«. 


STANZAS.     ♦ 

How  swif^  Ihe  pinion's  Time  puts  ori'      ' 

To  urge  his  flight  away  I 
To-day's  soon  yesterday ;  anon, 

To-morrow  is  to-day. 

Thus  days,  and  weeks,  and  months,  and  yearly 

Depart  from  mortal  view  ; 
As  sadly,  through' this  "Vale  of  Tears,'' 

Our  journey  we  pursue. 

Yet  grieve  not  Man  that  thus  ne  flios ; 

He  hastes  thee  to  thy  rqst : 
The  drooping  wretch  that  soonest  dwi« 
.  is  soonest  with,  the  blest. 

WW  "     "■ 
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B0LE4IILL  TRlSSa 

A  PlaniatM  of  Sycamores^  encurdimg  0  Sfdiaol-^haKX 
Mnd  Plof-groand^  on,  a  bnrren,  tmrnefuXj  fmcmg  fie  Ifigft 
Moors  ^  J>erbyshir€y  on  tke<mt  iktmd,  and  antkeoiker  met' 
looking  a  rickfy  cideicated^  toeU-^aowMy  and  mamUmfUM$ 
district ;  near  the  Seat  of  a  GenHamn^  wkem  tk€  Wrktf 
has  spent  many  pleasant  kours. 

liY    mu  XOjriGOMERT. 


N^ow  peace  to  His  ashesy  who  i^UuiJteiL  jfOB  irefSf 

That  W44ctmre  my  waiid'ring  eye! 
In  lofty  luxuriatioe  they  wave  with  the  brc^Cf 

And  resemble  a  grove  in  the  sky: 
Oa  the  brow  of  the  mountain,  all  barren  and  bleak, 

They  flourifib. in, grandeur  subline ;,  . 
Adorning  his  bald  and  majestical  peak. 

Like  Usii  lock. on  Jtbe  forehead  of  Time* 

A  land-mark  tkcy  rise : — t^  the  strangieuc  forlorn. 

All  night  on  the  wild  hiealli  delay -d,       ^  : 
'Tis  rapture  to  spy  the  yootrg  beauttva^n^rnj 

Un vei lifig  ^behmd  tbe»r  darii  'skad^ : 
The  homeward-bound  4iiisbmidmfijo3^4o  bahold. 

On  the  line  of  the  grey  evening  scene. 
Their  branches  yet  gleaming  with  purpk  and  ^jdinif 

Aud  the  sunset  expiring  between. 


The  ihai(!en$  iW  giithcr  the  freitff  of  the  moof^,       •' 

As  weary  and  fai^itiAg  they  roeln^ 
Thro'  the  blue  clazd iq^ 4UgUnce  irf  Huuu4igfct  facyloie 

The  trees  that  Feaiiii<ljii««  bf  hiMue; 
The  children  that  dweU  m  the  valley  suspend 

Their  sporty,  and  in  ecstacy  gaze. 
When,  they  i«ee  the  broad  moon  from  the  mountain 
ascend, 

And  the  scliool-house  and  grove  in  a  blaze. 

Ah\  swert  ro  my  soul  is  that  beautiful  grove, 

Awakening  remembrance  roost  doar^ 
— When  lonely  in  anguish  and  exile  I  rove. 

Wherever  its  glories  a^)peary  C 

It  gladdens  my  spint,  it  soothes  from  afar^ 

>Vith  tranquil  and  lender  delight. 
It  shines  thro'  my  heart,  like  »  ho^'-beamiag.ster  . 

Alone  in  the  valley  of  Night.* 

It  tells  me  of  moments  of  innocent  blisr^ 

For  ever  and  ever  gone  o'er; 
Like  the  light  of  a  smile,  like  the  balm  of  a  kis». 

They  were — but  they  will  be  no  more. 
Yet  wherefore  of  plciisurcs  departed  complain,. 

That  leave  such  endearment  behind  ? 
Tho'the  sun  of  their  sweetness  be  sunk  in  the  mair^ 

Their  twilight  still  rests  oiKthe  mind. 

Then  peace  to  His  ashes  who  planted  yon  trees! 

Supreme  o'er  the  landscape  they  rise, 
With  simple  and  lovely  mai^niticence  please 

All  bosoms,  and  ravish  all  eyes; 
Nor  marble  nor  brass  could  emblazon  His  f^jm^ 

Like  his  own  sytvan  trophies,  that  wave 
In  graceful  memorial,,  and  whisper  hi».name^ 

AikL  scatter  tkeis  leaved  <ui  hit  ^rq;re. 
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Ah!  thus  when  I  slocp  in  the  desolate  (omb. 

May  the  laurels  I  planted  endure^ 
On  the  mountain  of  high  immortality  bloom, 

'Midst  light'ning  and  tempest  secure  ! 
Then  ages  unborn  vhall  their  verdure  admire. 

And  nations  sit  under  their  shade, 
Whilo  my  spirit  in.  secret -sl>all  move  on  my  lyre 

Aloft  on  their  branches  displayed* 
•  « 

ttence,  dream  6f  vahi  glory ! — the  light  drop  of  dew 

That  glow's  in  the  violet  s  eye, 
In  the  sun-beams  of  morn,  to  a  fugitive  view,* 

May  rival  a  star  of  the  sky; 
But  the  violet  is  pluckt,  and  the  dew  drdpt  is  flown, 

The  star  unextinguish'd  shall  shine : 
Then  mine  be  the  laurels  of  virtue  alone. 

And  the  ^lory  of  Paradise  mine. 

•nXPFIXLDy 

jOLTf5, 1807. 


€xitittsims. 
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POETRY^ 


MISCELLANEOUS  POETfiV, 

BpktteSf  OdeSf  mut  other  Poem.    By  Thaom  MoofCi 

Eiq.    4to.  pp.  341. 

It  is  almost  unnecessary  to  say  that  In  thitf  voluma 
Ae  lover  of  poetry  will  find  much  to  afford  kira  plea« 
4ure.  The  style  of  Mr,  Mppre  is  uncommonly  grace* 
iul  and  polished,  he  has  a  happy  command  of  Ian* 
guage^  i9iid  his  versification  is  of  the  moA  musical 
kind*  Nothing  can  be  more  elegant  than  some  of  thii 
poems  in  this  volume.  It  H  much  to  be  regreftted  that 
he  should  have  admitted  into  it  many  pieces  which^  iik  . 
i,  moral  point  of  view,  are  strongly  exceptionable. 

BaUads  mnd  Ij/rical  Pieces^     By  JFclttr  Scott,  JSijV- 

8vo.  pp.  182. 

The  pieces  contained  in  this  voluttoe  are  so  well 
known*  and  so  jiistly  admired,  as  to  render  Critidsdi 
unnecessary.  They  were,  for  the  greater  part,  orid- 
iiaily  published  in  the  **  Tales  of  Wonder/'  and  $^ 
^  MiAstrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Qordev/'  &oA  they  gained 
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for  Mr.  Scott  the  name  of  a  poet,  even  before  the  ap« 
pearance  of  his  ^*  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel/'  Few 
ballads  in  the  English  language  are  of  equal  meiit  with 
those  by  Mrf  Scott* 

The  Pleasures  of  Love*    A  Poem,    By  John  Stewart^ 
Esq,    Small  8vo.  pp.  117* 

<<  Darwin  himself  he  has  tHitoDarwin'd  I"  Mr, 
Stewart  appears  to  be  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  Dr. 
Darwin's  style,  which  he  imitates  tiU  his  imitation  ab- 
solutely becomes  disgusting,  It  is  impossible  to  tole^ 
rate  the  eternal  recurrence  of  such  expressions  as 
•*  silk  cheeks,"  "  tu^nid  nectar,"  "  silken  hair,"  **  silk 
arcade,"  **  twinkling  joys,"  "  pink  lips/'  <*  finf 
shaft,"  '^  fine  string;"  or  of  such  lines  as, 
"  No^  dip  the  w||ite  foot  in  the  gelid  ^ge," 

•*  Soft  as  he  prest  thy  cheeks  so  rosy  fine/' 

This  abominable  affectation  is  the  more  provoking, 
as  Mr.  Stewart  is  certainly  a  man  of  talent.  Let  him 
choose  a  better  model  of  style,  and  he  will  write  what 
jnay  hope  to  be  remembered.  He  has  very  consi- 
derable descriptive  powers  and  command  of  poettcai 
language.     His  principles  are  unexceptiQnable. 

Jlie  Birds  of  Scotiand,  uitk  otfter  Poems.    By  Jams 
Grahamel  ■  Small  8vo.  pp/1^48. 

Mr.  Grahame  i^  the  aqthor  of  **  The  Sabbath  "  a 
poein  which,  in  our  last  volume,  we  mentioned  with 
well-deserved  commendation.  "  The  Birds  of  Scot- 
land/' will  not  detract  from  his  character  as  a  poet.  It 
contains  many  passages  of  great  beauty.  The  other 
poems  are  not  equal  to  it  in  merit;  but  they  are,.nc-- 
vertheless,  above  mediocrity,* 
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Wdd  i^H^Oeh  t  br  Local  and  Pastoral  Fcetty.  bp  Rokert 
Bhamfieldf  Author  of'  the  Farmer's  Boy^  ana  Rurai 
Tales.    Small  8vo.  pp.  132. 

TitosE  who  have  read  Mr.  Bldomfield's  fbrtnet 
Works,  and  what  lovc^r  of  poetry  has  not  read  them, 
will  not  find  their  expectatibns  disappointed  by  his  pre-' 
sent  volume.  Thev  will  be  dhaiined  by  the  same  sim- 
plicity of  style,  the  same  happy  talent  of  describe 
log  pastoral  objects  and  feelings,  and  the  same  bene* 
Volence  6f  heart,  which  they  admired  in  his  precediiig 
publications.  Mr.  Bloomfield  is,  in  every  sense  of  the 
word,  the  poet  of  Nature. 

Taks  in  Verse;  critical^  saHrkaly  and  hnnwuroa^.    By 
Thomas.  Holcrqft,     12mo.  2  vols*  pp.  331* 

The  things  contained  in  these  two  volumes  may, 
perhaps,  be  entitled  to  the  name  of  '<  Tates,'^  but  that 
they  are  generally  "  in  verse,^'  We  positively  deny. 
We  affirm  that  they  are  very  often  neither  verse  nor 
prose.  Their  **  critical  and  satiricaP  claims  are 
not  of  a  high  order;  and  to  the  epithet  of  "  hti« 
mourous'^  thev  have  no  more  claim  than  the  multipU* 
cation  table  has.  It  is  really  wonderflil  ithat  Could 
induce  Mr.  Holcroft  to  publish  such  miserable  trash. 

foeticat  Amusement  on  the  Journey  of  Life;  consisting 
of  various  Pieces  in  Verse;  serious^  theatric^  epigram-* 
matic^  and  miscellaneous.    By  IFilUafn  Meyler,    Svo. 

'pp.211*    • 

The  first  thirty  five  pages  of  Mx*.  Meyler's  voluma 
are  occupied  by  ^*  seriou^'  pieces,  which  we  advise 
the  reader  to  pass  over,  as  they  seldom  rise  above  mc* 
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ittocrity.  In  the  remainder  of  iiit  tolume  heirill  Mi 
much  to  ftmtise  him.  Mr»  Meyler,  when  he  attempts 
the  gay,  the  ludicrous,  or  the  epigmmmatic  styk|,  i& 
by  no  means  unsuccessful.  Some  of  his  epigrams  art 
Very  good ;  and  in  theatrical  addresses  he  is  far  supe« 
rior  to  the  majority  of  his  competitors.  It  »  but  jast 
to  state  that  Mr.  Meyler  is  humble  in  hk  claims,  ^?eit 
beyond  what  it  is  necessary  for  him  tb^be.  - 

MngUih  Lt/ru^    Third  t^Uiim.     %  WilUam  Smjtk 
'  fellow  rf  Si.  P^iiv^s  College^  Cambridge.    Small  8y(^ 
pp.  U9* 

This  little  volume  contains  two  parts,  the  first  of 
wiiich  was  originally  published  in  17S7 1  the  second^ 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  poems,  which  appeared  ia 
the  JMetricid  Miscellany,  is  new.  It  is  difficult  to  ac» 
<iount  for  the  circumstance  of  these  English  Lyricf 
BaTing  passed  through  only  three  editions  in  nine  yean<r 
They  deserve  a  rapid  sale  much  better  than  many  vo» 
lumes  which  have  obtained  it.  The  reputation  of  Mrr 
$mvth,  l^owcver,  will  be  a  durable  one,,  and  to  a  man: 
with  a  mind  like  his,  this  is  sufScient.  We  recom^r 
mend  his  volume  to  the  perusal  of  every  lover  of  tritt 
poetry. 

Th  Causes  of  iht  French  Recolutiony  and  the  Science  of 
,  ^eming  an  Empire*    An  epic  and  phUosopUtal  Foemf 
pjf  George  Sanotu    Svo*  pp.  134. 

This  poem  is  unfortunately  published  at  the  pric# 
qf.iifteQn  shillings.  Had  it  been  published  at  some* 
what  less  than  one  fifteenth  of  that  price,  we  should 
h^ive  recommended  to  oUr  readers  to  purchase  It,  In^order- 
that  they  ini^ht  possess  one  of  the  most  curious  an# 
jperfect  specimens  of  Jt^Qr,  vamty^  and  bad  writing 
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^ktiSlk  iVer  iMiied  from  the  pras.  Mr.  Sanoii  will  not 
soon,  prolMiblj  never,  be  surpatted  in  absurdity.  At 
present^  ^^  none  but  himself  can  be  his  parallel.^. 

Poems  and  Playi*    By  Mr.  Jermnghm.    A  new  Edi* 
/    tion.  Small  8vo.  4  Vob^  pp.  668. 

Mftk  JervikohaH  has  now  b^amany  3rears  before 
the  public,  and  has  acquired  the  character  of  a  pleas* 
ing  writer^  but  not  that  of  an  eminent  poet.  Mis  poe- 
Hcal  abilities  are,  in  truth,  but  of  a  secondary  brdds. 
To  originality  of  Conceptions  to  sublimity,  or  to  a  high 
degree  of  pathos,  he  never  reaches,  nor,  indeed,  often 
aspireSi  He  confines  himself  to  cloathing "obvious 
jdeas  in  polished  language,  and  in  verse,  which  is  n^ 
iierally  harmonious.  Here  he  meets  with  considerate 
Buccess.  One  great  fault,  however,  he  has — that  6i 
fXjpanding  into  four  lines  what  might  be  much  better 
said  in  the  compass  of  two.  The  volumes  which  arb 
tinder  our  notice  comprehend  the  whole  of  hispoeticid 
works.  Of  the  compositions  which  they  contain,  those 
which  were  earliest  written  are  t^e  bes£.  In  those  6f 
a  late  date  th&  falling  off  is  considerable.  Satire  wp 
advise  him  never  again  to  meddle  with;  he  has  not  th^ 
least  portion  of  satirical  talent. 

JBoemt*   Bjf  Mr.  Folwhek.  Sonll  ftvo.  8  Vols.  pp.  701b 

Ik  the  volumes  before  us,  Mr.  Polwhele  has  col* 
lected  together  many  of  those  productions  which  he 
had  at  different  times  published,  and  which  are  so  well 
known  to  every  lover  of  poetry  as  to  render  any  iconl^ 
inent  unnecessary.  We^hope  that  Mr.  P0lwfa«leha$ 
not  determined  to  lay  d<hvi\  the  lyrot 
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iiead  Hetthf  MiddUmx*    Crown  8vo.  pp.  265. 

Mr.  Coxb's  volume  contains  pieces  in  very  various 
styles  of  composition,  A  few  of  the  serious  pieces 
might  have  been  advantageously  omitted.  In  some  of 
his  imitations  of  Horace^  Mr.  Coxe  has  been  very 
happy ;  and  many  of  his  original  epigrams  are  neat 
,and  pointed. 

Tkt  Harper^  and  oiker  Poem.    By  Qumtki  AtMf ,  £if  . 

Small  8vo.  pp.  IM. 

Qtf ijTTiH  Faost,  the  preface  informs  us.  is  a  ficti- 
tious name,  the  author  concealing  his  real  one  from 
**  professional  motives."  The  concealment  is  wise,  and 
.  the  author  will  do  right  to  persist  in  it.  He  is  likely  to 
gain  little  credit  by  his  poetry.  *'  llie  study  of  law  and 
the  study  of  poetry,^  he  observes,  and  at  the  same  time 
proves,  "  are  not  congenial.''  His  poems  are  marked 
'by  mediocrity.  We  hope  he  will  find  more  success  in 
Vvestminster  Hall  than  he  has  found  upon  Parnassus. 

palmyra,  and  other  Poem$.    By  T.  £.  Peacock.    Small 

8^0.  pp.  148. 

Mr.  Pbacocs;,  with  whose  compositions  we  are  nov 
ioT  the  first  time  made  acquainted,  is  an  author  of 
very  promising  talents.  His  poems  are  deficient  pel- 
thtr  in  vigour  nor  eieeance.  '  His  two  principal  pieces, 
**  Palmyra,'*  and  "  FioTfar,  King  of  Norway/'  have 

»reat  merit.     Even  a  fastidious  reader  may  peruse 
um  with  pleasure.    Mr.  Peacock  succeeds  as  well  in 
ludicrous  as  in  serious  poetry.    The  song  of  **  Len. 
Moses''  is  highly  comic« 


905 

^Bumm  Lffk;  .a  Poem^  ii  Fkt  Parts.     Snjtil  Sva* 

pp.  l67» 

Thu  poem  is  fraught  with  lessons  of  the  purest  mo* 
fality;  nor  are  its  claims  to  poetical  mc^rit  inconsidelV 
able.  It  contains  numerous  picturesque,  animated^ 
and  tbrcible  passages,  conveyed  in  elegant  langua^ 
and  harmonious  versification*  Following  the  exampla 
set  by  Dryden  in  the  **  Annus  Mirabilis/'  the  au- 
tbor  has  written  his  poem  ia  quatrains,  and .  has  con- 
,tQved>  by  a  judicious  variety  of  pause,  to  prevent  the 
•tanza  from  becoming  monotonous. 

Poemt;  tmd  Theodore^  an  Opera.    Bj/  the  hte  J»  JET, 

CM.    8vo.  pp.  225. 

Tbs  poems  of  Mr.  Colls  never  rise  above  medio* 
crity,  and  sometimes  sink   below  it.     His  opera  has 
•  t!^  same  fault.     Mr.  Colls  was,  we  believe,  an  ami* 
able  and  wurt-hy  man,  but  he  was  not «  poet. 

Paemt.    By  Edward  Ruskton.    Small  8yo.  pp.  l6S, 

Amoito  the  minor  poets,  Mr.  Rushton  is  entitled  to 
a  respectable  station.  There  is  much  ease,  simplicity^ 
and  feeling,  and  occasionally  vigour,  in  his  poems* 

^lif  naval  songs  are  among  the  best  of  the  kind. 

» 

T%e  Sofrotu  of  Seduction  ;  in  Eight  Delmeations^  tciik 
other  Poems,  Second  Edition^  connderahltf  improved. 
Small  8vo.  pp.  158. 

^  Taa  morality  of  ^'  the  Sorrows  of  Seduction,'^  is 
unexceptionable.  The.  poem,  indeed,  proves  that  the 
author  is  a  man  of  virtue  and  feeling:  more  we  cannot 
with  justice  ta/in  its  praise.    Verses  that  are  for* 
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l^en  is  soon  &s  tlie  book  which  liontaiiit  thetft  m 
closed,  will  never  entitle  their  author  to  the  name  of 

Ket.    Such  ire  the  verses  contained  in  the  volums 
fore  uf  • 

The  Seatoni  in  Mngtand.  Descriptive  Poem.  Bif  iht 
Rtb,  Wiikam  Cooper  Td^iar,   A.M.     Small  Sto. 

'  The  author  of  *'  the  Seasons  in  EngUnd,**  is  tut 
accurate  observer  of.  nature.  Some  of  his  descrijH 
tions  of  rural  objects  and  scenery  are  picturesque  and- 
pleasing.  His  jpoems,  however,  stand  mtich  in  need  of 
Itsvision.  The  versification  is  often  prosaic,  and  there  is- 
at  times  a  disagreeable  abruptness  in  the  transition 

from  one  description  to  another. 

* 

Maurice  the  RuUic  t  and  other  Poemi*,    By  Hemy  Sum^ 
merset.    Small  8vo.  pp.  UK 

If  Mr.  Summerset  be  a  young  author,  hopes  of  his 
producing  something  far  superior  to  his  present  vo{ume 
Ipay  reasonably  be  entertained.  There  is  much  in  him 
to  praise.  He  has  a  lively  fancy,  considerable  powec; 
o*f  expression,  and  a  style  of  versification  which,  tnoiigh 
it  is  sometimes  rugged,  is  frequently  polished,  and  is 
seldom  deficient  in  vigouf.  We  trust  that  he  will 
•tudy  the  best  models,  and  correct  his  taste^  withovi 
becoming  a  slavi^  copyist. 

The  Citizen;  a  Hudibrastic  Foem^  In  Roe  Cantos.  To 
uhkh  it  added  J  Nelson's  Okost;  a  Poem.  Im  Too 
Farts.    By  Edward  Montague,    ivo.  pp.  ]65«  ^ 

« 

What,  in  the.  name  of  wonder,  ^Quld  induce  tbe^ 
auftior'to  tliink  that  the  two*  things,  whic&  he  cftlls 


pottmi  vert  worthy  of  publication  ?  They  have  A|f# 
flper  riiime  not  reason.  Poor  Author  I  he  is  certain!/ 
in  a  sad  way ! 

*■  Let  him  be  kept  fron  paper#  pent  and  ink ; 
So  nmy  ke  cease  to  wiite^  and  team  to  tbink.*' 

Toms;  €hiefiy  descriptive  of  the  softer  and  more  delicate 
Sensations  and  Emotions  of  the  Heart ;  original  and 
translated^  or  indtatedfrom  the  Works  of  Gesner,  B$ 
Robert  Felbmes^  A.M.  Oxon.    Small  8vo.  pp.  151. 

A9  a  theok^an,  Mr.  Fellowes  has  acqutred  a  me^ 
rited  reputation.  As  a  poet,  he  must  not  expect  to* 
gain  much  credit.  Many  of  his  ideas  are  good,  but 
he  has  pot  them  into  such  an  uncouth  dress,  that  they 
have  almost  a  ludicrous  appearance.  In  labouring  ta 
Iwpid  **  a  bloated  and  overstrained  phraseology/'  he 
has  fallen  into  the  opposite  defect.  His  versification 
also  is  frequently  flat  and  unmusical.  These  faults^ 
however,  may,  we  are  convinced,  be  attributed,  in  9 
great  degree,  to  the  carelessness  of  the  author.  He 
cnxk  write  better  if  he  will  resolve  to  do  it 

jroemh    £jr  the  ReD.  Richard:  Manty  M,  J.  and  late 
Helhan^  Orkl  College.    §mall  8vo.  pp.  133. 

The»b  poemt  deserve^ to  fhid  a  place  in  the  library 
•f  every  person  of  poetical*  taste.  They  are  chastely 
t^ganl,  and  at  the  same  time  not  deficient  in  anima^ 
tton.  We  may,  however,  spare  our  criticism,  as  ouf 
jrcaders  have  had  an  opportunity  of  forming  their  own 
jestimate  of  Mr.  Maut  s  talents.  In  our  volumes  for 
JS02  and  1803,  some  of  hit  pieces  were  in8erted« 
Those  he  im^  no^  puUishied  are  at  least  of  equal  xneri  V 
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Plitm^f  in  vHrtoui  SiAieds*  DedicOlei  by  TtrtfuUkM  t9 
ike  iUght  Hon.  (W/esI  of  Essex.  'By  HemitM 
HarrU,     Small  8vo.  pp..  158. 

Mrs.  HAftRiH  is  secured,  as  fat  as  ttp^Mi  ttiis  to« 
)ume,  froifi  all  petuniary  loss,  by  a  respectable  nmnbef 
of  subscribers,  and  we  feel,  therefore,  less  hesitation 
In  saying  that  her  vetses  are  not  such  Us  cab  be  kc^ 
ttestly  praised.  She  has  little  or  no  fslncy^  her  de* 
irriptive powers  hardly  rise  to  mediocrity;  aiidhef  style 
is  exceedingly  incorrect.  A  poet  she  certainly  is  ilott 
lint  she  appears  to  be  .an  amiable  woman,  of  Mcial 
feelings  and  unimpeachable  morality. 

Hmars  of  Solitude.    A  Collection  of  otiginal  Poem^  nm 
.  ^rst  published.    By  Charlotte  Dacre;  better  known  by 

the  Name  of  Bjosa  Matilda.    Small  8vo.  2  Vok.  ^' 

27ff. 

llosA  MATiLt>A  has  some  imagination^  some  com« 
inand  of  language,  and  some  talent  for  rhyming  and 
versifying,  but  she  is,  at  present,  lamentably  deficient 
in  taste  and  judgment.  She  would,  we  think^  have 
acted  more  wisely  had  she  excluded  from  her  collec- 
don  nearly  one  half  of  her  poems,  and  bestowed  on 
the  remainder  a  careful  revision.  It  is  quality,  not 
quantity,  that  gains  the  poetical  crown. 

Original  Poetry.    By  a  Member  of  Christ  CotlegSf  Cemk 
bridge.    Small  8vo.  pp.  168. 

In  the  whole  of  this  volume  there  is  not  a  single 
tine  which  can  with  any  justice  lay  claim  to  the  titlo 
of  poetry.  Of  originality  or  elegance  there  is  iibne';^ 
mt  insipidity,  bad  taste,  and  clumi^  compositiioni  t&etfl^ 
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{•  Aft  abundance.  .  The  volume  has  indeed  one  n^cdtt- 
tluit  of  being  small  in  3Lze,  and  loosely  printed. 

Poems^  xoritfen  on  different  Occamm.  By  Charhtie 
lUchardsonf  To  which  is  prefixed  some  Account  of  the 
Aythffr^  together  with  the  Reasons  which  have  led  to  thei^r 
Publication  ;  by  the  Editor^  Catherine  CappCf  PrintfifT' 
ty  Subscription,  for  the  Benefit  of  the  Author*  Crow|t 
$vo,  pp.  153. 

Tbesb  poems  were  not  written,  nor  are  they  pub« 
lisfacd,  to  obtain  fof  their  authof  a  poetical  reputation, 
but  to  solace  her  past  sorrows*  and  provide  for  her 
(iiture  subsistence.  The  writer  well  deserves  to  be 
patronized.  She  is  not  a  poet,  but  she  possesses  a 
good  be^rt,  good  morals,  ^hd  a  mind  superior  to  her 
station*  Her  verses  are  by  no  means  destitute  of  merits 
|t  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  efforts  of  her  benevolent 
fifditor  will  procure  a  sufficient  sun^  to  place  Mrs*  Ri« 
phardson  above  the  req.ch  of  want. 

yhe  WOd  Harp* s  Murmurs;  or  Rustic  Strains*  By  Dm 
Service.  Dedicated^  by  Permission,  to  his  Grace  the 
P\ike  of  4^gyk.    Crown  8vo.  pp:  92. 

Me..  Service  has,  we  belieye,  a  ^*  calling/'  which 
it  will  be  prudent  in  him  not  to  abandon  for  the  ^'  idle 
traded'  of  poetry.  Let  him  aijause  himself  with  writing 
vefse,  but  let  him  not  publbh  his  compositions  in  the 
hope  of  their  procuring  him  subsistence,  as  they  are 
not  of  a  kind  to  aiiithorize  such  a  hope.  Considered, 
however,  as  the  production  of  a  self-educated  man, 
who  has  sedulously  laboured  to  improve  his  mind,  thid 
v<^ttnie  deserves  to  meet  with  a  share  of  patronage. 
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THstiai  orihe  Sorrvm  of  'PHer.  P^g^  ^  ^  ITaf, 
Lordi  Grewctlky  Pettyy  Erskme^  tAt  Siskop  rfJUmioK^ 
Mean.  Fox^  Sheridan^  ^c,  ^-c.  By  P#  Pindar^  Etq, 
Small  8iro.  pp.  l6i9. 

DvLNXss,  vanity,  and  scurrility»  are  all  that  tka 

.unfortunate  reader  will  be  able  to  find  in  the  lar^t 

part  of  Peter  Pindar^s  ▼olume.     Poor  Peter  aaket 

nianj  efforts  to  be  witty,  bnt  they  are  all  abortive* 

The  most  laughable  parts  of  his  volume  are  tlioae 

where  he  seriously  talks  of  his  virtues !  |  His  *^  Arrows* 

give  us  concern  only  upon  one  account,— ^whtch  is  thai 

we  have  been  obliged  to  read  about  them»     Peter 

•eems  to  think  himself  hardly  used  that  he  )im  not 

..been  rewarded  by  a  pension  for  his  services.     We  cef* 

tainly  do  wonder  that  for  those  services  he  was  ndi 

provided  with  a  lodging  at  least.    He  seems  to  have  a 

great  longing  for  a  suite  of  apartments  in  the  Britisli 

Jkluseum;  but,  with  all  due  submissioQ,  yre  are  of  opiv 

nion  that  we  could  point  out  for  him  a  place  of  resi^^ 

dence  much  more  suitable  to  his  merit.    To  speak  with 

.this  severity  is  painful  to  us,  because  Peter  OQ^  di»* 

played  talents  of  no  common  kind. 

Tie  Poetical  Wor'ks  of  William  Julim  Michte  ;  indvding 
ieceral  original  Pieces^  with  a  neto  Life  of  the  Atihar. 
By  the  Rev.  John  Sim^  A,  B,  late  rf  St*  A^a^^JS^^ 
Oxford,    Small  12mo.  pp.  188. 

Mr.  Sim  is  assuredly  a  perfect  novice  in  the  art  ef 
vmking  a  big  book  out  of  scanty  materials;  or,  in 
.plain  words,  the  art  of  picking  pockets  without  rmr- 
fling  the  risk  of  punishment*  A  resolute  book  spinner 
would  have  made  a  large  quarto  at  least,  perhaps  twe, 
out  of  what  Mr.  Sim  has  squeezed  into  a  duodecimo 
volume*    In  the  name^  however^  of  every  lover  of 
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fot/trff  w«  thank  Mr.  Sim  for  his  uiiassuming^ltion 
(Of  IVf rekle's  poeins«  Mickle  is  entitled  to  no  humble 
fttatiDn  on  the  British  Parnassus*  This  edition  of  hit 
works  is  x:alcu1ated  to  make  his  name  and  merits  m 
extensively  known  as  they  deserve  to  be.  The  life  it 
full  and  satiffiSjQtory,  and  is  neatly  written* 

Tke  jA/re  af  lint.    Small  8vo,  2  Vols.  pp.  354. 

f^  The  Lyre  of  Love/'  is  a  selection  froQi  the  whole 
inass  of  £nglish  amatory  poetry.  A  chronological  ar« 
rangement  is  followed,  aild  a  brief  notice  given  of  each 
aathorr  The  nymbar  of  authors  from  whom  extracts 
Jiave  been  taken  ^.mounts  to  ninety-eight.  In  the  exe- 
cution of  his  task^'the  editor  has  displayed  much  iaste 
and  judgment.  His  discrimination  iq  selecting  cau 
seldom  be  questioned;  and  his  biographical  sketches^ 
though  of  necessity  concise^  are  spirited  and  cpr^^ct* 
At  the  end  of  the  second  volume  he  has  inserted  some 
ori^nal  poems,  of  his  own  composition,  wbich<^-are 
worthy  ot  praise  for  their  animation  and  elegance. 

^iigm  Poeticar.    Consisting  of  a  serio-comic  Poem^  on  ike 

'   Pursuits  of  Mankind;  with  several  small  original  PieceSf 

on  various  Subjects.      By   W,  A,  Hatles^  Writing 

Master^  and  Teacher  of  various  Branches  'if  tke  Ma* 

thetnatics.    8vo.  pp.  88. 

•  • 

Mr.  Hailes,  as  appears  from  his  preface,,  naj 
claim  the  merit  of  having,  under  very  disadvantageous 
circtimstaiices,  acquired  a  considerable  share  of  knovih' 
Itedge..  By  his  x)wn  unaided  ex^rtiom^  he  made  him* 
i^lf  master  of  some  branches  of  the  mathematics,  and 
Obtained  an  insight  into  Latin  and  Hebrew.  For  ihis 
bo  deserves  praise*    Hisverses  we  caniiot  praise.  Thej 
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Mt  very  flat  and  very  lame.  Vie  Ao'  not  advise  bifli 
never  to  write  verse  again,  but  we  seriously  adtise  him 
to  forbear  from  committiiig  any  more  of  kis  verses  |o 
theprbss, 

Simoindea.    Small  Bvo.  (>p.  9^/ 

Ws  should  have  been  much  better  pleased  with  the 
author  of  these  poems  if  he  had  kindly  made  them 
inore  easy,  than  they  are,  to  be  understood.  He 
seems,  in  numerous  instances,  to  make  the  pussling  of 
his  reader  a  point  of  honour*  Why,  if  he  meant  to  be 
unintelligible,  did  he  not  at  once  make  use  of  hiero» 
clyphics?  Obscure,  however*  as  he  is,  he  possesses  a 
laige  share  of  poetical  talent.  There  are  many  beau* 
tiful  passages  in  his  little  volume,  and  he  might,  with^ 
out  any  trouble  to  h|mKelf|  have  incrra8e4  their 
lumber/ 

Crmner^    4  descriptive  Poem,    Small  ^yo.  pp.  57f 

**  Cromxk,^  though  it  cannot  rank  among  oiir  best 
descriptive  poems,  is  not  devoid  of  merit,  llie  authof 
is  up  observer  of  patUre,  and  a  man  of  a  benevolent 
siii|d«  Some  of  bis  delineations  are  conceived  and  ex- 
ecuted with  spirit.  Hb  versification  is  in  general  suA 
Cciently  flowing.  We  must^  however,  remind  him  that 
Alexandrine  liqes  ought  never  to  h^  (o\|nd  in  blahljf 
▼erse« 

BaifanHam^i  Lounge;;  or  Poeme^  by  Rioimal  Man^ 
gnaU.    Crown  Svo^  pp.  80. 

Half  an  hour  may,  doubtless,  be  worse  spent  thaq 
in  rf ad^ng  A^^  fpemti  p^t  of  jrhif l^  were,  perb#pSy 
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^irritlen  in  a  shorter  time.  Some  of  them  are  entitled 
to  an  appellation  otten  bestowed  by  ladies-^that  of 
pretty.  . 

£uiogi€S,  or  Politicat  Charaderisiics :  a  Poem,  etnbradng 
several  Topics:  with  some  Sketches  of  Grcnville,  Piit, 
Fox,  SfC.    B^  the  Author  of  HezekiaL    8vo.    pp.  55. 

Shocld  any  person  hear  that  the  author  of  these 
*^  Eulogies"  intends  to  bepraise  him,  he  will  act 
^wisely  in  begging,  or  even  buying,  himself  off  from  so 
much  disgrace.  Tlie  author  of  **  Hezekiah,"  and  of 
these  charming  "  Eulogies,"  is  one  of  the  most  mise- 
rably scribblers  that  ever  wasted  pens,  ink  and  paper. 

The  Muses*  Tribute*  A  Monody,  to  the  Memory  of  that 
most  illustrious  of  Statesmen,  the  Right  Hon.  WUliani 

.  Pitt,  late  Chancellor  of  his  Majesty's  Exchequer,  ^x. 
SfC.  SfC.  By  J.  B,  Orme,  Esq,,  AutJior  of  the  Pursuit 
^  Happiness,  ^c,  With  Notes,  biographical  and  ej- 
planatory ;  forming  a  Compendium  of  his  Life  and 
£reat  national  Achievements;  extracted  from  the  Opi^ 
nions  of  sex^eral  Political  Writers  of  Eminence,  With 
the  Debates  in  Parliament,  on  the  Merits  of  his  long 
and  ardent  Admimstration,     8vo.  pp.  52. 

This  tribute  manifestly  comes  from  those  Muses' who 
inspire  the  bellman  at  Christmas,  and  who  have  blessed 
Mr.  Orme  with  all  the  fullness  of  their  inspiration.  If 
our  readers  wish  for  a  hearty  laugh,  we  advise  them 
to  purchase  Mr.  Ormc's  monody.  The  notes  fro«\ 
'**  political  writers  of  eminence,''  are  extracted  from 
the  magazines  and  newspapers  ! 

TOL.   VI.  lI 
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A  Tribute  to  the  Memory  of  the  Right  Hon.  WiBim 
Pittf  tdth  ah  Essay  on  his  Character  and  Endowments* 
By  Thomas  Shirley^  Dedicated,  by  Permission,  to  the 
Right  Hon.  Lord  Hawkesbury,  ^c,  ^c,  8vo.  pp. 
29. 

Mr.  Shijiley  is  a  worthy  rival  of  Mr.  Orinc.  It 
would  be  a  difficolt  task  to  decide  which  has  the 
greatest  quantum  of  demerit.  To  those  who  like  such 
stanzas  as  the  following,  Mr»  Shirley's  poem  may  afford 
pleasure. 

*  Sablime>  in  awful  pow'r  Pitt  rul'd  the  state* 
In  life's  long  labours  Hercules  outshone, 
Cmsh'd  faction's  snakes,  and  valorous  as  great, 

Rab'd  his  strong  shield  before  hb  monarch's  throtie.'' 


**  He  met  the  danger,  He  sublimely  slione. 
The  wond'rous  rival  of  a  TuUy's  name ; 
E'en  Envy's  self  his  matchless  virtues  own. 
And  blend  bis  honours  with  the  Roman's  fame«" 

These  are  not  the  worst  stanzas  in  the  pamphlet. 
The  prose  is  of  equal  value  with  the  verse. 

The  Pursuits  of  Painting;  or  poetical  Portraits  fnm 
that  distinguished  Assemblage  Of  Beauties,  the  Exhibi- 
tion of  1805  i  humbly  dedicUted  to  the  Author  of  the 
Pursuits  of  Literature.    4to.  pp.  26. 

This  poem  seems  to  be  the  careless  production  of 
some  person  who  can  write  better.     It  was,  most  pro* 
bably,  composed  in  little  more  time  than  is  required 
to  read  it.     Several  passages,  nevertheless,  are  both  pcK 
lishid  and  spirited* 
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Sir  Chrisiophiir  tiatton*s  Ghost;  or^  a  Whisper  to  the 
Fair^  By  Simon  Susurr^  Esq.  of  the  Middle  Temple, 
4to.  pp.24. 

This  is  a  very  pleasant  poetical  attadk  on  the  tno- 
derii  fashion  among  the  ladies,  of  increasing  their 
stock  of  scientific  knowledge,  or  rather  of  scientific 
jargon,  and  of  diminishing,  to  the  least  possible  quan- 
tity, the  articles  of  dress  which  they  wear.  The  au- 
thor is  evidently  a  man  of  wit  and  general  knowledge. 

The  Lffoe  of  Glory.    A  Poem»    4to.   pp^  56* 

Header,  you  shall  be  treated  with  a  specimen  or 
two  of  this  lovely  and  glorious  poem,  called  "  The 
Love  of  Glory,"  for  we  have  no  churlish  wish  to  keep 
all  the  good  things  of  the  world  to  ourselves. 

**  The  name  of  Cyrus  in  the  sacred  page 
Is  mentidn'd,  as  t)ie  chosen  of  the  Lord 
To  execute  his  "will  upon  the  earth> 
And  send  his  people  to  their  holy  )and# 
Jerusalem.    The  first  year  of  his  reign 
Saw  lh€5lr  return :  its  temple  was  rebuilt. 
And  rose  more  beauteous  than  before  its  fall.*' 

A  little  farther  on  the  author  tells  us  that<— 

*«  The  choicest  cedars  were  cut  down  and  hew*d. 
To  build  the  temple  of  Jerusalem. 
But  far  from  thence  the  masons  squared  the  stones. 
And  joiners  fitted  or  shaped  out  the  wood. 
For  neither  "  hammer,  axe,  nor  any  other  tool 
Of  iron/'  iu  the  temple  was  to  sound 
From  its  foundation  till  it  were  complete/' 

What  the  deuce !  reader,  are  you  dosing  alreadjri 
Past  asleep,  by  Jove!  Come,  come,  rouse  up!  If  four-" 
teen  iines  produce  such  an  effect  upon  you^  think  what 
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a  powerful  effect  975  lines,  all  equally  soporific,  rattt 
have  produced  upon  us.  Ah !  reader,  never,  for  the 
future,  wonder  that  critics  are  such  crabbed  follows. 

The  Bees,  A  Poem,  in  Four  Boohs,  With  NofeSy  moraly 
political ,  and  phifosophicaL  B^  John  Evans,  M.D, 
jF.  R.  M.  S,  Edinb.    Book  I.     4to.  pp.  79. 

Dii»  Evans  is  the  first  English  author  who  has 
written  a  regular  poem  on  the  subject  of  Bees.  The 
Bees  are  fortunate  in  their  bard.  Dr.  Evans  is  an 
elegant,  amusing,  and  instructive  writer.  We  may 
expect  to  receive  much  pleasure  from  the  remaining 
books  of  his  poem. 

Vaccinia 'y  or  the  Triumph  of  Beauty,    4to.  pp.  18' 

The  concluding;  Jiuc  of  the  motto,  which  the  author 
of  this  poem  ha*  selected  from  Pope,  tells  us  that 
**  none  can  compass  more  than  they  intend.''  We  are 
decidedly  of  opinion  that  the  fallacy  of  Pope's  asser- 
tion is  fully  proved  by  the  author  of  **  Vaccinia,"  who 
assuredly  did  not  intend  to  make  himself  be  considered 
as  one  of  the  worst  writers  in  the  world,  but  who 
has,  nevertheless,  compassed  it  in  the  most  effectual 
mfMiner.  /' 

An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Henry  Ktrke  WhitCy  who 
diedy  at  St.  John*s  College,  Cambridge,  October  19, 
I8O6.     4to.  pp.  14. 

Tins  is  a  most  unpoetical  tribute  to  the  memory  of    - 
a  youth  who  possessed  high  poetical  talents.     The  au- 
thor requests  the  critics  to  '*  attribute  his  poetical 
errors  to  the  honest  warmth  of  his  feelings,  whic^iy 
perhapS|  prevented  ^im  from  arranging  *his  imaget 
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Willi  du^  regard  to  beauty  of  expression,  and  harmony 
of  numbers !"  A  more  strange  sort  of  apology  was 
eurely  never  made.  Warm  feelings  have^enerally  been 
thought  to  be  favourable  to  poetical  expression, 

'DaylesforL     A  Poem,    Dedicated  to  Mrs,  Hastings^ 

4to.  pp,  12. 

Daylesford  is  the  seat  of  Warren  Hastings,  Esq* 
We  understand  that  it  is  a  beautiful  place;  but,  if  we 
may  judge  from  the  poem  before  us,  its  inspiring  power 
on  the  bard  is  not  very  strong.  The  present  bard, 
however,  though  he  can  boast  little  poetical  merit,  has 
a  large  share  of  gratitude.  He  has  received  benefits 
from  Mr.  Hastings,  and  he  acknowledges  them  with  a 
praise-worthy  warmth  of  affection. 

Ulm  and  Trafalgar.    4to.  pp.  10. 

This  little  poem  seems  to  be  the  hasty  composition 
of  a  writer  of  taste  and  genius.  It  contains  several 
passages  that  are  at  once  elegant  and  vigorous. 

The  Fight  off  Trafalgar.  ByG.D.  Harky,  Cemedian. 
Author  of  Foemsy  Ballad  Stories,  Holyhead  Sonnets^ 
dfC,  4^c.    4to.  pp.  24, 

TjiBRE  are  some  good  ideas,  and  sqme  good  lines, 
in  this  poem;  and  there  is  also  much  affectation  and 
bad  taste/  The  defects  of  the  composition  heavily 
preponderate,  Mr,  Harley  has  chosen  his  worst  stanza 
jas  a  motto,  and  it  affords  a  complete  specimen  of  the 
jisLuits  of  bis  style. 
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The  Batth  of  Trafalgar,  Stanzas.  Btf  ike  Her.  Jamu 
Beresfordf  A.  M.  Fellow  of  Merton  CoUegej  Ojfvrd^ 
To  pkich  i^  addfdf  Nelsons  last  Victory:  a  Song^ 
Bt/ a  Friend.     4to.  pp.  11, 

Ma.  Brresford  cannot  be  congratulated  on  the 
Success  of  his  attempt  to  sing  the  triumph  and  fall  of 
the  gallant,  the  glorious  Nelson.  His  stanzas  are  dif 
ficqlt  to  read,  and  still  more  difficult  to  remember. 
The  Song,  by  a  friend,  is  equally  unpoetical. 

The  jpeath  of  the  Hero,     Verses  io  the  Memory  of  Lard 
Viscotmt  Nelson.    4to.  pp.  8. 

Tub  author  of  these  verses  has  done  wisely  not  to 
put  his  name  to  them.  Trash  more  worthless  we  never 
read,  and  that  is  saying  not  a  little.  The  author  in- 
deed seems,  on  the  contrary,  to  think  his  production 
|i  valuable  commodity.  He  makes  us  pay  a  shilling 
for  a  pamphlet  of  eight  pages,  containing  only  101 
lines.  We  are,  however,  not  disposed  to  quarrel  with 
him  for  giving  such  a  scanty  quantity. 

Verses  on  the  Death  of  the  late  Right  Hon^  Horatio 
'   Nelson,  Viscount  and  Baron  Nelson  of  the  Nile^  Sf^. 
SfC,     By  Richard  Lowe,    Master  of  the  Academt/x 
Fan  ton  Squa^'e,  Haymarket.    4to.  pp.  8. 

Another  shilling's  wprtb  of  metre  on  the  death  of 
our  lamented  Nelson !  The  verses,  though  much  better 
than  those  called  ^'  The  Death  of  the  Hero,''  are  too 
dear  at;  a  shilling.  There  is  nothing  in  them  new  or 
striking.  Mr.'Lowe  would,  we  think,  have  done  wisely 
had  he  sent  them  to  a  magazin^^  instead  of  publishing 
them  in  their  present  form* 
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SATIRE. 

Signs  of  the  Times;   or  a  Dialogue  in  Verse.     8vo. 

pp.  45* 

The  author  of  this  dialogue  has  a  talent  for  satirical 
composition.  There  is  great  spirit  in  many  parts  of 
iiis  poem,  and  his  objects  of  satire  are  properly  chosen* 
His  title  is  injudicious,  as  it  leads  the  reader  to  ima- 
gine that  the  author  has-  taken  a  wider  scope  than  he 
has  really  done.  His  versification  is  sometimes  harsh 
and  negligent. 

Corruption,  A  Satire;  with  Kates,  By  Thomas  Clio 
Hickman,  Author  of  the  Fallen  Cottage,  Poems  in  Two 
Volumes,  Letter  to  Mr.  Pitt,  ^c.  S^c.  Inscribed  io 
those  whose  Country  is  the  Worlds  and  whose  Religion 
is  to  d^  good.    8vo.  pp;.  4^» 

Corruption  we  always,  on  public  grounds,  de- 
tested. We  have  now  a  private  reason  also  for  our  de- 
testation of  it.  If  corruption  had  not  existed,,  we 
should  not  have  been  under  the  necessity  of  reading 
Mr.  Clio  Rickman's  satire.  One  bad  thing  generates 
another.  Mr.  Clio  Rickman  is  as  dull  a  writer  as  ever 
blotted  paper.  He  is  a  living  proof  that  Mr.  Shandy^s 
theory  on  the  efficacy  of  well-chosen  names  is  without 
foundation.  Had  he  been  called  Bavius  or  Mopdus^ 
instead  of  Clio,  he  could  not  have  been  a  worse  scrib* 
bjer  of  rhimes. 
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NEW   EDITIONS    OF   ANCIENT    ENGLISH 

POETS. 

Specimais  of  Early  English  Metrical  Romances,  chM^ 
written  during  the  early  Part  of  the  fourteenth  Ccih 
tury;  to  which  is  prefixed  an  historical  IntroductioH, 
intended  to  illustrate  the  Bke  and  Progress  of  romantic 
Composition  in  France  and  England,  Dy  Georg€  Ellis^ 
Esq,    3  Vols.  Crown  8vo.  pp.  1210. 

The  name  of  Mr.  Ellis  in  the  title  page  of  a  book 
IS  a  sufficient  security  for  the  goodness  of  the  remaindei^ 
of  th^  volume.  -  Few  persons  can  boast  such  a  happy 
combination  of  wit,  taste,  talent  and  knowledge  as  he 
is  acknowledged  to  possess.  All  these  qualities  are 
«roplyv  displayed  in  his  present  work,  which  forms  an 
admirable  and  necessary  companion  to  his  ^'  Specimens 
of  early  English  Poets." 

The  Poetical  Works  of  Sir  David  Lyndsay  of  the  Mount ^ 
Lion  King  at  Arms,  under  James  V,  A  new  Edition^ 
corrected  and  enlarged:  with  a  Life  of  the  Author , 
prefatory  Dissertations,  and  an  appropriate  Glossary. 
By  George  Chalmers^  F*  lU  S.  S,  A^  Crown  8yo.  3 
Vols.  PP.J314. 

Mfit  Chalmers,  who  is  a  very  pains-takiDg  sort  of 
gentleman,  has  here  presented  the  public  with  a  good 
edition  of  Sir  David  Lindsay's  poetical  works.  Th« 
life  and  dissertatic^ns  are  satisfactory;  and  the  glossary 
will  be  found  of  great  yse. 

Popular  Ballads  and  Songs,  from  Tradition,  Manuscripts^ 
ami  scarce  Editions;   witi^  Translations  of  simlar 
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Pieces  from  the  Danish  Language^  md  a  few  Originals 
by  the  Editor.  By  Robert  Jamiesofij  A.  M,  and 
F,  A,  S,     8vo.  2  Vols.  pp.  780. 

This  collection  of  Popular  Ballads  and  Songs  forms 
a  proper  supplement  to  Mr.  Scott's  "  Minstrelsy/  and 
other  works  of  a  similar  kind,  Mr.  Jamieson  has  per^ 
formed  the  task  of  an  editor  with  diligence  and  fide- 
lity. His  own  translations  and  originals  arc  not  un<- 
worthy  of  praise. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


The  Iliad  of  Homer:  translated  into  Blank  Verse,  with 
Notes.  By  P.  WUUams,  D,  D.  Archdeacon  of'  Me* 
rioneth.  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop  of  Bangor,  and  Rector 
of  Uanbedrogy  Caernarvonshire,  Book  I.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  94. 

'  Archdeacok  Williams  is  a  learned  and  a  modest 
jnan,  and  we  therefore  feel  paih  in  telling  him  that  his 
version  of  Homer  will  not  gain  him  any  reputation.. 
He  has  completely  failed  in  his  attempt  ^  to  represent 
the  Boble  bard  in  a  characteristic  English  dress."  ^*  I 
hope/'  he  says  too,  *'  that  the  style  will  not  be  found 
bald,  nor  the  verie  tame  or  uncouth.'^  In  this  hope 
he  is  disappointed.  A  more  bald  style,  and  uncoutE 
versification  w^  have  never  seen.  Lines  nearly  as  bad 
as  the  following  occur  in  almost  every  page, — ^**  Infal- 
lible and  inevitable/'  "  Yea,  by  this  sceptre  doomed 
jiever  to  produce."     There  is  also  in  some  parts  a  vul- 

i;arity  of^ekpressioti  which  makes '  Homer  look  quite 
udicrous,    .Agamemnon***  rudely  sent  off"  ciilchas,- 
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^  Tm  off  for  Phthia,'*  say*  Achilles.  "  With  even 
Inraver  men  than  you/'  say*  Nestor,  "  I've  dealings 
had,  and  they  ne'er  held  me  cheap."  The  notes  to 
the  translation  are  the  only  part  of  the  translator's 
labours  which  cai^  claim  any  praise. 

Tramlations;   chiefly  Jrwn  the  Greek  Anthology^  with 
Totes  and  tmceUanemu  Poems^    Crown  8vo.  pp.  288. 

The  author  now  before  us  shines  with  equal  lustre 
in  translation  and  original  composition.  His  volume 
is  one  of  the  most  pleasing  which  we  have  since  the 
commencement  of  our  work  had  occasion  to  notice. 
He  displays  at  once  learning,  vigour,  and  elegance. 
Kor  is  his  prose  at  all  inferior  to  his  verse.  It  has  in- 
deed a  more  than  common  portion  of  merit.  We  hope 
an  author  so  capable  as  the  present  of  blending  infor* 
mation  with  amusement  will  not  suffer  his  pen  to  ro^ 
main  inactive, 

The  Satires  of  Aulus  Persius  Flaccus:  translated  into 
English  Verse ^  with  the  Latin  Textt  ^^  Ntttifs^  8yo, 
pp.  276. 

Tuis  is  the  sixth  translation  of  Persius  which  has 
appeared  in  our  language.  A  perfect  English  version 
of  the  Roman  poet  still,  however,  remains  to  be  made^ 
The  present  translator,  though  not  without  merity  is, 
on  the  whole,  inferior  to  some  of  his  predecessors. 

Miscellaneous  Poetical  Translations;  to  which  is  added^ 
a  Latin  Prize  Essay.  By  the  Rev,  Francis  Howes. 
pp.  158. 

Tbis  little  voluihe  has  so  much  merit,  that  we  shall 
l^t  be  sorry  to  see  another  fro.m  the  same  author* 
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Mr.  Howes  translates  with  spirit  and  elegance;  and 
this,  be  it  known,  is  not  to  be  done  (juite  30  easily  a$ 
Bom^  |iersons  seem  to  imagine. 

yhe  Inferno  of  Dante  AHghieru  Canto  xvii  i.'— xxxi  v. 
With  a  Translatimin  English  Blank  VerseyNoteSyOnda 
Life  of  the  Author.  By  the  Rev.  Henry  Francis  Cary^ 
A^M,    Small  8vo.  pp.  313* 

I'S  the  Poetical  Register  for  1805,  we  poticed,  with 
due  praise,  the  first  volume  of  Mr.  Cary*s  translation. 
He  has  now  completed  the  Inferno,  and  has  executed 
the  latter  part  of  his  task  with  the  same  spirit  and  fide-! 
lity  which  cha^ctcrized  the  former,  In  closeness  of 
translation  he  has  evci)  gone  beyond  what  he  before 
effected.  The  English  yersioii  of  the  last  seventeen 
cantos  of  the  Inferno  occupi^  fifty-si.%  lines  less  thax^ 
the  original ! 

Select  Icelandic  Poetry;  translated  from  the  Originals^ 
vjith  Notes.  P^art  Second.  By  the  Hon*  W^  Jl^rbert^ 
8vo.  pp.  89. 

The  first  part  of  this  work  was  noticed,  with  the 
praise  which  it  deserved,  in  the  volume  for  1804.  The 
same  praise  is  justly  due  to  the  second*  There  is  no 
man  more  capable  than  Mr.  Herbert  of  naturalizing 
in  England  the  northern  poetry,  and  we  trust  that  he 
will  not  slacken  in  his  exertions  towards  effecting  that 
desirable  purpose, 

translations  from  the  Italian,  Spanish,  Portuguese,  Ger^ 
man,  SfC.  To  which  is  added,  Miscellaneous  Poetry. 
Part  Second^  By  t^e  lion.  fV*  Herbert.  8vo.  pp, 
»2, 
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Of  this  work,  also,  the  first  part  was  noticed  in  oar 
volume  for  1804.  As  a  translator,  Mr,  Herbert  ranks 
high;  and  this  is  no  mean  praise.  As  an  original 
writer,  likewise,  he  displays  both  elegance  and  anima* 
tion. 

Some  of  OssiofCs  lesser  Poems,  rendered  info  Verse;  wifh 
a  yreliminary  Discourse,  in  answer  to  Mr,  Laing'i  cri" 
tical  and  historical  Dissertation  on  the  Antiquity  of 
Ossians  Poems,  By  Archibald  M* Donalds  8vo.  pp« 
284. 

The  preliminary  discourse^  prefixed  by  Mr.  M^Do." 
nald  to  Lis  translations,  occupies  195  pages  of  his  vo« 
lurae;  and  is,  without  exception,  one  of  the  woi-st 
pieces  of  writing  in  the  world.  Glad  indeed  were  we 
when  we  reached  the  end  of  it.  The  translations  arc 
nearly  as  bad  as  their  companion  the  discourse.*  Mr« 
M'Dunald  has  committed  most  cruel  murder  upou. 
Obbiaut 


DRAMA. 

UNACTED    PLAYS. 


The  Falls  of  Clyde,  or  the  Fairies,  A  Scotish  Dramatic 
Pastoral,  In  Jive  Acts,  With  three  preliminary  DU* 
sertations.     Svo.  pp.  241. 

This  dramatic  pastoral  excites  considerable  interest 
and  contains  many  passages  of  poetical  merit.  The 
characters  are  well  imagined'  and  supported.  The 
author  is  evidently  a  man  of  feeling,  taste,  and  infdr* 
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mation.  His  preliminary  essays,  and  tbei  notes  to  tbe 
essays  and  poems  are  written  with  neatness  and  spirit^ 
and  show  that  he  has  studied  the  subject  upon  whicli 
he  writes. 

Dt0Jt«    A  Tragedy;  and  Miscellaneous  Poetry.     By  G 
A.RhodeSy  Esq.    Small  8vo,  pp/193^ 

The  perusal  of  this  volume  will  afford  pleasure  to 
the  lovers  of  poetry  and  the  drama.  The  characters 
of  the  tragedy  of  Dion  are  drawn  with  spirit,  the  lan« 
guage  is  poetical,  and  the  interest  of  the  piece  is  well 
sustained.  The  miscellaneous  poetry  is  elegant  and 
animated. 

The  FaU  of  the  Mogul.    A  Tragedy;  founded  on  an  m- 

teresting  Portion  of  Indian  Historyy  and  attempted 

partly  on  the  Greek   Model:    toith  other  occasional 

Poems.     By  the  Author  of  Indian  Antiquities.    8vo« 

pp.  153.   , 

This  tragedy  is  better  calculated  for  tbe  closet  than 
the  stage.  For  the  latter  it  has  not  sufficient  plot  and 
incident.  It  will  aiford  gratification  in  the  perusal,  as 
the  sentiments  are  elevated,  and  expressed  in  language 
which  is  highly  poetical.  The  chorusses,  which  are 
in  blank  verse,  are  among  its  finest  passages*  The  oc« 
casional  poems  are  worthy  of  the  writer. 

The  Sultana  ;  or  the  Jealous  Queen.    A  Tragedy.    By 
Wiiriam  Gardiner.     Crown  8vo.  pp.  ^2. 

This  tragedy  is  one  of  the  most  ludicrous  produc* 
lions  it  has  ever  been  our  chance  to  read.  The  plot  is 
poorly  contrived,  and  the  characters  are  faintly  drawn. 
But  what  shall  we  say  of  the  language  and  versifica-* 
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tion  ?  They  almost  beggar  description*  tlie  latlgtiftge 
sometimes  crawls,  and  sometimes  takes  such  flights  fti 
are  far  b^ond  mortal  ken.  Of  the  versification  we 
may  say  that,  '^  none  but  itself  can  be  its  paralld.'' 
To  read  Mr.  Gardiner's  verse  is  as  laborious  a  task  as 
to  walk  over  ploughed  ground  or  frozen  waggon  ruts. 
Mr.  Gardiner  every  now  and  then  puts  us  off  with  a 
line  of  four  or  five  syllables;  but  we  must  say  that» 
like  an  honest  man,  he  takes  care  we  shall^  on  the 
whole,  lose  nothing  in  quantity,  for  he  never  fails  to 
balance  his  short  lines  by  other  lines  of  fourteen  or 
fifteen  syllables.  Some  good  ideas  may  be  found  in 
this  play,  but  they  are  disfigured  by  the  language  in 
v^hich,  they  are  conveyed. 

The  Honest  Soldier.    A  Comedy.    In  Five  Actt.    Svo* 

pp.  172. 

We  can  assure  our  readers  that  we  have  honestly  per^ 
formed  our  duty  of  reading  the  whole  hundred  and  seven- 
ty-two pages,  containing  the  comedy  of  the  Honest  Sol- 
dier. As  one  task  of  the  kind  in  a  man's  life  is  quite 
sufficient,  we  never  mean  to  read  them  again ;  and  if 
our  readers  have  any  reliance  upon  our  judgment,  they 
will  not  read  them  at  alL  If  any  person  should,  how^ 
ever,  resolve  to  encounter  such  a  trial,  we  can  only 
say  that  we  wish  him  a  good  deliverance* 

The  Laughalk  Lacer.    A  Comedy.    In  Five  Acts*    J5jf 
Carol  (yCaustic.     8vo.  pp.  100. 

This  comedy  was  rejected  by  the  manager  on  account 
of  its  political  allusions,  and  it  is  our  opinion  that  he 
acted  perfectly  right.  The  author^  of  course,  is  highly 
dissatisfied;  so  much  so  that  he  has  thought  proper  t6 
vent  his  spleen  in  a  '^  pre&tory  dialogue/^  which  ac- 
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coses  the  theatre  of  corrupting  the  taste  of  the  town. 
In  the  comedy  itself  there  are  some  good  scenes,  and 
the  dialogue  is  ofteq  lively  and  well  written.  We  do 
not,  however,  think  that  it  would  have  succeeded  on 
the  stage. 


ACTED  PLAYS. 


Adelgitha  ,♦  or  the  Fruits  of  a  single  Error,    A  Tragedy ^ 
in  Five  Acts.    By  M.  G»  L^is,    Svo.  pp.  127. 

This  tragedy,  we  believe,  was  offered  to. those  wise* 
acres,  the  managers,  and,  with  their  accustomed  taste, 
rejected  1  It  was  aftei*wards  acted  for  a  benefit,  and 
ivas  warmly  applauded  by  the  public.  To  the  applause 
which  it  received  it  is  jusdy  entitled.  The  interest 
which  it  excites  is  powerful,  and  is  sustained  to  the 
very  last  scene;  the  characters  are  forcibly  drawn,  and 
both  the  language  and  versification  are  highly  poetical. 
The  moral y  likewise,  is  unexceptionable.  **  Adel- 
githa'^  will  certainly  be  numbered  among  the  stock 
plays  of  the  British  theatre. 

Edgar;  or  Caledonian  Feuds.    A  Tragedy.    Now  per* 
forming  with  universal  Applause^  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 
Covent  Garden.     By  George  Manners,   Esq.    8vo« 
pp.  lOl.  * 

Thanks  to  our  gracious «tars !  we  did  not  see  and 
hear  this  tragedy.  To  read  it  we  have  found  quite  a 
sufficient  toil.  •  Yet  it  excites  pity  and  terror  very 
strongly — pity  for  the  time  which  the  author  has 
wasted,  and  made  us  waste,  on  this  precious  drama^ 
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and  terror  at  the  thought  that  perhaps  we  may*  for  otif 
sinsy  be  doomed  to  peruse  other  tragedies  from  the 
same  inimitable  pen.  It  is,  indeed,  a  lamentable  com- 
position. But  it  is  dead,. ''  dead  as  a  door  nail,"  and 
we  ought  not  to  speak  ill  of  the  dead.  Peace  to  its 
ashes.     May  it  never   "  revisit  the  glimpses  of  the 

moon,  making  night  hideous.*'       ^ 

I 

^  Hint  to  Husbands,  A  Comedy^  in  Five  Acts,  nm 
performing  at  the  Theatre  Royals  Covent  Garden,  By 
Richard  Cumba'landy  Esq,     8vo.  pp.  100. 

This  comedy,  tliough  not  equal  to  several  of  Mr. 
Cumberland's  dramas,  is  greatly  superior  to  the 
common  run  of  comedies.  It  seems,  however,  to  be 
better  calculated  for  the  closet  than  the  stage.  For 
the  latter  it  appears  not  to  have  sufficient  incident. 
The  dialogue,  in  blank  verse,  is  elegant  and  aliimated, 
and  the  wit  of  the  piece  is  pointed  and  chaste. 

Adrian  and  Orilla  ;  or  a  Mother's  Vengeance.  A  Play, 
in  Fixe  AcU.  By  William  Dimondy  Esq.  of  the  Ho" 
tfurable  Society  of  the  Inner  Tentple,  Author  of  the 
Hero  of  the  North,  4'C.  SfC.  4'C.  ^c.  As  now  Perform^ 
ing  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Garden,  with  uni" 
versai  Applause.     8vo.   pp.  91- 

This  is  by  no  means  a  faultless  drama,  or  nearly  so; 
but  it  is  not  without  considerable  merit.  It  excites  a 
Strong  interest,  the  characters  are  well  supported,,  and 
the  dialogue  is  genel-ally  written  with  neatness  and 
spirit.  Mr.  Dimond  has  improved  his  style.  It  is  not 
so  inflated  as  in  some  of  bis  former  plays. 
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Tke  Vindictive  Man.  A  Comedy^  in  Fke  Acts,  as  it 
was  performed  at  the  Theatre  Roj/aly  Drury  Lane,  By 
Thomas  Holcroft,     8vo.  pp.  $4. 

A  SOLEMN  verdict  of  the  public  has  condemned 
"  The  Vindictive  Man"  to  perpetual  banishment  from 
the  theatre.  We  see  no  reason  whatever  to  consider 
the  verdict  as  unjust.  It  appears  also  to  us  that  the 
culprit  will  not  be  more  fortunate  in  the  closet  than  he 
was  on  the  theatre. 

Five  Miles  off;  or^  the  Finger  Tost,  A  Comedy,  in  three 
Acts;  as  acted  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarket* 
Written  by  T,  Dibdin,  Author  of  the  Jew  and  Doctor^ 
Birth  Day,  ^c.  S^c.  Spc.    8vo.  pp.  56. 

This  comedy  is  little  able  to  bear  any  severity  of 
criticism^  and  we  will,  therefore,  in  mercy  dismiss  it 
with  very  few  words.  It  was  first  brought  out  in  the 
year  1800,  and  we  dare  say  will  not  be  performed  in, 
any  other  year.  Yet,  like  all  Mr.  Dibdin's  plays,  it 
has  many  laughable  and  pointed  passages.  It  would 
not  make  a  bad  farce.  The  epilogue,  by  Mr.  Colman, 
is  a  witty  performance; 

The  Tracellers;  or  Music's  Fascination,  An  operatic 
Drama,  in  five  Acts,  as  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 
Drury  Lane.  By  A.  Cherry,  of  the  Theatre  R»yal, 
Drury  Lane,  Author  of  the  Soldier's  Daughter,  Spc^ 
Svo.  pp.  82. 

Indeed,  indeed,  Mr.  Cherry,  it  is  too  bad  to  burden 
the  press  with  such   wretched  stuff  as  this  operatic 
drama.     We  shall,  we  suppose,  shortly  see  published' 
the  dialogue  spoken  by  the  itinerant  showmen  in  the 

YOL.  VI.  Mm/ 
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characters  of  Punch,  Joan,  and  the  Devil.  On  second 
thoughts,  however,  we  confess  that  yoa  are  not  so  much 
in  the  wrong.  You  got  something  for  your  copy-right, 
and  the  blame  must,  therefore,  rest  on  the  shoulders 
of  those  Gothamites  v^ho  have  given  your  drama  a 
sale  of  several  editions ! ! 

Tekeli;  or  the  Siege  o^  MonigatZn  A  Melo-drama^  in 
three  Acts^  as  plnfotmed  with  distinguishid  Success  at 

■  the  Theatre  Royaif  Drwry  Lane.  Writteti  by  Theodore 
Edxoard  Hooky  Esq.,  Author  of  the  Soldiers  Return, 
4^.  4^.     8vO.  pp.  47. 

From  a  melo-drama,  which  is  a  thing  meant,  it 
seems,  only  to  feast  the  eyes  and  tickle  the  ears,  much 
ought  not  to  be  expected  by  the  mere  reader.  "  Te- 
keli" is  as  good,  perhaps,  as  most  of  such  compositions. 
The  character  of  the  joking  coward.  Bras  ae  Ter,  is 
not  badly  drawn.  We  beg  leave  to  remind  Mr.  Hook,, 
who  prints  all  his  witty  passages  in  italics,  that  true  wit 
does  not  stand  in  need  of  the  assistance  of  italics. 

Catch  Him  Who  Can !  a  Musical  Farce^  in  two  Acts^ 
performed  with  distinguished  Success  at  the  Theatre 
Royal,  Haymarket.  Written  by  Theodore  Edward 
Hook,  Author  of  the  Soldier* s  Return,  Invisible  Girl, 
<5'C«     8vo.  pp.  53. 

This  piece  was  nor,  we  suppose,  written  to  be  readf 
but  only  to  be  acted.  It  has  little  plot,  and  no  cha- 
racter. There  is,  however,  plenty  of  bustlCf  add 
bustle  seems  generally  allowed  to  compensate,  in  a  mu- 
sical piece,  for  the  absence  of  plot  and  character. 
Mr.  Hook  has  an  intolerable  love  of  punning,  against, 
which  we  beg  leave  to  caution  him;     A  pun  may  now. 
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and  then  be  Borne,  but  a  pun  eveiy  tbird  line  is 
intolerable. 

The  InvUibie  Girl.  A  Piece  in  one  Act^  a»  performed  at 
the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane.  Written  hy  Theodore 
Edward  Hook^  Author  of  the  Soldier**  Ketmm.  6vo. 
pp.  38. 


« 


Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  the  wheel  Y*  Thb 
little  piece  is  only  a  theatrical  butterfly;  and  we  fee| 
no  inclination  to  treat  it  with  roughness.  Indeed,  there 
is  no  real  occasion  to  do  so,  for  the  butterfly  is  a  pretty 
one* 
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POETRY. 


EPIC  AND  HEROIC  POEMS. 

SatU;  a  Poem,  in  two  Parts.    By  William  SotheUf,  Eiq. 

4to.  pp.  190. 

Of  varied  and  strongly-drawn  <:karacter  there  is  not 
much  in  the  poem  of  Saul.  In  incident,  and  conae* 
quent  interest,  it  is  more  rich.  Its  descriptive  parts 
are,  in  general,  eminently  beautiful.  The  description 
of  Saul's  madness,  of  the  shrine  and  rites  of  Ashtarothf 
of  the  visit  of  Saul  to  the  witch  of  Endor,  some  of  the 
proems  to  the  books,  and  numerous  other  passages, 
display  the  hand  of  a  master.  The  poem  is  written 
in  blank  verse,  and,  as  might  be  expected  from  Mr. 
Sotheby,  the  versification  has,  with  a  few  exceptions, 
both  strength  and  melody.  Whenever  it  wants  these 
4[ualitie6,  the  &ult  is  occasioned  by  too  great  a  num* 
ber  of  short  sentences  succeeding  each  other. 

The  Exodiady  a  Poem.    By  the  Authors  qf  Calvary  and 
Richard  the  firji.    Book  I  to  IF.    4to.  pp.  224. 

From  the  perusal  of  this  poem  we  have  not  recerved 
the  pleasure  which  we  flattered  ourselves  we  should 
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receive.  In  truth  wc  have,  on  the  contrary,  under- 
gone some  fatigue.  In  *'  the  ExodiaJ"  there  is  little 
that  compels  or  induces  the  reader  to  proceed.  Wc 
do  not  mean  to  deny  that  it  contains  fine  passages* 
The  wonder  would  be,  if  it  did  not.  But,  as  a  whole, 
at  least  as  far  as  we  have  yet  the  power  of  examining, 
it  is  tedious.  There  is  nothing  of  pathos,  not  much 
of  sublimity,  little  of  character,  and  even  the  versifica- 
tion is  faulty,  as  being  frequently  harsh  and  prosaic* 
**  The  Exodiad"  may  furnish  extracts  lo  a  future 
edition  of  the  ^'  Elegant  Extracts,"  and  may  thus  be 
kept  in  some  degree  of  remembrance,  but  we  fear  thai, 
as  a  poem,  it  will  meet  with  scarcely  any  attention. 

Exodus;  an  Epic  Poem:  in  thirteen  Books.  By  Charles 
Hoykj  M.A.  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge;  and 
Domestic  Chaplain  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Marlbo" 
roush.  .  8vo.  pp.  400. 

Mb.  Hoti.e*s  poem  displays  occasionally  much  vi- 
gour of  conpeption,  m  uch  command  of  poetical  language^ 
and  much  power  of  versification.  Many  passages  mi^t. 
be  extracted  from  it  highly  worthy  of  applause.  But, 
as  a  whole,  we  cannot  speak  in  its  praise.  It  is 
tedious ;  and  this  fault  is  a  fatal  one.  Mr.  Hoyle, 
nevertheless,  possesses  talerits  which  m,ay  enable  him, 
by  some  future  work,  to  acquire  a  lastipg  reputation. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POETRY. 

m 

JUchmond  HiU  ;  a  descriptive  and  historical  Poem ;  ilius^ 
trattoe  ofthf  priiidpcU  Objects,  viewed  from  thai  beautus 
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Jvl  Eminence^    Decorated  with  Engrtroinga,    By  the 
Author  of  Indian  Antiquities,    small  folio,  pp.  1660 

It  has  often  been  a  subject  of  wonder  to  us  that, 
while  Cooper's  Hill,  Grongar  Hill,  and  other  hills,  have- 
had  their  bards,  Richmond  Hill  still  remained  unsung. 
At  length  the  latter  delightful  spot  has  found  a  poet 
capable  of  doing  justice  to  its  beauties.  Mr.  Maurice^ 
poem,  is,  in  a  high  degree,  at  once  elegant  and  vigo- 
rous, and  we  have  no  doubt  that  it  will  be  read  with 
pleasure  by  every  lover  of  true  poetry. 

The  Crusadersy  or  the  Minstrels  of  Acre,    A  Poentf  i» 

six  Cantos,     4to.  pp.  152. 

This  poem  is  sometimes  feeble  and  sometimes  rug^ 
ged,  but  in  spite  of  its  defects,  it  is  evidently  not  the 
production  of  an  ordinary  writer.  The  author  fre- 
quently displays  a  vivid  imagination,  and  no  small 
powers  of  language.  He  uses  the  irregular  style  of 
versification  employed  by  Mr.  Scott;  and  he  manager 
it  in  a  way  which  proves  him  to  have  a  good  ear.  We 
shall  be  pleased  to  see  a  second  and  corrected  edition 
"  of  the  poem. 

Lucius  Nelsoniani,     Poems  on  the  Death  of  Lord  Nelson^., 
in  Latin  and  English,  written  for  the  Turtonian  Medals;  - 
and  dedicated^  by  Command^   to  his  Royal  Highness 
George^  Prince  rf  Wales.     4to.  pp.  21& 

The  Latin  poems  in  this  collection  not  comingwithin 
the  limits  of  our  review,  we  shall  tiot  give  any  opinion 
upon  their  merits.  The  English  poems  are  only  two 
in  number.  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  they  are  not 
worthy  of  the  subject.  The  first,  on  the  achievements 
i^nd  fall  of  Nelson^  is^  however^  not  discreditable  to  its 


538 

mutbor.  It  is  too  long,  and  in  several  parts  fiat  and 
incorrect;  but  it  nevertheless  contains  many  poetical 
ideas  and  spirited  passages.  The  second  poem>  which 
bears  the  title  of  *'  Nelson/'  is  a  very  poor  production 
indeed* 

Poems.   By  the  Reverend  George  Crabbe,   8vo,  pp.  260. 

Those  of  our  readers  who  have  not  yet  seen  Mr. 
Crabbers  volume  are,  nevertheless,  not  wholly  unac- 
quainted with  his  merits. '  In  the  Poetical  Register  for 
1805,  p.  4l6,  wc  inserted  one  of  his  poems,  which  had 
for  many  years  been  out  of  print,  and  which  it  was 
nearly  impossible  to  procure.  The  poems  in  the  vo- 
lume which  Mr.  Crabbe  has  now  given  to  the  world 
are  none  of  them  inferior,  and  some  of  them  are  far 
superior,  to  the  poem  which  we  re-published.  They 
entitle  him  to  stand  high  in  the  list  of  Britifh  poets. 

JjffecHony  with  other  Poems,    By  Henry  Smithers,  of  the 
Adelphi,     Large  8vo.  pp.  225* 

These  poems  do  honour  to  the  heart  of  Mr.  Smithers, 
but  they  arc  not  calculated  to  gain  him  the  name  of  a 
poet.  **  Affection"  is  written  in  blank  verse,  and  the 
most  indifferent  sort  of  blank  verse.  Nor  is  there  any 
thing  striking  either  in  its  sentiments  or  language.  The 
smaller  poems  are  below  mediocrity. 

Hours  of  Idleness^  a  Series  of  Poems^  original  and  trau- 
lated.  By  George  Gordon^  Lord  Byron^  a  Minor, 
8vo.  pp.  197. 

That  Lord  Byron  should  have  made  such  good  use, 
as  this  volume  testifies  him  to  have  done,  of  his  hours 
of  idleness,  is  much  to  his  honour.     We  wish  many 
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tided  personagesy  who  shall  be  nameless,  would  em* 
ploy  their  idle  hours  in  a  manner  half  as  creditable. 
Many  of  Lord  Byron's  poems  are  certainly  incorrect, 
and  some  are  uninteresting;  but  others  have  great 
merit  both  in  sentiment  and  expression.  The  collec* 
tion,  on  the  whole,  gives  promise^  we  think,  of  future 
excellence. 

Metrical  Legends^  and  other  Pcemt^  hy  Charles  Kirk* 
patrick  Sharpe,  Esq.     8vo.  pp.  107. 

The  poems  of  Mr.  Sharpe  are  both  polished  and 
animated.  They  wi]l  be  read  with  pleasure  by  the 
lovers  of  poetry.  "  The  fiend  with  mantle  grey," 
which  is  the  first  legend  in  the  volume,  is  one  of  the 
n^ost  interesting  tales  of  terror  that  we  ever  read* 
**  Sir  Hugh,''  also,  which  is  of  the  same  stamp,  ii 
well  imagined  and  narrated.  '*  False  Lord  Carleil  and 
the  fair  Lady  Alice"  is  told  with  much  sweetness  and 
pathos.  There  is,  indeedf  not  one  of  the  poems  whicli 
is  without  merit. 

The  Lay  of  an  Irish  Harp;  or  Metrical  Fragments.    Ify 
Miss  Owenson.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  199- 

In  most  of  these  little  poems  there  is  great  elegance^ 
fancy,  command  of  language,  and. melody  of  versifica* 
tion.  Their  chief  fault  is  an  occasional  glitter  and 
gaudiness,  which,  in  her  future  compositions.  Miss 
Owenson  will  do  well  to  avoid.  Let  her  beware  of 
devoting  herself  to  ridicule,  by  enlisting  in  the  band 
of  Delia  Cruscan  rhymes.  She  has  talents  to  entitle; 
}xtT  to  hold  a  respectable  rank  among  female  authors. 
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The  Harp  of  Eiin,  containing  the  Poetical  Worh  of  the 
fate  Thomas  Dermody.    Crown  8vo«  2  Vols.  pp.  015.  < 

In  the  second  .volume  of  the  Poetical  Register  we 
gave  our  opinion  of  Mr.  Dermody's  poetical  talents. 
At  a  future  period  it  is  our  intention  to  give  to  our 
readers  a  sketch  of  his  life  and  character,  and  we  shallf 
therefore,  content  ourselves  at  present  with  recom* 
jDtnding  '^  The  Harp  of  Erin/'  as  a  handsome  editioa 
of  his  poetical  works. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  the  late  Mrs*  Marv  Robinson: 
including  many  Pieces  never  before  published.  Crown 
Svo.  3  Vols.  pp.  1112. 

Tni8  \s  a  complete  and  elegantly  printed  collection 
of  Mrs.  Robinson's  works.  It  contains  many  pieces 
highly  creditable  to  the  abilities  of  their  author.  Mrs. 
Robinson  had  a  brilliant  imagination,  and  a  consider- 
able command  of  language,  but  she  was  deficient  in 
taste.  A  great  number  of  her  compositions  are  ren* 
dered  disgusting  by  affectation  and  meritricious  orna- 
ment. It  is,  however^  but  justice  to  say  that  her  later 
poems  are  written  in  a  much  purer  style  than  those 
which  she  published  during  the  period  of  the  Delia 
Crusca  madness. 

PoemSy  in  txco  Volumes,  by  WilUam  Wordsworth^  Author 
of  Lyrical  Ballads.   .  Small  8vo.  pp.  329* 

Than  the  volumes  now  before  us  we  never  saw  any 
thing  better  calculated  to  excite  disgust  and  anger  in 
a  lover  of  poetry.  The  drivelling  nonsense  of  some  of 
Mr.  Wordworth's  poems  is  insufferable,  and  it  is  equally 
insufferable  that  such  nonsense  should  have  been  writ- 
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ten  by  a  man  capable,  as  he  is^  of  writing  welL  But 
Mr*  Wordsworth  is  a  System  maker.  He  has  formed 
an  out  of  the  way,  incomprehensible  system  of  poetry; 
and  on  the  altar  of  that  system  he  sacrifices  melody, 
elegance,  spirit,  and  even  common  sense.  Whenever 
he  deviates  from  his  monstrous  system  he  writes  like  a 
man  of  genius.  His  volumes  contain  abundant  prooft 
that  he  possesses  no  mean  poetical  powers.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  he  will  see  his  error,  and  not  persist  io 
making  murderous  attacks  upon  his  own  literary  re- 
putation* 

I 
The  Warrior's  Return^  and  other  Foems^  hy  Mrs.  Opiem 

Small  8vo.  pp.  185. 

Ik  the  writings  of  Mrs.  Opie  there  is  an  unaffected 
elegance,  a  graceful  simplicity,  which  cannot  ^il  to 
charm  every  reader  of  taste.  She  never,  like  the 
painter  who  not  being  able  to  make  his  Venus  beau* 
tiful  was  determined  to  make  her  fine,  hides  a  poverty 
of  thought  under  a  profusion  of  tawdry  omamenL 
Still  less,  if  possible,  does  she  imitate  those  peraeoi 
who  present  to  us  an  idiot  in  rags,  as  a  specimen  o£ 
native  grace  and  proper  decoration.  We  sincerely 
hope  that,  in  the  course  of  our  labours,  we  shall  have 
frequent  occasion  to  bear  testimony  to  her  merits* 

lEkachy  Head:  wkh  other  Poems,  by  Charlotte  Smiths 
Now^rst  fhtbUshed*    Small  8vo.  pp.  219* 

It  is  a  melancholy  reflexion  that  the  poems  whieb 
are  now  before  us  are  the  last  we  shall  ever  read  fron 
the  pen  of  their  accomplished  author.  This  volume 
will  not  do  any  discredit  to  her  established  reputation* 
^  Beachy  Head^'  contains  much  picturesque  deicrip« 


542 

tioii,  and  is  written  in  blank  verse,  whicli  is  flowing  and 
spirited.  The  smaller  poems  are  such  as  might  be  ex- 
pected from  the  pen  of  Mrs.  Smith. 

• 

Lof^'f  LyricSj  or,  Cupid's  CamivaL,  Original  and  tranh 
luted.  By  J.  Scott  Byerley,  Esq*  Small  Svo.  pp* 
174. 

We  are  always  happy  when,  consistently  with  out 
duty,  we  can  grant  any  favour  which  is  requested  by 
an  author.  Mr.  Byerley  desires  the  critics  to  damn  his 
book;  and  we  do  damn  it,  most  willingly  and  soundly. 
We  even  wish  that  there  was  for  the  purpose  some  re- 
gular formula^  like  Emulphus's  curse.  Mr.  Byerley 
affirms  that  this  act  of  kindness,  on  the  part  of  our 
critical  fraternity,  will  certainlytnake  his  volume  suc- 
cessful ;  but  of  the  truth  of  his  affirmation  we  must 
beg  leave  to  doubt.  Our  readers  may  be  assured 
that  our  readiness  to  oblige  Mr*  Byerly  has  not  been 
displayed  at  the  expence  of  justice.  His  volume  has 
a  full  and  undoubted  claim  to  damnation:  it  is,  in  a 
superlative  degree,  vulgar,  stupid,  and  obscene:  it 
sets  rhyme,  reason,  and  decency,  equally  at  defiance. 

TraoelUng    Recreations.     By    William    Parsons^    Esq, 
Small  Svo.  2  Vols.  pp.  540. 

For  the  pieces  contained  in  these. volumes  the  au- 
thor does  not  expect  any  great  shayc  of  praise.  H6 
humbly  describes  them  as  *^  short  and  unlaboured 
effusibns,  the  solace  of  post  chaises,  inns,  and  temporary 
lodgings,  his  occasional  refuge  from  the  Demon,  of 
Ennui,  or  sometimes  his  peripatetic  amusements  in 
visits  to  the  city,  to  call  on  his  poetical  banker,  or 
his  philological  stock  broker.'^    The  two  volumes; 
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however,  contain  many  pleasing  and  elegant  compos 
sitions.  The  collection  would,  perhaps,  have  b«eii 
better,  had  the  author,  by  selecting  more  rigidly,  com- 
pressed  it  into  one  volume.  Our  readers  by  referring 
to  pp.  336  and  347  of  our  last  vol  if  me  may  form  api 
estimate  of  Mr.  Farsons's  poetical  talent* 

Legendary  Taks,     By  Eaglesfkld  Smith.    Small  Svo*. 

pp.  139. 

Wb  sincerely  hope  that  Mr.  Smith  will  never  again 
Write,  or  at  least,  never  publish,  verses  of  any  kind* 
To  read  through  his  ^'  Legendary  Tales''  we  have 
found  to  be  no  trifling  task.  The  Muses  seem  to 
regard  him  with  perfect  antipathy. 

The  Dramatic  and  Poetical  Works  of  the  late  Lieut.  Geiu 
J.  Burgoyney  to  whkk  is  prefixed,  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author,     Small  8vo.  2  Vols.  pp.  479* 

Ik  this  collection  the  works  of  General  Burgoyae 
are,  for  the  first  time,  brought  together,  and  are  pro* 
sented  to  the  public  in  a  convenient  form^  and  elegant 
manner.     The  dramas  are   the  Heiress,  the  Lord  of 
the  Manor,  the  Maid  of  the  Oaks,  and  Richard  Coeur 
de  Lion.     A  probationary  Ode,  and  the  Westminster 
Guide,  are  the  two  longest  and  best  of  his  poems. 
The  general  was  one  of  that  band  of  wits  which  pro* 
duced  the  Rolliad,  and  the  Probationary  Odes ;  satireft 
still  read  with  pleasure,  notwithstanding  the  subjects. of 
them  were  merely  temporary.    The  life  of  Burgoyne^ 
prefixed  to   the  volumes  by  the  editor,  is  the  only 
satisfactory  account  of  the  General  which  is  any  wberfi 
to  be  found. 
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Conitmplationy  a  Poem  ;  with  TaleSy  and  ''other  poetical 
CompoHtioM*  By  John  Penwarne,  Small  8vo.  pp. 
217. 

**  Comtek platiok''  has  many  good  lines  and 
ideas;  but  it  is  not  a.  poem  capable  of  exciting  an 
interest  in  the  reader.  The  minor  pieces  are  more 
praiseworthy.  We  think  that  the  talent  of  Mr.  Pen- 
warne  is  displayed  to  more  advantage  in  his  comic  than 
in  his  serious  compositions.  The  talc  of  '^  No  tricks 
upon  travellers''  is  truly  laughable.  The  serious  pieces^ 
kowever,  are  by  no  means  without  merit. 

Poans,  chiefly  amatory.  By  David  Carey^  Author  of 
the  Pleasures  of  Nature^  Reign  of  Fancy y  SfC,  SfC. 
Small  8vo.  pp.  138. 

We  have  had  more  than  one  occasion  to  mention, 
in  terms  of  praise,  the  poetical  talents  of  Mr.  Carey ; 
nor  will  his  present  volume  compel  us  to  speak  a  dif- 
ferent language.  It  contains  many  elegant  pieces. 
A  few  poems,  however,  wc  advise  him  to  expunge^ 
whenever  his  volufne  reaches  a  second  edition.  It  is 
not  when  he  adopts  a  certain  amatory  style  that  he  is 
most  successful. 

PoemSy  original  and  translated.    By  P.  /.  Ducardj  Esq, 

Small  8vo.  pp.  188. 

Some  of  the  poems  in  the  volume  of  Mr.  Du(!arel 
are  very  pleasing  and  elegant.  He  is,  however,  a  slo- 
venly writer.  Many  of  his  lines  are  scarcely  metre. 
This  defect  evidently  arises  from  laziness  or  want  of 
attention;  not  from  want  of  ear.  But  he  has  another 
fault,  which  is  even  worse.  It  is  his  pedantic  intro- 
duction of  classical  mythology.    In  the  most  interest- 
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ing  p«rt  of  his  tale  of  **  Gunilda/'  the  tjieech  of  tlw 
dying  Gunilda,  we  are  annoyed  by  the  impertinent 
intrusion  of  '*  LydianTantalus/' ''  helpless  Progne/'  and- 
**  the  Chclidonian  gales."  In  the  tale  of  "  Frederic  and 
Matilda/'  Mr.  Ducarel'^sins  still  more  insufferably, 
in  this  way.  Frederic^  bending  over  Matilda,  who  has 
fainted,  prays  to  the  sun,  alludes  to  its  Egyptian  name 
of  Horns,  and  talks  of  hanging  a  garland  in  the  fane 
of  Isis !  Nothing  can  be  ou>re  unnatural  than  this^ 
or  in  a  more  vicious  taste.  Should  his  folume  reach 
a  second  edition,  wc  seriously  advise  Mr.  Ducarel  to 
root  without  mercy,  from  his-original  pieces^  all  their 
trite  and  disfiguring  mythology. 

The  Progress  of  Love.    A  Poem.    By  Martin  Kedgtom 
Masters.    Small  8vo.  pp^  149* 

Ma.  Masters  is  not  one  of  those  who  plead  ^'  re* 
quest  of  friends''  as  the  cause  of  their  publishing  their 
poems.  He  tells  us,  and  we  honour  him  for  his 
candour,  that  he  publishes  with  the  hope  of  obtaining 
literary  reputation.  That  his  present  work  will  a(> 
coraplish  his  purpose  we  dare  not  say :  but  it  will  nol 
do  him  any  discredit.  It  contains  many  passages 
which  are  highly  polished,  and  posqes^  a  great  share 
of  the  spirit  of  poetry. 

« 

Poetical  Recreations*    By  Anthony  H4rrison.      Small 

8vo.  2  Vols.  pp.  368. 

Mr.  HARmsov  seems  to  be  terribly  afraid  of 
Critics,  and  in  truth,  he  has  some  reason  for  his  fears; 
He  is  very  often  flat  and  incorrect.  As,  however,  he 
is  not  wholly  devoid  of  talent,  we  shall  not  treat  him, 
on  this  occasion,  with  severity;  and  we  hope  that  our 
lenity  will  have  the  good  effect  of  inducing  him  t9 
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csiltivate  his  tastei  and  produce  something  more  worthy^ 
than  his  present  volumes,  of  public  approbation,  lie 
can  do  better  if  he  will  heartily  resolve  to  do  it. 

Tenby ^  the  Navy  of  England^  and  other  occasional 
-  Poetry,  By  George  Baker,  A.M,  hte  ofC,  C  College^ 
'  Oxon,     Small  8vo*  pp.  120. 

**  Tbnby/*  the  principal  poem  in  this  volume,  is 
of  the  descriptive  kind,  and  does  credit  to  the  talents 
of  its  author^  It  contains  much  pleasing  and  pictures* 
<^ue  imagery ;  and  is  written  in  spirited  verse*  Th«L 
smaller  poems  aire  elegant  compositions. 

Inters  and  Sonnets,  on  Moral  and  other  interesting  Sub* 

jects.    Addressed  to  Lord  John  RusseL     By  Edmund 

Cartwright,  D.D,  Prebendaty  of  Lincoln,  and  Chap^ 

lain  to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Bedford.    Small  8vo. 

.  pp.  210. 

Mr.  Cartwriobt  has  long  been  known  as  the 
author  of"  Armine  and  Elvira/'  and  of  other  elegant 
poems.  The  Sonnets  contained  in  the  present  volume, 
though  not  equal  in  merit  to  his  former  productions, 
may  be  read  with  pleasure. 

C(mversation :    a  didactic  Poem,  in  three  Parts.     By 
William  Cooke,  Esq.     Small  8vo.  pp,  9Qm 

Mr.  Cooke's  poem  is  not  unworthy  of  a  place  in 
the  library  pf  a  lover  of  poetry.  It  contains  many 
sensible  precepts,  delivered  in  easy  and  polishe'd 
verse. 


\\ 
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JPoenUf  written  at  Lanchester;  by  Jqhn  nodgioh^  CterL 

Small  8yo.  pp.  }33. 

The  principal  piece  in  this  collection  is  a  descrip- 
tive and  '  moral  'poem,  entitled-^*  Woodland*^'  the 
'subject  of  which  is  a  spot  near  Lanchesteri  in  the 
county  of  Durham.  It  contains  many  picturesque 
and  spirited  passages.  1  he  author,  however,  has  not 
bestowed  sufficient  labour  upon  its  correction.  Several 
parts  are  flat,  and  the  verse  frequently  limps.  Alex« 
andrines  are  not  admissible  into  blank  verse,  yet  Mr, 
Hodgson  has  frequently  introduced  them.  His  smaller 
poems  are  not  without  merit. 

•    ■  ■  ' .' 

Juvenile  Poems^  by  Thomas  Uomney  tlqbinson^  To  which 
is  prefixed  a  short  Account  of  the  Author ,  by  a  Member 
of  the  Belfast  Literary  Society*    Small  8vo.  pp.  13j?* 

These  poems  are  wonderful  instances  of  pr^etjcal 
precocity.  Some  of  them  were  written  when  the 
author  was  only  seven  years  old ;  and  none  of  them  at 
a  later  age  than  thirteen.  They  are  not  merely  praise- 
worthy for  the  correctness  of  the  versification.  The 
ideas  are  such  as  could  hardly  be  expected  from  a 
child.  If  the  author  proceeds  in  his  Career  with  tKe 
same  spirit  he  has  begun  it,  we  may  hope  tha^  he  will 
rank  high  among  literary  characters. 

Oxford  Prize  Poems:  being  a  Collection  of  such  English 
Poems  as  have  at  various  times  obtained  Prizes  in  the 
University  ofOxfotd.  Second  Edition.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  151.  .  ^    ■ . 

This  collection  coniists.q^  ^jght  l^oems,  three  ef 
which  have  be^  inserted  in  the  Poetical  Register; 
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namely,  "  the  Lotc  of  our  Coimtiy,"  by  Bishop  BoJ- 
8on,  "  the  Aboriginal  Britons,"  by  Mr.  Richards, 
and  "  Palestine,'*  by  Mr.  HeboT.  The  other  poems, 
ifi  the  volume  now  before  as,  are  entitled  to  consider- 
able praise^  with  the  exception,  however,^  of  that  % 
Mr.  Lipscombe,  **  on  the  beneficial  et^qts-  of  ioocu- 
latioB,'  which  is  below  mediocrity. 

[The  Slave  J  and  other  Poetical  Pieces;  being  an  Jppendix 
to  Poems,  hy  the  Rto.  Richard  Mant,  M.  A.  late 
Fellow  jofOnel  College,  Oxford.     Small  8vo.  pp.  63. 

The  ''  Slave''  is  a  poem  honourable  both  to  the 
feelings  and  the  talents  of  Mr.  Mant.  The  language 
is  chaste  and  poetical,  and  the  versification  fiowing. 
The  smaller  pieced  may  be  read  with  pleasure. 

jLyrics  on  Love.    With  Translatiom  and  Imitations Jrom 
n'^the  French  and  Italian  Langtiages.    Small  8vo.  pp. 
109. 

^UJL  anonymous  author  of  these  Lyrics  is  of  the 
school  of  Thomas  Little.  His  compositions^  however, 
are  not  quite  so  glowing  as  those  of  his  master;  nei- 
ther arc  they  quite  as  highly  polished.  Some  of  thciii 
have,  nevertheless,  no  mean  portion  of  spirit  and  ele- 
gance. 

The  Mountain  Bard;  consisting  of  Ballads  and  Songs, 
founded  on  facts  and  legendary^  Tales4  By  James  Hogg, 
the  Ettrick  Shepherd.     VZmo.  pp.  925. 

The  labouring  class  of  society  has,  of  late  years, 
teemed  with  poets,  and  would-be  poets.  If  it  ahould 
much  longer  display  the  same  fertility,  there  will 
fiot  be  a  tingle  trade  or  ealling  which  will  not  have 


549 

produced  a  bard.  Mr.  Hogg  is  the  poet  of  the  Shep- 
nerds;  and  is  really  an  honour  to  them.  Shep^ 
herds,  be  it  remembered,  wete  always  a  poetical  tribe^ 
The  Ballads  of  Mr.  Hogg  are  in  the  true  style  of  that 
sort  of  writing.  They  are  simple  and  natural,  and 
contain  many  spirited  and  picturesque  ideas  and  de- 
scriptions, and,  occasionally,  strokes  of  genuine  hu- 
mour. The  songs  also  are  good.  Prefixed  to  th« 
poems  is  a  well-written  sketch  of  the  author's  life, 
from  his  own  pen. 

The  Moorland  Bard;  or^  Poetical  Recollect iotu  tf  a 
Weaver^  in  the  Moorlands  of  Staffordshire;  with 
Notes.    2  Vols.  12mo.  pp.  338, 

The  **  Moorland  fiard/'  as  he  calls  himself,  seem< 
a  worthy  man,  and,,  most  probably,  is  an  expert 
weaver.  Unfortunately,  however,  something  more  is 
required  to  make  a  poet  than  goodness  of  heart  and 
expertness  in  weaving.  That  something  the  Moorland 
Bard  does  not  possess.  His  "  recollections''  are  not 
**  poetical ;"  and,  therefore,  ought  not  to  have  been 
published. 

Pros  and  Cons,  for  Cupid  and  Hymen :  in  a  Series  of 
Metrical  Satiric  Dialogues:  Exhibiting  the  Horrors 
and  Delights  of  being  over  Head  and  Ears  in  Lave; 
with  the  Supreme  Fdidty  and  Wretchedmss  cf  Matrix 
mony.  To  which  are  added  several  other  Pieces;  By 
Jenkin  Jones,  Author  of  ^'  Hobby  Horses^*'  and 
«'  the  PhUmthropist;*  and  EMor  ijf  '<  Lffoe  and 
Satire."    12mo.  pp.  29^. 

There  is  much  room  for  amendment  in  the  style 
of  Mr.  Jenkin  Jones;  yet  we  would,  by  no  means,  dis- 
€ipuritgehimfr0|Awritiii|g.  Hecert«iolyjpi9SMW«»Ul0nt» 
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but  his  taste  is  not  cultivated.  His  versification,  though 
Sometimes  very  negligent,  is  generally  smooth  and 
liiUsicat.  We  advise  him  for  the  future  to  revise  his 
ivorks  more  than  once  before  he  commits  them  to 
press,  and  carefully  to  avoid  being  too  indulgent. 

Mirth  and  Metre :  comisting  of  Poems,  Serious,  Hu^ 
mourous,  tmd  Satirical^  Songs,  Sonnets,  Ballads,  and 
Bagatelles.  Written  by  C,  Dibdin,  Jun.  of  Sadler's 
tVtlls.     12mo.  pp.  260. 

*,  Mr*  C.  DiBDjy,  like  his  father,  has  a,  happy  knack 
at  song-writing.  Many  of  his  songs  have  a  large 
portion  of  humour  and  pleasantry.  Almost  every 
body  has  been  excited  to  laughter  by  his  '^  Abraham 
Newlaiid."  Had,  hbwever,  a  few  of  the  songs  been 
omitted  the  volume  would  have  gained  by  the  omission. 
In  serious  composition  Mr.  Dibdin  is  not  quite  so 
much  at  home  as  in  a  lighter  kind ;  yet  many  parts 
of  his  *'  Age^  a  Satire''  have  point  and  vigour. 

The  Alarum^  a  Poem,  Humbly  Dedicated  to  Britons  <f 
all  descriptions,  icho  love  their  King,  and  venerate 
the  happy  Constitution  of  their  Country^      Svo.  pp. 

This  Poem,  as  by  a  terrible  misnomer  it  is  deno- 
minated, is.  some  of  the  most  despicable  trash'^tlM^^ 
ever  fell  from  tKe  press.  It  is  just  such  stu£f  as  the" 
dullest  b^Uman  might  write  after  he  had  got  muddily 
drunk  with  adulterated  ale;  yet  the  modest  author 
regrets  t|iat  h^  could  not  get  some  of  his  conipositions 
translated,  to  animate  the  Condnent  to  resistance 
against  Buonaparte!!  On  consideration,  however,  we 
»te«oiTy  that  he  did  not  succeed*    If  he  could  bM' 
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prevailed  on  the  French  Soldiers  to  read  his  works 
they  would  have  been  much  too  sick  to  fight. 

A  Monody  on  the  Death  of  the  Right  Honourable  Charle$ 
James  Fox^  By  Richard  Payne.  Kmght.  8vo.  pp. 
15. 

This  is  an  affectionate  and  not  ill-written  tribute 
to  the  memory  of  a  roan  Whose  talents,  though  once, 
we  think,  misdirected,  were  certainly  of  the  highest 
order,  and  whose  death  ought  to  be  considered  as  a 
public  misfortune.  Never  did  Great  Britain  stand 
more  in  need  of  the  aid  of  great  talents  than  at  the 
moment  when  the  tomb  closed  *^  its  ponderous  and 
marble  jaws'^  upon  some  of  her  most  eminent  charao* 
ters. 

•  _  _ 

An  Evening  Walk  in  the  Forest:  a  Poem,  descriptive  of 
Forest  Trees.     By  a  Lady,     12mo.  pp.  36. 

This  poem  is  a  very  unpolished  production.  It 
may,  nevertheless,  be  of  service  to  those  who  wish  to 
learn  something  of  the  natural  history  of  Forest  Trees* 
Many  poems,  which  we  are  condemned  to  re^,  have  ' 
less  merit ;  for  they  afford  neither  pleasure  nor  infor* 
mation. 


SATIRE. 

'.f 

The  Epics  of  the  Ton;  or.  Glories  of  the  Great  World i 
a  Poem,  in  Two  Books,  with  Notes  and  Illustrations* 
The  third  Edition^  with  considen^le  Additions.  8to« 
pp.  280. 

If  the  author  of  this  volume  be  a  writer  of  cfsta* 
bli«bed  reputatiuoi  he  will  not  have  done  any  injury  to 
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that  reputation  by  his  *<  Epics  <if  the  Toti  ;*".  and' If 
he  be  a  new  writer  he  is  an  acquisition  to  the  poetical 
corps.  His  characters  are  drawn  with  great  strength, 
*and  strikingly  coloured,  though  certainly  not,  in  ge* 
neial,  in  a  manner  very  flattering  to  the  originals. 
He  is,  however,  negligent  in  his  style*  His  prose  ii 
good. 

Stulttfera  I^avis.  The  Modem  Ship  ofFods.    Small  8vo. 

pp.315. 

The  plan  of  this  volume  is  borrowed,  as*  the  author 
owns>  from  the  Stultiicra  l^avis  of  Sebastian  Brandt, 
^  which  was  translated  into  English  by  Alexander  Bar- 
clay. An  excellent  work  might  have  been  built  on 
such  a  foundation.  The  vices  and  follies  of  the  age 
present  an  ample  mark  for  the  shafts  of  Satire.  But 
the  writer  of  the  Modern  Ship  of  Fools  wants  skill  to 
«se  his  weapons.  His  book  is  as  dull  as  one  of  the  old 
homiliesy  and  will  be  as  little  read. 

St,  Stephen's  Chcpptl :  A  Satirical  Poem,    Bj/  Horatius, 

8vo.  pp.  51. 

This  poem  is  written  by  a  partisan  of  the  Whig  ad- 
ministration It  contains  several  lines  good  enou^  to 
make  us  wonder  that  the  author  should  have  composed 
80  many  insufferably  bad  ones  as  are  to  be  found  in  his 
pages.  I'he  good  lines,  however,  are  not  numerous 
enouizh  to  keep  his  satire  from  sinking  into  the  gulph 
of  oblivion. 

Inns  and  Outs;  or  the  State  of  Parties.  A  Satiriul  Poem, 
By  Chrononhotonthoiogos.    8vo.  pp.  29* 

The  author  confesses  that  this  poem  was  "  hastily 
(Written.*    It  bears^  indeedi  ibhe  ohvieu»iiatfiriiili  oilMf 
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composition ;  yet,  on  the  vfhole,  it  is  notunworthy  of 
perusal.  The  author  is .  evidently  capable  of  writing 
satire  with  considerable  spirit,  and  he  does  not  disgrace 
himself  by  vulgar  abuse. 

Gr      '  Ue  AganuteSy  a  Dramatic  Poem.    8vo.  pp.  24. 

A  FEW  good  lines  are  scattered  through  this  poem ; 
but  they  arc  like  '*  two  grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two 
^^  bushels  of  chaif ;  you  shall  seek  all  day  ere  you  find 
^  them,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth 
*'  the  search/'  If  Fate  have  decreed,  that  a  change  of 
ministry  must  always  produce  such  an  inundation  of 
bad  verse  as  the  present  change  has  done,  critics 
ought  to  deprecate  a  change  of  ministry  more  than 
they  would  a  pestilence. 

The  Britanniady  or  the  Choice  of  Mimstersy  wtitten  m 
1806.  The  Hibemiadyjor  the  Change  of  MinisterSf 
written  in  1807*  A  Satirical  Poem,  in  iso^  Parts. 
4to.  pp.  38. 

Reader,  you  shall,  from  a  few  specimens,  judge  foi 
yourself  as  to  the  merit  or  demerit  of  these  two  satirical 
poems,  as  they  are  called.  We  have  not  picked  out 
the  worst  parts. 

**  If  infidelity  was  not  the  cause 
Iiost  you  the  people's,  and  the  King's  applause ; 
Was  it  disioynity,  then  ^  No  such  thing— 
The  Church  was  not  in  dfoiger,  nor  the  King—* 

*^  May  all  our  Aubjects  as  ourselves,  agree,  "^ 
Happjr  in  harmony,  in  friendship  free,  % 

By  union  saved*  and  blest  with  unanimity**'  j 

"  Those  priests  bear  rale— what  then  remains  tado^ 

Xf  you  my  people  love  to  have  it  so  ?" 

Inverted  persecution  feel  we  thus. 

We  tel'rate  tbenii  who  do  not  wrrate  oi.** 
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,  **  Well,  reader,  what  say  you  ?**  "  Say  !  why,  that 
»uch  stuff  would  make  a  dog  sick.  Send  it  iiistantly 
to  the  trunkmake^s." 

jiil  the  Talents;  a  Satirical  Poem,  in  Four  Dialogues* 
To  ichich  is  addled,  A  Pastoral  ^pihgue.  By  Polypus* 
Kineteenth  Edition;  anhellished  with  a  characteristic 
Frtmtispiete,    8vo,  pp.  155, 

Thb  Nineteenth  Edition  ! ! !  Mercy  on  us !  If  this 
be  true,  there  is  more  folly  in  the  world  than  we  sup- 
posed. The  sale  of  nineteen  editions  of  such  a  pro- 
duction is  an  absolute  disgrace  to  the  taste  of  the  age. 
perhaps,  however,  (for  booksellers  are  happy  fellows 
at  a  trick)  perhaps  only  the  title-page  has  gone  through 
nineteen  editions.  *'  Ail  the  Talents"  has  no  preten- 
tions to  wit  or  humour,  elegance  or  strength.  Instead 
of  these  we  are  treated  with  clumsy  sarcasm,  and  viru* 
lent  abuse.  Let  us,  however,  be  jull.  In  one  instance 
we  must  praise  the  author's  judgment:  that  instance 
is  in  his  choice  of  a  nafne,  A  Polypus,  as  our  readers 
well  know,  is  the  n^mc  both  of  a  troublesome  excre- 
scence that  ought  to  be  extirpated,  and  of  a  worthless 
insect  which  ranks  in  one  of  the  lowest  classes  of  ani- 
mated nature* 

All  the  Blocks  !  or,  An  Antidote  to  "  All  the  Talents."^ 
A  Satirical  Poem,  In  Three  Dialogues*  By  Flagel^ 
lum.    Syo.  pp.  (^6. 

This  poem  is  a  very  severe  satire  upon— the  ajuthor. 
In  demerit  it  is  a  formidable  rival  to  **  All  the  Talents/* 
If  all  the  Blocks  in  the  world  had  clubbed  together  all 
their  stupidity,  they  could  not  have  written  any*  thing 
worse.  What  will  the  reader  say  to  such  lines  as  the 
following-^  ,   ' 
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*'  Such  is  the  c^c  with  P — ^r^— c — v — I,  Sir ;  for^ 
Though  good  as  lawyer,  he's  no  cliancelior. 

.  **  Leaving  n*  TaleiUs — ^Talents  to  supplant, 
And,  though  found  guilty,  spare  the  defendant." 

**  In  B-^f— rd^s  shoes  now  marches  on  R^ch—mtiul; 
Who  late  saird  over  the  salt-wuter  pond." 

Yet,  Mr.  Flagellum,  with  suah  Midas's  ears  as  he  evi- 
dently and  eminently  possesties,  has  the  impudence  to 
call  himself  '*  a  judge  and  lover  of  good  verse/'  and 
to  abuse  Mr.  Polypus  for  '^  faulty  measure,  couplets 
void  of  rhime."  To  prove  the  latter  accusation,  h^ 
wisely  quotes  two  lines,  terminated  by  **  the 'double 
rhime  end  ont,  and  defendant;"  and  snceringly  says, 
'*  a  rhime  it  may  be  called,  if  on*t  and  ant  can  be  so 
denominated ! !"  Butler,  however,  who  was  rather  a  t)et^ 
ter  and  wittier  writer  than  Flagellum,  thought  tbii 
censured  rhime  a  good  one.  On  one  fubject  Flagellum 
is  not  ignorant.  He  is  conscious  that  his  Pegasus  is 
of  the  dray-horse  breed.  He  accordingly  apostro- 
phizes it  by  "  Gee  ho  Pegasus !  get  on,  get  on  I"  Th« 
prose  of  Mr.  Flagellum  is  as  witty  and  as  correct  as 
his  verse. 

Flagellum  flagellated :   A  Satirical  Poem :  tvith  Notes. 
By  Ben  Block.     8vo.    pp.  49. 

Bek  Block,  as  well  as  his  antagonist  Flagellum, 
k  a  notable  instance  of  a  man  making  a  rod  for  his 
own  bottom.  His  satire,  like  the  gun  of  an  awkward 
sportsman,  knocks  down  nothing  but  himself.  If  he 
be  capable  of  taking  good  advice,  we  trxhort  him  to 
tak^  that,  which,  in  the  last  line  of  his  own  unmetrical 
^rash,  he  gives  to  Flagellum— 

^  Q9  xoend  thy  i^anQers,  laogiiage«  and  thy  stylt.'* 
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AU  the  Talents  in  Irclani  !  A  Satirical  Poem ;  xcitk  Nota, 
By  Scrutator.     8vo.  pp.  44. 

This  p<>oin  is  ju8t  as  abusive  and  libelious  as  its  fel- 
lows in  tlie  same  cause.  It  is,  however,  much  better 
written  than  most  of  them.  The  author  has  some  little 
car^  and  some  share  of  satirical  talent. 

JiU  the  Talents'  Garland:  or,  A  few  Rockets  let  off  at  € 
celebrated  Mifmtrtf.  Inscribed  to  the  Hon,  tViUkm 
Hill.    8vo.  Two  Parts,  pp.  Hi. 

Ik  this  collection  there  arc  few,  very  few,  rockets. 
The  rest  are  squibs,  and  squibs  of  the  worst-made  kind; 
that  give  less  blaze  than  a  farthing  rush-light,  and  less 
•ound  than  a  pop-gun  :  Or,  the  collection  may  be 
compared  to  a  large  garland  of  weeds  intermixed  with 
Ikal^-dozen  flowers.  The  editor  might  have  made  a 
respectable  shilling  pamphlet,  had  he  had  taste  lo  select 
such  pieces  as  were  worthy  preservation ;  but  bis 
de|)lorable  dullness  has  led  him  to  heap  into  a  four 
•hilling  volume  all  the  doggrel  and  all  the  nonsense 
which  his  perverse  diligence  could  discover.  The  two 
concluding  pages,  by  the  sapient  editor,  contain  one  of 
the  most  barefaced,  awkward  puffs  that  ever  issued 
from  the  press. 

The  Groans  of  the  Talents ;  or.  Private  Sentiments  on 
Public  Occurrencis.  In  Six  Epistles  from  certain  Ejy 
Ministers  to  their  Colleagues,  tnifst  wonderfully  inters 
•eepted.  To  which  are  added.  Notes  critical^  explana^ 
tory,  and  edifying*    8vo.  pp.  7S. 

Through  the  seventy- five  pages  of  this  pamphlet, 
ve  have  looked,  with  the  utmost  care,  in  search  of 
%it  and  humour,  but,  unfortunately,  our  search  haa^ 
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not  been  successful.  It  does  not  appear  to  us  that  xht 
author  is  likely  ever  to  go  mad.  If  bis  rhymes  wera 
not  generally  correct,  a  silly  note  (not  one  of  his  ecft* 
fpng  notes,  which,  by  the  bye,  we  have  not  been  lucky 
enough  to  discover)  would  lead  us  to  believe  him  ig- 
Borant  of  what  constitutes  rhyme* 

The  Second  Titan  War  against  Heaven  ;  or,  The  Tatenii 
buried  under  Portland  Isle.  A  Satirical  Poem,  By 
the  Author  o^  tke  Rising  Sun.     8vo.  pp.  63. 

"  One  scribbler  to  another  still  succeeds. 

Another,  and  another  after  that. 

And  the  last  fooPs  more  stapid  than  the  former  !*' 

SiioiTLD  any  of  our  readers  resolve  to  peruse  th^, 
eleven  hundred  lines  which  compose  the  poem  called 
t*  the  Second  Titan  War,"  we  must  beg  kave  to  give 
them  some  advice,  which  they  will  find  highly  service* 
able.  In  the  first  place  we  recommend  to  them  to  lay 
in  a  more  than  common  stock  of  putienee;  and,  in  the 
next^  to  guard  against  a  dislocation  of  thie  jaw,  a  mis- 
fortune which  has  sometimes  been  occasiooed  by  im« 
moderate  yawning,  . 


REPUBLICATIONS  OF  BRITISH  POETS. 

Hr  Tri&trem  ;  a  Metrical  Romanct  of  the  thirteaUk 
Century  ;  by  Thomas  ofErcildoune,  calied  the  Rhymer. 
Edited  from  the  Auchinkck  MS.  by  Walter  Scott,  Esq. 
8vo.  pp.  509. 

The  lovers  of  ancient  poetry  are  under  great  obli« 
gatlons  to  Mr.  Scott,  for  this  elegant  edition  of  Sic 
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Tristrem.  No  man  is  more  capable  than  he  is  of  per« 
ibrming  such  a  task  with  accuracy  and  taste.  The 
dissertation,  notes,  and  continuationy  which  he  has 
added,  are  highly  valuable. 

Tie  Poems  of  Richard  Corbet ,  late  Bishop  of  Oxford  and 
of  Norwich,  The  fourth  Edition,  with  considerable 
Additions.  To  which  are  now  added,  *^  Oratio  in  fitnus 
Henrici  Princeps,*'  from  Ashmok's  Museum,  Btogra- 
phical  Notes,  and  a  Life  of  the  Author^.  By  Octadus 
Gilchrist,  F.S.A.    8vo.  pp.  340. 

This  is  a  very  neat  and  correct  edition  of  an  old 
writer,  whose  works  well  deserve  the  pains  which  Mr. 
Gilchrist  has  bestowed  on  them.  We  hope  that  Mr. 
Gilchrist  will  receive  encouragement  to  undertake  the 
correction  and  publication  of  others  of  our  ancient 
poets* 

Specimens  of  the  Later  English  Poets,  with  Preliminary 
Notices,  By  Robert  Southey,  Crown  8yo«  3  Vols. 
pp.  1533. 

a 

The  task  of  collecting  these  "  Specimens''  appears, 
we  think,  not  to  have  been  of  Mr.  Southey's  own  en  using. 
He  has  certainly  not  exerted  upon  it  that  degree  of 
taste  and  judgment  which  he  might,  and  doubtless 
would,  have  done,  had  he  laboured  with  a  good  will* 
In  many  instances  the  selections  are  glaringly  ill  cho- 
sen, and  several  of  the  preliminary  notices  are  anjr 
thing  except  satisfactory  and  well  writteiu 
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TRANSLATIONS. 

The  Metamorphoses  of  Publius  Ovidim  Na^o.  In  Blmik 
Verse,  Translated  by  J.  J.  Howard.  ^  8vo.  2  Vois, 
pp.  627* 

Though  this  translation  of  the  Metamorphoses  is, 
perhaps,  not  qualified  to  become  the  standard  English 
translation  of  that  work,  it  is  not  without  a  respect- 
able share  of  merit.  The  translator  has  frequently 
done  great  justice  to  his  author.  His  verse,  which  is 
blank  verse,  is  not  inharmonious. 

Ten  Epistles  of  Ovidy  translated  into  English  Verse,  by 
the  late  Rev»  William  Windsor  Fit zthomas,  A.M.  with 
the  Latin  and  Notes.     To  which  are  subjoined^  the 

•  Epistks  of  Hero  to  Leander,  and  Leander  to  Hero^ 
hy  a^different  hand;  that  of  Sappho  to  Phaon  by  Pope; 
and  ofjpido  to  Eneas  by  Dry  den,     12mo-  pp.  382. 

TitE  reader  of  this  neat  and  cheap  volume  will  re- 
gret that  Mr.  Fitzthomas  was  prevented,  by  death, 
from  completing  a  version  of  all  Ovid^s  Epistles :  a 
work  which  it  w^  his  intention  to  perform.  Mr.  Fitz- 
thomas's  translations  are  faithful,  elegant,  and  spirited* 
His  "  Introduction,"  which  is  long,  and  well-written, 
contains  good  translations  of  Ovid's  Elegy  on  the  death 
of  Tibullus,  and  of  his  Epistle  to  his  wife. 

The  Elegies  ofC.  Pedo  Albinovanus,  a  Latin  Poet  of  tig 
Augustan  Age;  wifh  an  English  Version.  Small  ^so. 
pp.  121. 

•  The  frigid  elegies  of  C.  Pedo  Albinovamis  iiave  little 
original  merit ;  nor  has  their  translator  conferred  ou 
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them  any  additional  graces.  The  translation  19^  in 
truth,  more  than  commonly  spiritless  and  inharmo- 
nious. In  some  parts  it  is  even  ludicrous.  An  elegy 
ought  not  to  excite  laughter;  but  who  can  help  lauglk^ 
ing  at  such  lines  as — 

"  Then  in  a  pet,  he  calls  mere  yirtue, — "  stuff  !*' 

**  Hardens  his  heart  and  sa^s^  **  I've  pray'd  enough  V* 

The  Inferno  of  Dante  Ah'ghieriy  translated  into  EngUsk 
Biank  Verse.  With  Noies,  historical^  classical^  and 
explanatory y  and  a  Life  of  the  Author.  By  Nathaniel 
Howard.    Small  8vo.  pp.  325. 

This  is  the  work  of  a  man  of  taste  aiid  talent.    On 
the  whole,   however,  we  prefer  Mr.  Gary's  version. 
Mr.  Howard  has  sometimes  borrbwed,  though  perhaps 
unconsciously,  from  his  predecessors.    The  lite  oughts, 
to  have  been  more  copious. 

The  Triumphs  of  Petrarch  ;  translated  into  English  Versff 
with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  By  the  Kev,  Henry 
Boydy  A,  M,  Chaplain  to  his  Royal  ttighness  the  Dukt 
of  Sussex,  and  to  the  Right  Hon,  the  Earl  of  Char* 
leville ;  Translator  of  Dante^  SfC.  ifC.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  284. 

The  merit  of  Mr.  Boyd,  as  a  translator  from  tht 
Italian,  is  well  known  \  nor  will  his  present  labour  de- 
tract from  his  reputation.  But  thoujsh  "  The.  Tri- 
umphs" certainly  contain  many  beautiful  passages,  we 
do  not  think  them  equal  to  the  other  works  of  Peitrarch. 
We  regret  that  Mr.  Boyd  did  not  turn  his  attention  to 
the  Sonnets  and  Odes,  very  few  of  which  have  appsored 
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in  an  English  dress.    No  person  is  more  Cfipable  th^ll 
Mr.  Boyd  of  doing  them  justice* 

Musk.    A  Didactic  Poem,  in  Five  Cantos,     Translated 
from  the  Spanish  of  Don  Tomas  de  Yriarte^  into  EngUsk 
Verse^  by  John  Belfourt  Esq,     Royal  8vo.  pp.  223. 

Thoi^gh  hlany  lame  lilies  and  awkward  t>assagilk 
occur  in  this  transiationt  some  parts  of  it  are  not  badly 
executed.  Yet  it  is  not  a  poem  which  excites  an  in* 
terest  in  the  reader*  There  is,  on  the  contrary,  a.  te- 
diousuesi,  which  prompts  him  to  lay  down  the  book, 
without  a  wish  to  recompience  the  perusal. 


^  ' 


The  lienriade  of  M.de  Voltaire,  Translated  hy  Damitl 
French^  Esq*,    8vo.  pp.  336.  .   ; 

f 

I'hough  the  Henriade  has,  indisputably,  manyjKni| 
parts^  we  confess  that  we  nevej  could  read  it  throiigk 
without  feeling  thoroughly  tired.  Even  the  two  Op^n* 
ing  lines  are  as  un-epic  as  any  two  lines  can  pq«Hbly 
be :  they  are  more  fit  for  the  commehcement  of  a 
genealogy  than  of  an  epic  poem.  But  if  the  Henriade 
be  tedious  in  the  original,  what  must  it  be  in  an  indif* 
ferent  translation !  Mr.  French  has  generally  translatad 
the  meaning  ^f  the  author,  but  he  has  left  all  thepottvy 
behind. 


TOL.VI.  g« 
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DRAMA. 


USTACTED    PLAT9» 


Ithe  Fail  of  M^rtifkti^,  a  Tragedy  y  in  Five  Acts^    By 

•  ihe  Right  Htmourabie  Moiris  Lord  Rokchy.     8vo.  pp^ 
•.  70. 

'  In  sohic  future  edition  of  the  "Royal  ami  Noble 
''Au'tBors/'  tliis  trstgcdy  will'probably  obtain  Lord  Rolceby 
a  place.    This  is  sSl  we  can  venture  to  say  of  it,  with* 
i^ut  being  severe. 

"4a.  .. ..    y^. 

The  Caitiff  qfCorsiia,  or  tHe  Umverml  Banditto :  An 

Historical  Drama,  in  Five  Acts,  exhibiting  the  Cha- 

V  ^riaetei^f  moral  and  pefitical,  of  the  principal  Person- 

*  1!0^^  Mrov^^Ott^  the  French  Revolution.     With  their 
■    TbttyaitSi  fedMfied  fr&m  ihe  otiginalOil  Paintings  in 

^  'the  Museum  at  Parts.    '8vo.  pp.  284. 

*   ■ 

ii:.:J9  any  man  wishes  to  undertake  a  trial  of  patience^ 

•let  him  lead  'this  ^'  Historical  Drama/'  as  it  is  called* 

Mnd  his  tvi^h  will  be  fully  grialtified.     We  have,  as  ofir 

'^dbiftty.  cotopelkd  us,  read  ''  the  Cftititf  o£  Corsica/'  >aad 

Aave  made  a  serious  vow  never  to  read  it  again. 

Three  Comedksyr  translated  from  the  Spanish*     8vo.  pp. 

361. 

After  being  sickened  almost  to  death  by  the  silJy, 
drivelling,  productions  of  Messrs.  A.  B.  .C.,.  e^d  a 
hundred  other  scribbler^,  who,  by  courtesy,  are  Vailed 
writers  of  comedy^  it  is  quite  refiH^sbitig  to  take  up^ 
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dramas  which  have  some  pretension  to  wit,  andinci- 
dent,  and  plot.  We  have  been  much  gratified  by  these 
**  Comedies  from  the  Spanish,"  and  we  think  that 
they  might  be  accommodated  to  the  English  stage, 
with  little  difficulty.  The  translator  has  per- 
formed his  .task  well.  We  wish,  however,  that;,  in* 
stead  of  trajislating  these  plays  into  prose  he  )ia4 
translated  them  into  the  fre^,  flowing  bUnk  verse  gf 
our  old  draniatists. 


ACTED  PLAYS. 

I 

0 

The  Cwfeo) :  a  Vlay.  In  Five  A6ts.  As  performed  at 
the  Theatre  Royals  Drury  Lane,  By  the  late  John 
Tobifif  Esq,  Author  of  the  Honey  Moon.  8vo.  pp, 
62.  * 

It  is  impossible  to  see  the  name  of  Tobin  without 
feeling  sorrow  for  his  loss,  and  anger  that  talent^  like 
his  should  have  been  suffered  to  remain  unnoticed,  till 
be  was  no  longer  able  to  enjoy  the  m?ed  of  fame* 
The  world  rpally  seems  to  think  that  the  works  of  a 
good  author  are  not  good  for  any  thing  till  he  is  dead. 
With  respect  to  bad  authors,  it  appejgxs  to  adopt  a 
diametrically  opposite  mode  of  thinking.  As  Mr. 
Tobin  is  no  more,  his  dramas  will  certainly  becpme 
stock-pieces.  The  Curfew  is  not  unworthy  of  his  pen. 
It  displays  io  almost  every  part  of  it  the  hand  of  a 
master* 

00  2 
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Taulkener :  a  Tragedy.  As  it  is  performed  ai  the  Theatre 
Royal,  Drury  Lane.  By  William  Godwin.  8vo.  pp. 
80. 

The  force  of  folly  can  no  further  go!  What  could 
induce  Mr.  Godwin  to  write  such  a  tragedy,  and  what 
could  induce  the  managers  to  accept  it  ?  To  account 
for  the  writing  of  it  is,  perhaps,  not  impossible;  but 
to  account  for  the  acceptance  of  it  is  entirely  so.  It 
has  nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  to  recommend  it  to  no* 
tice.  Among  tragedies  it  holds  >  a  somewhat  lower 
rank  tlian  is  held  among  comedies  by  ^^  Gammer 
Gurton's  Needle." 

T&am  and  Country,    A  Comedy^  in  Fite  Acts.    As  per* 
formed  at  the  Theatre  RoyaU  Covent  Garden.     By 
Thomas  Morton,  Esq.    8vo.  pp.  96, 

This  is  a  Comedy  of  that  sort  which  is  not  intended 
for  posterity,  but  for  a  single  season.  Several  of  the 
characters  are  over-strained.  Poetical  justice  too, 
is,  in  one  instance,  glaringly  violated.  Plastic,  a  most 
infamous  villain,  is  allowed  to  escape  without  suffering 
any  punishment;  unless,  indeed  we  are  to  consider  as 
a  punishment  the  disappointment  of  his  schemes. 
**  Town  and  Country"  contains,  however,  some  neat 
and  pointed  dialogue,  and  some  interesting  scenes. 

Times  a  Tell-Tale  ;  a  Comedy  in  Five  Acts^  as  performed 
at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Dine.  By  Henry  Siddons* 
8vo.  pp.  67* 

This  comedy  does  credit  to  Mr.  Siddons.  Though 
it  does  not  stand  in,  or  near,  the  first  class  of  comedies, 
it  is  above  mediocrity.    The  dialogue  is  neat,  the  cba« 
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racters  are  correctly  drawn,  and  the  piece  is  not  widi* 
but  interest.  We  hope  that  Che  author  will  proceed  itt 
his  labours  for  the  stagu. 

ne  Fortress;  a  MelO'Drama^  in  Tkret  ActSyfrom  the 
French:  ax  pet  fanned  with  great  Success  at  ike  Theatre 
Royaly  Uaymarket.  Written  hf  Theodore  Edward 
Hook,  Esq.,  Author  of  Tekeliy  Catch  Him  Who  Cam^ 
fyc,  Spc*     Svo.  pp.  68* 

By  the  help  of  music,  scenery,  &c.  &c.  this  piece 
may,  perhaps,  l^e  rendered  bearable.  Without  such 
helps  it  is  not  bearable.  It  is  heavy  beyond  the  usual 
heaviness  of  modern  dramas.  After  saying  this,  it  if 
unnecessary  for  us  to  say  any  thing  more* 

False  Alarms^  or  my  Cousin :  a  Comic  Opera,  in  Three 
Acts^  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane^ 
ou  Monday,  Jan.  12,  1807*  By  James  Kennty.  dvo« 
pp.  86. 

This  opera  docs  credit  to  the  abilities  of  Mr. 
Kenney.  The  plot  is  skilfully  contrived,  the  incideoti 
are  natural  and  comic,  and  the  dialoc^ue  is  neat  and 
lipirited.  We  consider  Mr.  Kenney  as  a  dramatic  wti- 
ter  of  much  promise, 

Peter  the  Great:  or.  The  Woodm  Walls.  An  Operatic 
Drama^  In  Three  Acts.  As  now  performing  at  tkt 
Theatre  Royal,  Cavent  Garden,  with  distinguished  Ap* 
probation.  By  A,  Cherry,  Author  of  the  SoldUr'g 
Daughter,  The  Travellers,  Spanish  Dollar,  SfC.  S^Cm 
ij-c.    8vo.  pp.  74. 

Mr.  Cherry  asserts  that  this  thing,  called  an 
operatic  drama,  was  perfucmed  with  distinguished  ap-^ 
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|MN>battoD.  If  in  a  play  bill  announcing  **  Peter  the 
Great,"  we  had  seen  such  an  assertion  we  should  have 
disbelieved  ;t — and  for  this  .plain  reason,  that  man* 
agers  are  in  the  habit  of  saying  as  much  in  favour  of 
pieces  >%hich  have  been  unequivocally  damned.  But 
as  Mr.  Cherry  seriously  affirms  that  his  piece  was  per- 
formed "  with  distinguished  approbation/'  we  will  be- 
lieve him ;  and  only  say  that  he  was  lucky  in  having 
audiences  either  very  indulgent  or  very — something 
which  shall  be  nameless.  "  Fit  audience  find  though 
few,"  says  Milton.  If  Mr.  Cherry  found  ^Jit  audience, 
we  hope  for  the  sake  of  the  public  character,  that  it 
was  not  a  numerous  one. 

.■ 
Whistle  for  it.     A  Comic  Opera,    In  Txdo  Jets.     Js 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royaly  Covent  Garden.     Bj^ 

•  ibe  Hon.  G.  Lambe.     8vo.  pp.  43. 

/  The  songs  in  this  Opera  are  elegant.  They  are  all 
that  we  can  praise.  The  Opera  itself  is  a  very  indif- 
ferent one.  We  cannot  conceive  why  the  epithet 
**  comic*'  was  given  to  it.  i  Never  was  there  a  more 
complete  mism)mer.  It  is  full  of  terrific  situations* 
and  ends  with  a  prospect  of  a  dozen  or  two  of  |)ersons 
being  hanged* 

The  Yofun^  Hitssar,  or^  Love  and  Merct/y  an  Operatic 

•  Piece^  %n  Two  Acts,  By  the  Author  of  Adrian  and 
OrrillOf  SfC.  As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal^ 
Drur^  honey  with  distinguished  success,  frvo.  pp« 
40. 

In  his  preface  Mr.  Dimond  speaks  very  modestly  of 
tliis  Operatic  Piece.  "  In  representation  it  only  pre- 
tends," he  says,  *'  to  afford  an  idle  hour's  amusement 
to  the  public,  and  in  production,  it  has  bee&  littla 
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more  tlian  an  idle  hour's  amusement  to  the  author.  To 
praise  it  highly  is  impossible,  but  to  censure  it  severely 
would  be  ill-natured."  We  think  that  it  certainly 
would  be  ill-natured  to  censure  it  severely,  or  evea 
to  deny  it  a  tolerable  share  of  praise ;  for  the  plot, 
though  simple,  is  well  contrived,  the  language  is  neat, 
and  the  interest  excited  for  the  principal  dharac^ter  i& 
•trong,  and  is  kept  wp  to  the  close  of  the  piece. 


CATALOGUE. 

m 

e 

1806—1807. 

Demetrius  the  Impostor,    a  Tragedy.     From  the 

'     Russian  of  A.  Soumarokove.     8vo. 

A  Trip  to  Margate,  with  a  Description  of  its  Enviroiw. 
By  W.  Robinson,  Esq.     4to. 

The  Reign  of  Philanthropy ;  or,  The  Auspices  of  the 
New  Ministry.  APoem.With  characteristic  Notes.  4to. 

Ode  on  the  Battle  of  Trafalgar.  By  Captain  Wia- 
grovc,  4 to. 

The  British  Eclogue  for  1805.  A  Satirical  PoeoL. 
By  W.  J.  Andre,  Esq.    8vo. 

A  Tribute  the  to  Memory  of  the  late  Right  Hoa. 
W.  Pitt.     By  R.  Rylance. 

The  Battle  of  Copenhagen,  fought  April  2,  1800,  by 
Lord  Nelson.   With  Notes.     Bv  T.  Rodd.    8vo. 

A  Collection  of  Songs,  moral,  sentimental,  instruc- 
tive, and  amusing.  Selected  and  revised  by  the 
Rev.  James  Plumptre,  M.A.     2  vols.  12mo. 

Admonition  ;  A  Poem  on  the  Fashionable  Modes  of 
Female  Dress.     By  G.  Ogg.     8vo. 

The  Progress  of  a  corrupt  Senator  exemplified  in-  Six 
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fharactcristic  £ngravin£rs,  with  IllusiHitions  in  Versc;^ 
By  G.  M.  Woodward,  Esq. 

The  Architect:  A  Dramatic  Sketch.  By  the  late 
Nicholas  Gypsum,  Esq.  and  edited  by  his  Nophcw.  8  vo. 

Diversions  of  Taste;  or^  Poetic  Pictures  from  the 
Exhibition.    4to. 

The  Feast  in  Galilee;  in  humble  Imitation  of  Elijah's 
Mantle.     8vo. 

Anthologia.  a  Collection  of  Epigrams,  ludicrous 
Epitaphs,  Sonnets,  Tales,  &c.  interspersed  with  Ori- 
ginals.    12mo. 

The  Ratiad  :  A  Serio-comic  Poem,  in  Eight  Cantos. 
By  an  Anti-Hudibrastian.     l2mo. 

Bonaparte.     A  Poem.     8vo. 

The  Speculum:  A  Poem,  in  Two  Dialogues,  addressed 
to  the  Author  of  the  Pursuits  of  Literature.     Svo. 

The  Goodness  of  God,  a  Poem:  To  which  are  added, 
Pious  Meditations,  with  important  Considerations, 
and  Advice  to  the  young  unmarried  Man  and  Wo- 
man, By  William  Neville  Hart,  formerly  a  Captain 
in  his  Majesty's  79th  Regiment  of  Foot,     l^mo. 

An  Essay,  on  Nature.  By  Henry  Barwick,  Officer  of 
Excise.     Svo. 

An  Olio.     4to. 

An  Imitation  of  Gray's  Elegy.  Written  by  a  Sailor.  12m6» 

The  Fifth  of  November ;  a  Drama  in  Three  Acts ; 
written  for  Schools.  By  E.  P.  Bridell,  LL.t).  l^mo* 

Poetical  Translations.  (Dr.  Anderson's  Poets.) 
Vol.  III.  Containing  Francis's  Horace,  Garth^ 
Ovid,  and  Lewis's  Statius.     Royal  Svo. 

Sports  of  Love,  in  Six  Poems,  and  Six  Etchings.  IBf 
W.  M.  Craig.     4to. 

Verses  addressed  to  the  Archduke  Charles  ;  English, 
Latin,  German,  Italian,  and  French.    4to. 

Piiattd  by  Law  and  Gilbert*  St.  John's  Square,  Landoiw 
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